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THE KHrO OF CLUBS. 



AN ACCOUNT OF THE FR0CESDIN6S WHICH LED TO THE PUBLICATION 

OF THE ETONIAN. 

'* The King of Clubs^ with three times three V* cried Peregrine Gonttenay, 
While he sat as chairman of a jovial meeting of congenial Spirits, before a 
Imge old china punch-bowl« the agreeable steam of which spread wit, mirth, 
and good humour all around, — '* and then to business.'' — ** Ay, ay," replied 
Frederick Golightly, '* 'twas a good plan that of the old Persians : they dis* 
cussed their state measures over their cups, when the animal spirits were en* 
livened, and the little quicksilver ' that stirs within us' had risen several 
degrees above temperate ; and we do well to imitate them. Now, then, allow 
me to propose ' The prosperity of Eton; and may the liberality mthwhidi 
her system is conducted be answer^ in a correspondent manner, by the it* 
putation which her foster-children exert themselves to maintain.' '^^^Dmnk 
with acdamattan.) 

Before, however, Iventure further with the proceedings, it will be advis- 
able that I should introduce the reader to the characters of the leading 
members, by whom one of the most sodal and best-regulated dubs which hai 
been formed of late years at Eton, is upheld in repute and intennt. 

I 

Frederick Goliohtlt would require a pen dipped in all the colours of 
the ndnbow, to do justice to the ever-varying shades of disposition by wliich 
his conduct is actuated, and which nevertheless contrive to harmonize. Na- 
ture, when in the very act of moulding Idm, had not determined on the style 
of character she should assign to this motley production. She had laid a 
groundwork of excellent abilities, and had already struck off most of the best 
qualities for which Youth is admired and loved : generosity of sentiment, 
desire of emulation, and good humour. 3ilt what might have become a ch^ 
^€BMore was by some acddent abaiidoned4>y bcy/and it afterwards fell into 
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4 The King of Clubs. 

the hands of another artist — Folly ; whose flash efforts at effect are considered 
by all good judges as immeasurably inferior to the noble simplicity of Nature, 
and to whom the finishing stroke of the wayward Frederick was consigned. 
To have done with the metaphor. This youth was a compound of good 
qualities, talent and extravaganza ; but the two former were ifrequently so 
far obscured by the intervention of the latter, that their very existence has 
been often unjustly qiiestionied. A year -or two back, at the time when the 
character of a schoolboy is on the point of deciding itself for life, Golightly 
was considered one of the best whips in the school : the bang-up style in 
which he used to dash along the Uxbridge road was the theme of pndse, even 
among his seniors. He was consulted on the subject of all badger-hunts and 
bull-buts which happened to be going forward, and the ingenuity which he 
displayed in evading all inquiries which might be made after him, when 
absenting himself from school business, under pretence of indisposition, 
while in &ct he was enjoying his favourite pursuits, rendered him the oracle 
of all those who preferred faazd ridirig' to lifrd re&ding. The week of Ascot 
Races was the most important period of the year with our young Blood. His 
room was literally the betting-stand> where all the juvenile amateurs of the 
turf met to forestall their allowance till the next vacation. At this time you 
nught often observe Erederick in the centre of the school-yard, attended by 
his levee, with a list of the high-bred cattle in lue hand, which he was discuss- 
ing, tp thfi gireal^ edjifieatlon. of . hia audience. It may easily be imagined that 
th^e niffnor^us pmsuits could not possibly harmonize with niuch progress in 
his stitflies.. Alas ! these were either totally neglected^ or at the bjest mere 
appeaijonces were kept up^ tp. effect which many clever, shifts were, had re- 
cguf;^e tp^ .these, however, oftentijmes failed of success, and the sure conse- 
qi^ispc^.waa jsevpre punishiqent and .loss o£. character. Yet he still persisted, 
i^aj^ite.ofhii^ rpsolutjof^ .-of .amendment, which, in Ms .calmer hours, were 
spDoetimes. excited b^ the still small voice of conscience, ai^d parental corres- 
pax^^oe^ for Fred^ck hf^ a good heart, natiu*ally open to conviction, but 
qqe 4i}| wj^cl^, upfortipately, momentary impressions were soon: effaced. 
Thia^i|qughtlesQ ^^^ coatpued. for some time, . In yain did his true friends . 
lament the neglect and abuse of talents \^th which he was gifted. Mournful 
experience is the-only cure. for youthful imprudence, and it succeeded in this 
csAfU Oqr dashing Qppidau. became- at length, so involved in pecuniary 
^fficuldes, &om his extravagance, and tl)£. expenses which his favourite 
pursuits brought uppu him, that, he was betrayed into occasional meannesses 
of behaviour, which the low state of Ids finances, his income not answering 
ik^^ c^s made on it, induced him to commit; however revolting they might 
be io the innate. nobleness of his disposition. His duns rendered his life 
u^serahlei. it was quite. impossible for him ,to walk up town without bdng 
accosted .with a-r-'* Sir, you promised*-/' " Oh„I was coming down to you, 
Mr. QoUghtly.'' '' Th^ .smallest trifle would be a consideration.?' Pressed 
on.aU sicl^, he, was obliged , at last d;o throw himself on the affection of 
hk. iatl^^r,. who consented, to pfiy- off his debta on observing a thorough 
rqientance. Gratitude for this tieatment sunk deep in the nund of th^ 
sQpi^ and eSkci&SL,9»fsa&^ a:.d)«#g^ a>. the fr«^^ of humw najtiuB ivmtd 
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alkm. His httonts of idleness and extravagance were abandoned^ aniS 
ak edd put to all connexion with those characters, who, nnder pretence of 
miifistenng to their amusement, prey upon the purses of inexperienced 
Etonians. Birt lAbits of indolence, wluch have long grown inveterate, are 
iM shateh ofTIn a moment. Having naturaOy an admirable memory, wldch 
retains every tiling that is submitted to it, by the application of the sUghtest 
attention, F^derick soon made up for his deficiency Ih the studies of the part 
of the school to which he belonged ; but by tins time the strong impulse by 
which his repentance was actuated, has subsided. He is now ' more ad- 
lAired for Ae flashy brilliance of his talents than for the steady bright flame 
of learning, wMch deep reading and consistency of study are alone capable 
of lighting up and nourishing ; and these are' not characteristics of the indi- 
vidual I am describing. In spite of the re-action which took place on his 
aimendment, periodical fits of indolence will often occur. Tliere remtdn also 
traces of the past in the indulgence he gives way to, in a fashionable foUy, 
which is at pfesi^nt too previEilent in the school — thiat of lounging up and 
down the tb^,' dressed to the very acme of Bond-street ton ; or, if I may 
80 express myself, even in the highisst height a higher hieight of absurdity is 
ditted at by die Etonian votaries of dress. ''To sbe and to be seen," is the 
plrofessed object of these uhweiiried vicambulists. But I wrong them pei'- 
hi^; to have' ah object in view does away with the very qtdntesstoce of 
loun^^ng. Frederick' has long been considered the Sun, firoin whence the 
raifior luminaries of the Et6n heihisphere of' fkshton borrow all their lustre. 
But, indeed, otte almost forgets the absurdity of his conduct in the amuse- 
ment which his sprightly sallies of humour and endless vivacity always afford' 
his companions. Woe to the dandified dt, who has just escaped from the 
f5ggy atmosj^iere of Oheapside,' in his hired gig, vi^h his smiling sweetheart 
atlus side, to visit Windsor, and act the gentfeinan on the Terrace, if he 
encounters the scrutimzing stare of Frederick's glass. And as for his cri- 
tiques' on the ladies, the Hermit id London would bie proud to draw on them 
for an additional Tolume of his entertaining work. His sagadty of observa- 
tion on the affected modesty and demure countenances of those who just put 
ofi an appeai^ce of innocence and purity, as a masquerade dress, or from the' 
tfue spirit of female contradiction ; and the acuteness of his remarics on the 
flippancy, pertness, and forward address of others, whose giddy heads have 
b^n turned by the admiration whidh is paid them by the gay, unmeaidng 
danglers at their side ; his exact discrimination between diamonds and paste ; 
the neat elegance of the lady of rank, and the gaiidy trappings of the trades- 
maif s wifie ; and between the rose of health and its artificial substitute ;— - 
are the very nectar and ambrosia of satirical entertainment. It is ludicrous 
t6' 'seethe enraptured attitudes in which our amateur stu^ously composes 
himself, when h^ surrenders his feelings to the overpowering influence of 
( .'1 melody, and is wafted from a consciousness of surrounding objects on the 
dying strain of one of those beautiful pieces, which the 'band are in the habit 
of playing : till his companion ^ves him ah'abmpt intimation that one of the 
Mitttens is atliand, and arouses him from that dreamy idteHty, which is so 
oftate talked of tyy some of te poets <^ the "pmettt'datf; td'ii sense of tSiA^afit^ 
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cessity of his disappearance from the observation of the Guardian of school 
discipline. A propensity for dramatic representation was formerly a striking 
fleature in his character. He had contrived to enrol a corps, of which he was 
constituted the head ; and the surprising versatility with which he could as- 
sume and support the most opposite characters, as also the able manner in 
which he discharged the arduous office of manager, has seldom, if ever, 
been equalled at a school ^ his skill in drilling an awkward squad, in over- 
awing presumption, in encoura^poig diffidence, and (the most difficult of all 
tasks) in reconciling the pretensions of each individual with his capacity for 
fulfilling them ; these and many other suitable qualifies, confirmed him in a 
station, which, without them, could not have been supported by the most 
shining abilities as an actor. While this mania was upon him, it monopo- 
lized his entire attention. He was perpetually studying some new theatrical 
attitude, and he scarcely ever opened his mouth, except to give you a pithy 
sentence from some play. By the way, he had always been notorious for his 
quotations at all times, and in all places, a propensity which smacks strongly 
of pedantry. But now he >vas doubly armed, and there was no end of the 
continual volleys which he sent forth from his magazine of farces and come- 
dies. At last the theatre was knocked up from the fsdlure of the funds, and from 
Golightly growing cold in the discharge of his duties ; for, with his usual 
inconstancy, he began to be tired of hb amusement, and to sigh for novelty. 
To sum him up in a few words — ^he is a compound, a very essence, of sport- 
ing, satirical, and dramatic ingredients; each of which rises uppermost, 
(much on the principles of chemistry, which sets the lightest body afioat,) 
in obedience to the caprice of the present moment. 

Allen lb Blakc is the absolute reverse of Golightly. His very figure 
bears testimony to the eccentricity of his mind. He is of a diminutive round 
stature; his Umbs are well compacted and clean made: in short, he iac|; 
neat little mimature. He has small grey tmnkling eyes, snubbed nose, de- 
dded lines of thought prematurely furrowed on his brow; and, as he bears 
hb blushing honours thick upon him, one would shrewdly guess he was by 
no means deficient in paying his devoirs to Bacchus. He has read deeply, 
though hb course of study has been perverted, and thought still more deeply : 
buj not having sufficiently founded his principles on the rock of morality and 
revealed religion, either owing to inadvertency, or a too great confidence in 
the unassbted powers of the human understanding, he has often been led away 
by strange theories and speculations, which happened for the moment to fix 
Ids attention, and which he pursues through all the intricacies of metaphysi- 
cal argument, till he has lost himself in the labyrinth of his own ideas. 
Naturally of a strong mind, and imbued with a taste for the abstruse, he 
turned with superciliousness from the Epic and Lyric Poets. The natu- 
ral simplicity of Homer, the more polbhed beauties of Virgil, and the 
sportive guety of Horace, with the exception of a few isolated passages, 
were totally uninteresting to our young philosopher. He flew with eagerness 
to the dark speculations of Lucretius, and the sneering infidelity of Lucan ; 
JKDiped into the opimom of the Academy^ and joined in the disputationa 
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- At the Tnsculan Villa. His chief pursuits have been the stady of astronomy 
and history ; en examination into the mun spring and connexion of events ; 
the rise and fietll of nations, as exemplifying the great doctrine of the insta- 
bility of all human institutions. His studies then took a more profitable 
turn ; he penetrate \rith avidity into modem discoveries, from the Prindpia 
of Newton, to the metaphysics of Coleridge, and the moral philosophy of Pbley. 
From hence the transition was easy to an eager investigation into theological 
snbjects ; but here he was unluckily entangled among controversial points ; 
and the spirit of religion was overlooked through a too ardent desire of coming 
to the understanding of the letter by the aid merely of human acquirements* 
It may be hoped, however, that a more attentive consideration of the naturo 
of this study has, by this time, removed that film from the intellectual eye. 
His manners and actions are equally singular mth his line of study; indeed 
80 much so that they often incur the charge of affectation, though they mostly 
result from an absence of mind, and inattention to outward appearances. 
Though his Ubrary is fiiU, and his choice of books good, you will find lus 
study a very chaos. In the centre of one shelf a duodecimo gilt Horace 
stands alongside of a ponderous black-backed quarto, on theology : in front 
of you, as you enter, bf the window, is a great staring head in plaster-of- 
Paris ; on the skull of which are marked the different organs, according to the 
doctrines of Gall and Spurzheim. For be it known, our universal philoso- 
pher has lately been inquiring into the ingenious, but visionary study, of 
cradfblogy j and has pud more attention than, th^y deserve to the various 
importations of German absurdities which have inundated us of late years. 
In this sanctum sanctorum he pores over liis favourite authors with ' spec- 
tacles on sapient nose,' taking no notice of Us candle (though, with its im- 
mense snuff, it only renders darkness visible) till it has become finally ex- 
tinguished in the socket; when, on arising to retire, he finds that the door of 
his study has been blockaded with bedsteads by some evil-disposed person or 
persons ; and, having no remedy, he calmly ties his pocket handkercluef 
round his head, and contentedly passes the remmder of the hours usually 
dedicated to repose, in his arm chur. One would naturally suppose that his 
exerdses would be imbued with a strong tinge of his pursuits. Howev^ 
light or sportive the subject may be that is proposed for his theme, you must 
have but a slight idea of Allen's ardour for abstruse disquisition, did you not 
expect to find some metaphysical hints and observations dispersed through- 
out. Never is he in greater glory than when engaged in a Iskborious treatise 
on the lunar influences, or the properties of matter, in rough unpolished 
hexameters, after the Lucretian model ; or an investigation into the prindples 
of the human mind, in a long copy of iambics, in which the stabile spondees 
have their full weight. I am not, however, prepared to assert, that although 
the harshness of rhythm has been overlooked, the sense of the ideas intended 
to be embodied therein, has been, on that account, more distinctly conveyed. 
In company Allen is silent and reserved, unless when exhilarated by copious 
dranghts from the mantling bowl, which certmly in his case succeeds in un- 
fol&ig the contracts seriafirontis. 
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The next memlw ^f tl^e dnb^ w)io offen himsetf to our notiee is tiie tiop. 
Qx^ARP jVfoNTOOMiLiiT, tilui son of a rich Warwickfliire Peer, whose boc^ly 
^bits h(kY« been rendered weak ai^ efieminate, owing to the OTer-abnndittit 
attentic^is b^towed on him -in the pursery, by Ips naiden aont^ Lady DebPT^ 
]^dmay. This €hm;^ter, with reference to the former two« Iprms the ^ame 
connecting lipk w)49h twilight does between the .pppositeextremjss of day 
and night. His genius is a brilliant of the first water, but his talents bare 
been suffered to run wild, owing to their very luxuriance. Gifted with won- 
derful quickness and reteptiveness of memqiry, apd an ardent imagination, 
always ontl^ wing in i^efucch pf variety, his progress in classical attainments 
Wfu the th^e of umyer^al admiration, and his instructors augured )iig)ily pf 
tlie future reputation of their pupil. But the success which Jhe ipet with in 
Us studies was the means of pireyenting him from ever becQn^pg a solid 
scholar. The facility with which he was able to x^aster all his tasks f^n- 
gendered presumptioD, f^nd a^ unbounded confidqipe in his owp powers^ th^p 
which nothing can be ipore detrimental to the cause of les^ming. Hence 
Gerard indulged in hf^Vit^.of procrastination, because he could write his verses 
off-hand, aQd thei^efore the perform^fice of his duty might be safely delayed 
till the Ifist moment^ and then slurred over as a disagreeable task. Hence 
also, notbcj^g accuatoj^i^ed to find any di(&culties in themc^e school businpas 
whidjjL was required of hinp, he determined not to see^ for them of his o;wn 
j^u^cord, in the more arduous pursuits of knowledge, which demand effort and 
jappl^tion. In t^ course of reading, he skimmed with volatile eagerness 
fdong the gayer and mo.ie pleasing paths of literature : he flew &om authq^ 
to author, as the bee sips the sweets from every fiower, without troublipg 
jl/ierself wkh inqmries into the nature and properties of each one that she 
visits. By these means Montgpmery amassed an extensive stock of infor- 
ination on almost every branch of the belies lettres ; but in spite of the ability 
frith which he would ^scuss a question, and support his share of convjpr^^ 
tion among the members of the Club, he has often been found to be but 
auperficially accpfainted witl^i the subject which he has been adorning with all 
the beauties of a fluent an4 persuasive eloquence. Eton, however, cannot 
boast of possessing another youth of whom it may he as truly averred^ that he 
has quaffed copious draughts of the genuine Hippocrene. His natural talent 
for poetical composition has been greatly improved and strengthened by his 
acquaintance with the mighty master-spirits of the old time of Greece and 
Rome. His sense of pleasing emotions was so refined, and his paxeptioi^ 
of the beautiful and pathetic so acute, that a tear has been observed glisten- 
ing in his eyes, while contemplating the parting of the Trojan hero with 
his Andromache, or while tracing the agonizing feelings of the im- 
passicmed Dido on the departure of iEneas. But the eagerness with wUch 
he delivered himself up to the sway of the potent wands of our own native 
ma^^jci^ns, Shakspeare and the elder tragedians, with Scott, Byron, and 
Coleridge of the present day, was carried to an excess. I believe he had 
reached the perfection of human happiness, when, having locked himself iu 
his room, this poetical enthusiast indulged in sentimental tears over son^e 
'■^yourite poem which he was reading aloud with energy and feeling. This 



vensibilhy ottm - led Gerald into inany btlier extnmiguicies ; ttid he ijhe 
looked upon as a romantic vnibnuy by those of the ccminicm mduld* He 
would fireqnently steal away from a comfortable fire-sSde to wander on a 
chilly automn evening in the gloom of Foetus Walk, with his arms folded^ 
to commune with solitude, to watch the fleecy clouds as they past oter the 
glimmering moon, and, I was going to add, to meditate on some ideal 
beauty. But no ! Gerard was not a shadow hunter : unexistent creatures of 
the imagination were by no means to his taste, for he kniew well how to at- 
tach sufficient value to the liquid blue eyes of a substantial Charlotte^ or tlte 
graeefiil figure and auburn ringlets of a real Sophia. Hence his pockets w^fe 
crammed with billet-doux and sonnets on the charms of the adorable Miss 
R. T , or the last dying speech and confession of the love-lorn Gerard, 
previous to his quenching the flames of passion in a cold bath. This amo- 
rous disposition led our Romeo into many ludicrous scrapes. He has been 
shot at for a black cat ; has narrowly escaped a man trap ; has been well 
soused by his Juliet, and soundly horsewhipped by the stout old Capulet of 
thej^wmises. 

The pursuits of Sir Francis Wsktworth are perfectly Astindt from aiiy 
that have been lutherto described. This youth was bom and bred a stauiM^ 
Whig. Even in the nursery the true principles were instilled into his ex- 
panding ideas with the greatest assiduity. Instead of the common food with 
whidi the love of the marvellous, so early evinced by children, is usually 
served — such as the astonishing exploits of Jack the Giant Killer, or the ad- 
ventores ctf Tom Thumb ; little FVank was supplied with -political caricaturcHi 
and electioneering ballads. His laced baby-cap was made in the sh^ of 
that of fiberty ; and whenever he was admitted to the family dessert, to 'have 
httdf a glass of wine 6n Pltipa's ktiee, he was first required to lisp out the pa- 
triotic toast of ** The cause for which Hampden bled in the field and Sydney 
perished on the scaffold,'' long before he could possibly understand the iinpoit 
of the sentence ; and to repeat after his uncle, in a shrill voice, — ** The liberty 
of the Press— it is like the wr we breathe;" — while his eyes were evidently 
turned towards the glass at the latter part of the sentence, — " if we have it not, 
we die." The labours of the parents met with the success their most ardent 
vrishes anticipated. When he had now reached the period at which boys wh6 
are intended for public schools prepare for their debut on a miniafture WOrid, 
his fiEither (the late Sir Marmaduke) was a long time debating with himself at 
viddch seminary the future hopes of the family should be placed. At first he 
was afraid that Eton was situated too nea^ the atmosphere of a Court; and 
tbemun consideration was, the danger there might be of Frank's princ^Iei 
being corrupted. This school had also been disgraced, in his eyes, as thift 
nursery of Canning ; but when he reflected, on the other hand, that it had 
the honour of educating two such '* burning and sinning Hghts" in the fasfi- 
ttamentaiy hemisphere as the great Fox, and the kihdred spirit who caught 
the mantle of the departing orator, and with it att inftpiratioik t^ch hkA 
rased him to the pre-eminexit station which he at present holds tcttkong hi& 
paity,-«-4ihe Eari Gtey; all sehiples vanished, and Prank Was aeut td Elaa* 
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Here, however^ he did not find that coinddenoe of opimon which he had 
been in the habit of meeting with at his father's table : nothing is more fb- 
rdgn to the dispositiionaof the would-be politidans at school, and at Eton in 
particolar, than sycophancy or compUuaant concessions in party sentiments. 
It is an independence of soul worthy the true offspring of Englishmen ; and 
although it is the cause of a good deal of squabbling between the champions 
of opposite parties, which are as regularly organized here as on the more ex- 
tensive stage of the real world ; yet, when we consider that these are the 
minds wluch will be hereafter summoned to the management of the helm of 
the Le^lature, can it be otherwise than beneficial for themselves and their 
destinies, that they should be exerdsing those talents here, which will be 
of 80 much importanee in thdr maturity elsewhere? Thus young Frank 
met with those who were both willing and able to gn^ple with and discuss 
every notion which he advanced, and had hitherto been taught to consider as 
incontrovertible as Gospel. Opposition, as one might readily expect, made 
him more violent, because the foundation had been deeply hud in his in- 
fancy ; and during the whole course of his boyhood, the most indefatigable 
exertions had been used to build a firm superstructure upon it. Having 
therefore been befordumd furnished with arms, and well instructed in the 
art of wielding them, he had now a field opened for him on which to aig^ 
nalisse himself; and so successful did he prove, that he was at length tacitiy 
acknowledged as the Whig leader of the School. But such a distinction 
could not be obtained or permanently secured without a close application to 
the study of political economy. It is true that some, who pretend to take 
the lead in this line, content themselves with ringing the chuiges on a certain 
string of set sentences, while their mouths are continually full of aggravated 
philippics i^ainst tyranny, taxation and oppression, and theoretical pane- 
gyrics upon universal liberty and the unshackled fireedom of the press, with- 
out bong able to bring them to bear really and substantially on the question 
ki debate. This is not the case with the young Baronet From a close in- 
▼estigadon of his darling study, and a sincere desire of information, he has 
lately learnt a degree of moderation in his assertions wluch was here- 
tofore a desideratum. He still, however, pushes the same outcries 
agunst existing corruptions, boroughmongers, and placemen; — the ex- 
travagance of Uie expenditure, and the incapacity of Ministers. Step into 
his room, and you will discover the man from the company he keeps. The 
first object whkh strikes the eye is an immense bust c^ Charles James 
Fox, with the ** Finoit amorpatrud** on the pedestal. Look round you at 
the caricatures, and you will see the Ministers and their satellites £Edling head- 
long from their political spheres, like Lucifer and his angels, while the 
glorious sun of ** Opposition'' has guned the complete ascendancy in the 
firmament. His book-shelves are well provided with various works on 
statistics, from the tomes of Hume and Adam Smith, to the compositions of 
Malthus, Brougham, and Jeremy Bentham. Though there are some authors 
of questionable principles, the great minority consist of writers after Sir 
Frank's own heart ; and never p»;haps was my Lord Clarendon in such mixed 
company. The tables ar^ strew«d with the Edinbiirgh Reviews, Parliament 
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tey proceedings, files of old Chronicles and Examinon^ and pamphlets of 
dl sizes. Here is the room of audience, in which this Uooming sprig of 
Whi^ism assembles his fnends and followers to^breakfast, andcommuuU 
cates to them in confidence the latest despatches which he has received from 
. town of the state of affiurs ; the new speculations which are afloat ; and the 
general understanding there is that the Ministry are to be turned out— im- 
mediately another cabinet can be formed without them : he then reads out, 
for tfa^ edification. Lord Erskine's hist publicati(m, or some other text- 
book; and, having thus strengthened their minds, he sends them fnrthto 
fight in the ^* good cause/' as he tells them, like sheep among wolves. 

There are two distinguishing fSsatures in the mental physiognomy id 
Maetin Stbrung: — a reUgioua and political firmness of prindpk. 
Awakened to a due sense of the importanco of the passage, ** Remember 
tiby Creator in the days of thy youth;" and disgusted with the thoughtless- 
ness aad levity with which every thing connected with reli^^on was treated 
amoi^ aoertain set of his schoolfellows, he was often caught in his study ex- 
amining that old-&8hioned book, which has been long esiploded by the new 
school of philosophy, as utteriy unworthy the attefttion of meii<^ wit and 
g«ih]s — ^the Bible. Not that I would ion a moment insinuate that the 
sliglitest tmge of scq>tid8m, as to the truth of revealed doctrines, had in- 
fected the young eleves of Eton, many of whom are hereafter destined to 
mount the pulpit : but the assait given was too frequently a cold one, in 
-which no interest was shown; a matter of course; an old deed, to which, 
for decency's sake, they fblt themselves obliged to put their signatures, at 
the recommendation of parents, or from the force of general example; the 
validity of which they never, indeed, dreamt of questioning, though they did 
-not once reflect that they were bound to fulfil its provisions, any further than 
preserving an appearance of decorum in attending Churchpservice. All otbw 
duties they imagined might be safely deferred to a more convenient season, 
.idien the amusements and gaieties of youth had lost their flavour. In addi- 
tion to the office which Martin gave by the bent which his closet studies , 
bad taken, his conduct «t chapel was observed to be at variance with the nsutd 
Bonehalanoe and lio^ltasness of his neighbours. Instead of arranging matters 
lor the next game. at ericket or football, or composing a copy of verses, for 
which he could not. find leisui^ at a more proper time, he was silly enough 
to be following the Chaplain in the lessons of the day, and has been even 
overheard to whisper an *' Amen'' at the conclusion of a prayer. This be- 
haviour stamped him with the appellation of ** Metkodiiti" and an ever- 
ksting fire of small shot, witticisms, sneers, and mockery was kept up against 
the saint, by those whose resentment he provoked by his stem home-driven 
phillippics agunst swearing, drunkenness, and the like. By no means of an 
irritable temper, he preserved his equanimity admirably, and his patience 
under insults never fiuled him. His conduct indeed subjected him to ridi- 
cule , but Martin was one on whom the opinion of the multitude wdlghed but 
as dust in the balance, in his discernment between right and wrong.; nay, it 
generally took a contrary effect. Having paid great attention to ecclesiastical 
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wMagB, he U iiecome a stout polemic b ^viidty^ and as higli a diurek ta 
as ever took tbe Baaqtton Lectures for the standard of fmth; a Woric^ by He 
lift, whicliian ^Ider lirother at Oxford is comanssioned'to proeoie for hkave* 
ffokriy <m the irsC day of publication. The superiority ci his abitities is 
inoontes^le. To a Aoughtfal and uiqn^udiced mindl, hu clear reasoiiiBg, 
and tie acute renndcs nrhich he makes on the last sermon he has beaidin 
diapely are a sonrce-of pleasing instruction ; the analysis which a retenHfe 
memory enables him <to grn of .the subject embraced by the preacher is true 
and correct; and the maamer in which he embodies ia theme tbe beandfal 
language and clear argument of the mndi-esteemed author of ^^ Reeonfa ef 
the Creation/' has gtdned him great applause. But I have alluded to his 
^political prin^^les. I^ese, if we may believe his adversaries, are bigotted 
16 ike extreme. In hct, ke professes himself a Tory; or, more piopeiAy 
apeakiimf, a Mimsterialist; ior the old distinction between Wkig aadTery, 
aeeording to Madame 4e Stael's definition, '' that tbe fbnner approve «f 
nHoardiy and bve Ubcrty— the latter approve of fibeMy but bve mwnutkji/* 
-M gKMVn obsolete. The two parties, wkidi at pKsent divide the State, vMiy 
he dassed aader tiie two keads of those who systeaaticaUy support, aad 
tkose who as aystematicafiy oppose, the »easui«s of the existiDgadminiirtva- 
tion* As the head of the Bton Tnie Blues, Martin is often opposed in Aeioe 
debates atad foiems bickenngs with Sir Frank Wentworth, aad ^e ^pickets 
of Toadreater and Dens^ogue are often exduuiged between (kem. The one 
^KCttses Ids opponent of supporting the doctrines of tiie inlaAfibility of Minis- 
ters, and the ^viae right of Kings ; and the other retorts, by ridieolkg the 
covere^nty of tke mob, and stigmstizii^ tke Utopian tkeoriea of Umversal 
Represea^Etioa. 

But, gentle Readers, I flatter myseif yo« aire all expectag with invpatienee 
a sketch of the worthy Chairman kknself. like a literary gounoMid I haive 
reserved his character for a bon-bouc^e, but cannot sufficieBtly tament my 
inability to do it justice. T1»e difficulty of tke undertakiag eo^si^ts ia dis- 
tinguisking the different shades, whidi are so coitfused and bl^ided together, 
that a soit of mdefisiable mystery is thrown over the to«t-ensemble ^ audit 
would be presumption, aad (wimt has more weight) bad policy for mfe t^ 
withdraw the veil, wliidifort)ids the gaze of the profane and uninitiated. There 
ki something whidi attracts our respect and attention ki whatever is witkoirt 
the pale of our comprehennon. Where would have been Ike reverence which 
die Heathen paid to the oracles, had he been acquainted with the detail of 
the natund or artificial causes from whenoe tkey proceeded } Yet far be it 
from any one to conclude from what I have said, that in this case familiarity 
would breed contempt ; I confidentiy refer you to that surest of all tests. 
Time. ** From his works thou shalt know him :" and Time is the crucible 
wlttch will show whether they contain most^oss or pure gold. ' I will, how- 
ever, venture on a few outlines * — 

Pbrkgrins Courtenat has long been considered a /ac-4o(9m in Etonian 
literature ; — ^a centre of gravity, wlieh attracts to itself every boy who is in 
any way distinguished for talent or merit ;— a solar orb, around which they 
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aU uey.olv)B» ii»4 wWh (/dAoPgh Hmy.ttamoi b» mid io kmnptm'Mkikmx 
VuiJigl^ j&Qw it) jiei^^ MfL .«oiuKBttd9tiiig,iMBd •lltke cyMm, «id |^ Ae 
p«weff8 of eac}! ai^arate mttober df it thttk eftcacy and direction nvidcli they 
wpvUm^UbfiiPmm want ^PoMesa^dof aomd good uaMt, mtberHhm of iMil- 
imce #f gmmii, Im ifi ib^v ksowa for iiis genmd acquinHicvts and mu- 
ffmk wdmnamlAm, ihitii ior twtimsihmrf progfen i& n^ one indnddad 
branch of knowledge : aadduBOfift m% maqr ABOOWHt £ir die iaiiMiioe which 'he 
IQIKM^ ovQi^ wd4he napeot whidi he leeclTBt ftoai, Ui brotiMr students 
lit iwwstigBtes questions of mocil tmd natuni piuiosopky with Allea, aad 
Wf0t^ solves tham hy Ae cleaMgkkedneu of a good vaderstan^iigy to 
ibe sstonish^mit of his conyaniom, -whoae bsMo has hecoase muddied ever 
4kem. Wj$kMonlkg9mg9Y iha huts for beaMdes, and inqvires into die prin- 
dftesiaf poetvy; and it is .wJtof«ced that it » not aierely in* pwposes of 
theory. Witik Aredeidttk he baadies wUddana, and coins satirioai critiques 
9^011 die feiblep and jfoUieB ofourauniatiueworid.^aiidhe mareDner acts as 
11119110 is di^ politiiaii disputes between FbubUl and Mardn Sterimg. The 
aipifubte OQj^ess and Impartiali^ with wOiidi ke eooiposes ikt feuds of 
Aese advjerse lead$ra» Mrhtie he points out to them ^bt dsfticaiie between 
4Mppd8m.and a cwsdtutioiial monandiy, the freedom' and lioendousiWBs of 
Iii0 press, isoaoiliates in: him die esteem ^bodi parties. Besagaosr one of 
Ae leniiur Members of the Sixth Form, the iotereofurse whidihe Is enabled 
lokeep up widi both die (Jmneraities in his cerrespoadeaoe widi old ac- 
poatancie^ who have preeeeded lam in the mad of Hfe, has gwetly ex. 
MA V» means ofinfonaation^ and with the world at laifs hbddivt after 
kofwlf^dge has opeaod lo him many sou»es of intelMgenee. If any now 
«Qik is aboat to make its appearaaee, Feregnae has heard of i^ and Is in 
I fefer of ea^ectadan: if it has a^eared. Peregrine has read it, and Ms 
miuniiig up of Ike merits and dmaerits of the composidon gcaeraMy in- 
faenoes the pnhlie ftrdict at EfcaA. Has any pnblicatian eene Ibrdi aaony- 
mmaikf I who so likely to hai« recearedaocoonts of the latest tarmins which 
m curreiit ia die blue stocking circles on the sid^ect of the author, as Pero- 
goae? In additioft to diese traits of character, he has something of the w- 
taoto about him, at least If we may judge from the proofis of diat pansmt 
vhidi are so abiindantly scattsiad over his room. . Here a plaster cast of the 
Veans di Medieis or the Apollo Bdvidere,'— there iautations of Derbyshire 
^Nur, wMch have been effected by chemical process, as also various spedt* 
nens of mineralogy. Around you are excellent prints, in neat frames, of 
the frvourite works of the best artists ; and as often as yo« will step into his 
nx>m, Courtenay will entertun yom with a dissertion on ** Raphael, Gorre- 
gio, and stuff,'' and ask no price for his trouble, except a patient hearing. 

l^ese are die leading members, the literary phenomena of our excellent 
bttdtrntion. We have beskles sundry minor himinaries, of whom I will take 
at present a brief nodce, leaving them to develope their own charaeters more 
folly by the part they will take in our proceedings. 

AitaxANDBR M'Farlavb is Scotchman, possessed of all the charac- 
teristics of his countrymen. His habits, his manners, Ids prejwUces^ «sta)l 
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' vtiictly nadonal. His temper is by nature hasty, a defect wliich ia not a 
little heightened by his deep sense of honour, and his overbearing pride «C 
ancestry. He is possessed of considerable information on various tq[utt, 

- and as he' is particularly deep read in the legends and superstitions of the 
Highlands, will' occasionally indulge the reader with a narrative of the tad 
between the Ma(^;regor and the M'Callummore, or a dissertation on tiiai 
Brownie of Gteninore, or the Fahm of Glen-Avin*. 

Patrick (^Connor is the representative of the Irish part of our littie 

' commumty. ' His insurmountable good humour^ and the utter uneooMnow* 

ness which he evinces to the frequent sarcasms levelled at him by his^brotlMi 

- members, render him a most agreeable addition to our party : but as his 
. reading has not been very extensive, nor his pen much exercised, he yAW be 
' of little use to our readers,-^unless he may chance to strike out a netr Bui), 

wHdi we understand is much wanted for the next edition of Joe Miller* 

RoRERT MtrsGRAYB, If our characters had been arranged according to the 
• amusement which each is likely to afford to our readers, would certainly 
' have stood at the head of the list. Our young sportsmen will be glad to 
learn, that, although we present ourselves to their notice as a literary asso- 
ciation, we have, in' Robert Musgrave, a *^ knowing one,** whom we cafi 
safely recommend to their notice as a model, and an oracle in all those mattors 
' for which they were formerly accustomed to refer to the ^' Sporting Maga- . 

- zine.'' His most remarkaUe peculiarity, is his proficiency in the slang of the .., 
. coadi-box, as hei seldom fovours lis with a speech which is not plenti£aliy . 

seasoned with what he lilmitelf terms *" vehicular metaphors." The whole scope 
and tenor of his ideas may be collected 'from the humorpus tone of indignant 
disappointment with which he commenced hig first letter to Sir Robert, after 
his arrival at Eton : — " Dam'me Fathei^-why, they don't allow top-boots !**■ 

John Burton is the only son of a substantial inhabitant of Ludgate-hiU, 
in whose steps he treads with great assiduity. His very infancy i^orded 
perpetual predictions of hifi future Sphering celebrity; for it is related 
of him that he always preferred the inspection of the Ledger to ** The 
Cabinet of Birds and Beaats^^?' and that he could utter quite distinctly, 
'* twelve times twelve are one hundred and forty-four," when the pronuncia- 
tion of '' Gingerbread" was productive of sundry stotterii^ and wry faces. 
His conversational powers are not great; but he has his use in making a 
good bargain for our Club dinners. . 

William Rowley desires me to describe him as ''Professor of Gastrology 
and Head Cook to the King of Ckibs^" an office fflf ^hick he is certainly in 
every respect qualified. He understands to a luLcefy,.: 

'* Qao gesta lepores, etquQ 6fU^;[iep«<^;" 
and has spent some time at Paris for the purpose of mastering the theory of 
sauces. This affection for the good things of this world, though occasionally 
amusing, is often ill-timed and troublesome ; for we frequently hear him 
discussing the merits of rival patitsiers, while Martin Sterling is on his right 

* " Fahm is a little aglj monster, who frequents the summits of the mountains around 
Glen-ATin, and no other pUoe in this world that I know of^—Ndei to Ho66*s ** Queen 9 
Wake:' 
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Ittod quoUn^ from Pbley, and Le Blanc on lus left eluddating the theory of 
atoms. 

JoBflPH LosELL and Michael Oaklet afford so perfect a contrast to each 
odier, that I shall take the liberty of introducing them hand-in-hand to the. 
reader. The first is in the constant habit of assenting to the opinions of the 
last speaker ; the latter is in the habit of assenting to no opimon at alL The 
first is a pliant courtier, disposed to keep m with all parties ; the latter is a 
stmtty disputant, resolved to contend with the greatest potinacity on every 
point vidiich is advanced. Their characters are touched with the hand of a 
maater in Patrick's last " capital good song/' 

'* There's a wonderfal Ukeness in Michael and Joe ; 
For the one is all ' Yes/ and the other all < No.' " 

And now, reader^ I have only one more character to introduce to your 
notice, viz. that of your humble servant, Richard Hodgson, Secretary, 
officially designated '^ Knave of Clubs.'' The description of one's own 
qualifications is to most persons a very difficult and a very invidious task ; 
but in my case the difficulty is easily obviated, as I pro£ess to have no cha- 
meter of my own, but must speak, write, and act, as my employers desire. 
Reporting by turns the sentiments of Montgomery, of Le Blanc, and of 
SterKng, I shall wear by turns the dress of the poet, the philosopher, and the- 
dhine ; while occasionally I shall ^ve you the pedigree of a hunter firom the 
^ of Robert Musgrave, or a receipt for an inimitable soup from the scrap- 
book of William Rowley. In short, you will find that I understand all 
tdenoes, and take upon myself all dispositions, — 

*' Grammaticiu, Rhetor, Geometres, Pictor, Aliptes, 
Anfi^, Sohcenobates, Medicus, Magus-^-omnia novL" 
To ocmtinue my quotation, I will subjoin, — 

'* in 04Bliim, JQSseriB, ibo," 

which Dr. Johnson t^wislatts, 

" And bi^lhim'goto J7eA, to Heff he goes ;" 
but wldch, in my case, may be rendered, - 

** m go to the Demi* whenever yon please." 

I now hasten to resume the detul of the proceedings which ensued upon 
the Chairman's giving notice that there was business before the house. 
When the acclamations, with which the party received the patriotic toast, 
before recorded, had subsided. Peregrine Courtbnat rose and opened the 
subject somewhat to the following effect : — 

" Gentlemen,— -Hie enthusiasm which I have just seen manifested by 

every member of our excellent institution, has convinced me that no flowers 

I of rhetoric, no subtile arguments of logic, are here necessary in behalf of the 

■ good cause^ — ^the real interests of Eton — {Hear, hear, hear.)— The reputation 

of our foster-mother should be handed down from generation to generation 

^ b undiminished lustre. The much-admired writings of Griffin and of 

Grildrig, and the ridi stores of the Musse Etonenses, were bequeathed to us, 

not merely as ornamental heir-looms for our libraries, but as spirit-stirring 

iodteiiients Yor our imitation ; and how have we answered the cUdms so justiy 

.■• J.' ( 

* SoiUoet— The Piinter'SiP-R. H. 
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madd upon iilsT Wbfere are tlie pnbllcalions which are to support the reiiown 
earned in the olden time by the pens of our illustrious predecessors ? Are 
we; Gentlemen; are we, I say, to look for them in the pages of—' The Salt- 
bearer?"* 

(Hem the Prendent was hitemiptied by aar tmiversal murmur of in^gna- 
tioii, in the midst of winch Michabi OAKusr rose, and, with much difficulty, 
sacoeeded in makings liinnelf heard.) 

''Mr. IVesident,— I dissent from. In Umhe, and (fisapprove of, in tot^, any 
mentioti of * The Saltbeai>er.* * T&fe SaJtbearer* has done nothing, — (Hear, 
hear, hear,) — and is nothing to UB ; and I don*t see what right we have to 
meddle with him.*' 

(** Very true.** — ^from Joseph Lozell.) 

MjnaxmSfTESLUffQ rose.*— It was evident that strong scntples had pervaded 
the minds of the' Meeting, as to the propriety of attacking their schoolfellow, 
amd all appeared anxioss to hear the opinion of a gentleman who bore so 
higfa-A-ehaneter for hononr and Integrity as Mr: ^Steriing. His speech vnt 
dettvered nearly in the folk^wisg words : — 

''GsHniSicBar^— Iwiil state to yon brieflydie icasonv 'which induced raer 
to hfope that oar worthy* President may be allowed to continue hisremails 
on; the ' J&bn'iSalJtlbearer.' indie first place, I think we shall «ct yvilAi peN 
tetjnalicetMnffdBtheEAorof that wcnk; if we take his conduct as the 
rakiieronuii Hf»Mr. Book^wonu'^^hown any tiegardtbr the characters of 
his ftUoNT^dliBens f : The whole of his \tork is calculated to brmg disgrace 
upon the school collectively,imd upon- each of uK indi*vidttttlllr;— (^^r, hear,) 
— ^His three Numbers appear to me ddiberate libels upon the abilities of our 
generation; but I am more particularly' disgusted' with ttre indecorous and 
unjust insinuation conveyed by the letter of Senex, ill' No. III., which attri- 
butes to the Etonians of the present day, not merely a thoughtless foible, or 
a casual error, but a malicious spirit of ill-nature, by which I am sure our 
schoolfellows are never influenced.— C(7nVtf 0/ Right, right, never!) — ^Butj 
independent of these considerations, I am of opinion that the President 
should state at once the motives on which he grounds a design, which I un- 
derstand he is 'about to submit to US; that this design may stand or fallby 
those inotive8.'*^^f^ear', heUr, hear.) 

Mr. Oaklet attempted no r&ply, biit preserved a sullen silence; upon 
which the President resumed s— 

" Gentlemen, — It is of course a' disagreeal)le task to speak with seve- 
rity of a schboHellow; and I shall therefore only alliidd to 'The Salt- 
bearer* as fiir as Is" necessary for the prosecution of my own design. The 
murmurs, which I have just heard; prove to me that your opinion of the 
Wbric coincides with my own. — (Ptirfectly, from Lozell; — No, from Oakley.) 
Vou think widi me; thatthb work is not calculated to reflect credit on Elton. 
You may, periiaps, answer, that the publication was set on foot without the 
concurrence, or even the knowledge of the senior members of the school, 
and persisted in, notwithstanding the decided disapprobation of the commu- 
rilty at large. — (H^ar, hear, hearJ^^^^Tins, tb be sure, is vireUkhown witlnh 
bounds of the College ; and to some fi9iir at thO'Umversities who keep up 
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a direct communication with Eton. But iti ift not so wkli the mijoritf ot 
tbose^ who, from old associations; or a respect for- the schod, interest- themw 
selves in its welfSure ; and were gratified with the annunciation of the work, 
though disappointed and disgusted with the execution. — (Hearjr^^ readen- 
of this de8criptian.it is believed^ that theiwited efforts of Etonian talent are 
concentrated in ' The Salt^bearer.' Let it be remembered also^ that the je^ 
lousy of other public schools is anxiously on the watch for aa i«ntttTXfftf> af 
our 4B|{nidBdon in literature^ and equally ready, to take any advimtageiy as a 
certain one proved itself upoa oooasion of the paltry victory which it gained 
overusinthe cricket fields The 'Salt-bearer/ Gentlemen, has gonef(»th 
to iiattle in the name of ',^a« aU ! — (Murmurs,) — ^^I perceive that you think— > 
you feel — as I do ; and I will therefore no longer dday the question which I 
psofiese for jraur diacusaion :— ' What remedy is to be devised for the evil 
compjaiued oiV '* 

Here tho' confusion was se great, in consequence of the number of Gentle^ 
nvan who delivered their opiaions at the same time, that it is impossible for 
me to report the proceedings with any degree of accuracy. Goliohtlt' 
wiibed t^ know in- what manner the title of * Salt-beaser* was applicable to 
thft work in .question? — SirFsANCis defended thename» as fit and i^pro- 
pna^, for Mr. B. B. had really acted the part of a Montem Salt-bearer ; who 
gives. ypu a. bit of tiwrthieu paper in exchange fartterUng MtfiMy.— -Sir 
Frauds was proceeding, when,- his vcM^e became inaudible, amidst loud shouts 
oC#ip|»laii8e^ inteiviingled with faint cries of Orders order l^^NopoliticB /-^ 
Mr. LozELL chimed in with each member's opiniony with a '' decidedly/' 
*' obvieunly/' ** no doubt;'' to which Mr.GAKLBT subjoined his'' nonsense/' 
*^ absurd*'' ** ridiculous." 

The tumult having subsided, the President resumed : — 

'^ dentkmen, — ^I -will therefore tlet^ from you- no longer the propositidn 
I have to submit to you. It is my earnest recommendation that we should 
endoavaw<to ^ace, by ouf! own efibrts, humble as they may be, the-effiacts 
produced by the Eton Salt-bearer; and that for this-purpose a peri6dicaL' 
puhUoation be-immediately started, und^^the auspices of the .King of Quba." 

Tbs wacmth aad< eagerness which had been ednoed by several Honourable 
Goitlenaen for an opportunity to express their sentiments, died into perfect 
silenoe; except that Mr. Muagrave continued totnutter, with- a truly ludi- 
crous nonchalance, ** strange new coach ;** — *' cursed rough road ;"*—.** take 
case yeur cattle, ai^ in good'Ccmdition before you leave the office.'' A mis- 
trust of their own powers, accompanied by a due sense of the importance 
and-diffieultyof -the attemfrt, prevented the other members £som closing with 
the 'plaB, and expressing the satisfaction they ielt atthe proposal of it. Each 
reflMined looking on.fais neighbour ; and there were two or three murmurs of 
— ** interference with- study ;'' — " danger of ridscide ;"— •'* disi^roved of ;by 
those in authority." 

Mr. CouRTENAT, iu a luminous and forcible manner, obviated these ob- 
jections to his proposaL He represented^ that the few hours which the 
prosecution of this desiganotiUl. o6ci9ir« needioot iirierfere in the slightest 
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d^^ree with those studiesy which ought, of course, to be our primary consi- 
deration ; and that the advantages to be derived from the early cultivation of 
English composition would amply compensate for the inroads it would make 
upon our leisure hours. He argued that the world at large, and our fellow- 
citizens in particular, would be far from casting ridicule on a woric begun 
from praiseworthy motives, and continued on honourable prindples. — 
(Hear, hear.) — He next pointed out the absurdity of the idea, that our in- 
struoton, whose constant hope is for our welfare, whose constant study is 
for our improvement, should object to a work, whose principal design is to re- 
move the obloquy which has been brought, by means of ** The Salt-bearer,** 
both on the talents of the School, and the attention of its conductors. — 
— (Heaff hear,) — ^The worthy. Chairman tiien closed his remarics in the fol- 
lowing manner :— *' there is still one objection to my design, which I deem 
it proper to notice ; it has been frequently urged, that it is the province of 
bo3r8 rather to Uam than to teach, I acquiesce. Gentlemen, in the justice 
of this remark ; and I am of opinion that our progress in learning would be 
very much furthered by the adoption of my proposal. For we shall lind it ne« 
cessary to read before we can write ; before we discuss a subject, we must learn 
what has been said of it by older and wiser men : . and we shall thus combine 
the improvement of ourselves ^th the amusement of our schoolfellows. — 
(.^fyplause.) — I will now. detun you no longer. — If you think that I have 
successfully combated the objections which your diffidence has brought for- 
ward, I can assure you that you will find in the citizens of our littie Worid a 
c6mpeteiit and an unpr^udiced jury.'' 

The worthy President resiuned his seat amidst loud and repeated cheering. 

The Hon. Gerard Montgomery supported the Chairman's arguments 
vdth great ability. 

It is needless to pursue the Hon. Gentleman's arguments; Ms efforts, 
combined with those of the President, produced such complete success, that 
the feeling of the Meeting appeared to be unanimous, and even Oakley re- 
frained from expressing his dissent. 

The President then roscf, and briefly addressed the assembly as follows :— 

** Gentlemen, — ^Finding that you are agreed on the subject of my ori^al 
proposal, I will beg your attention, while I submit to your consideration a 
list of Resolutions which I hold in my hand. For this purpose I move that 
the House do now resolve itself into a Committee. 

Sir Francis Wbntworth seconded the motion; which was carried, 
nem. diss. 

The Committee having duly considered the Resolutions Icdd before them 
by the Churman, and several additions and ombsions havmg taken place in 
the original copy, at the instance of various members, Mr. P. Courtenay was 
requested to resiune the Chair, and to read over the Resolutions in their 
amended state. They were as follows : — 
Resolved, 

I. That a new Publication be set on foot by the King of Clubs, 

lit Thftt the said work be called '' WS ETONIAN." 
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III. That the said wotk appear in Monthly Numbers^ on the plan of a 
Miscellany, calculated to embrace every species, of. composition, except those 
hereafter to be specified. 

IV. That although the Members of the Club conceive the publication of 
youthful productions to be in general detrimental to the prospects of maturity ; 
jrety under existing drcumstances, they feel that they act properly in court- 
mg that publicity, which is contrary, certainly to their wishes, and probably 
to their interests. . 

V. That the Members of the Club consider it the duty of all those who are 
interested in upholding the reputation of Eton, and more especially the Mem- 
bers of the Club, to lend thdr strenuous and hearty support to the under- 
taking, and that they be cordially invited thereto. 

VL That no article be received which is not certified to have been the bona 
^|g pr oduction of an Etonian. 

Vu. TTiat ail relidous controversy be excluded. 

Vin. Hiat no arSolfs of a political tendency be admitted. 

IX. That all satirical allusions of a personal nature be carefully avoided^ 

X. That no traoslations (however ^ood) be accepted. 

XL That a difference in opinion with the Members of the Club be no im- 
pediment to the insertion of articles which may, in other respects, be deemed 
worthy of publication. 

XIl. Hut no aoonymous eontributions be inserted. 

Xni. That baahfiil writers, in sending their favours to the Club, be directed 
Co inclose their names in a separate scrap of paper, wMch paper shall be 
destroyed unopened, in the event of the rejection of the article which it ac- 
companies. 

XIV. That the strictest secrecy be observed by the Manbers of the Club 
with ragrd to the contributions of their correspondents.. 

XV. That the Club do meet de die in diem, for the inspection of articles, 
and transaction of general business. 

XVI. That communications (post pud) be addressed to the care of Mr. C. 
Knioht^ Castle-street, A^^dsor.. 

XVII. That Mr. Secretary Hodgson be requested to report from time to 
time the proceedings of the Club. 

XVni. That the conductors of the work do not consider themselves 
qualified to act as censors of our little conimunity. 

XIX. That to impute to their fellow>citizens any follies which are not in 
actual existence, be considered dishonourable, and unbecoming the character 
of an Etonian. 

XX. That the Members of the Club forbear to attack, leith setjerity, the 
harmless follies which do really exist among their companions, to which they 
consider themselves equally liable with the rest of their schoolfellows. 

XXI. That, in particular, they have no objection to a j^ot of beer. 

XXII. That (with all due deference to Mr. Benjamm Bookworm) it is 
their opinion, that an Etonian may occasionally smoke a cigar without being 
considered a blackguard. 

XXIII. That an assumed superiority over his schoolfellows does not, in our 
opinion, constitute *' a clever fellow.^' 

XXrV. That any Member or Members who shall endeavour, in any way, 
to imdermine the credit of the publication, be considered guilty of high 
treason against the King of CIuds, his crown and dignity ; and that such 
Member or Members be sentenced to write an article (the length to be deter- 
mined by the Club), on pain of immediate expulsion. 

XXV. That any Member or Members who use not their best endeavours 
for the furtherance of this design, be considered guilty of petty treason 
against the aforesaid King of Clubs, his crown and dignity ; and that the 
penalty of such offence bS the purchase of a proportionate number of copies. 

VOL. I. c 



ftO The Khig of CMm. 

XXVI. Tlial sboiuld the lude not cover tlie expemw, a subsciiptioii be set 
dn foot by Ibe Melnbeft of the Chib to defray the defldency. 

It may be imagined, from tbe diversity of tastes and opinions to be found 

in our Club, tbat these Resolutions were not catiied without much didsen- 

i^n. PeAsps a brief account of the discussions which each Resolution gave 

Xlie to may s^ire to lltotrtite the characters of the disputants, and more 

clearly elucidate the principles on wMch each was founded. 

The fiftt Resolution was carried unanimously. It may be right to observe 
bk this place, that wlien I used the word unanimoiudly, the expression by no 
means refers to my respected but somewhat eccentric friend, Mr. Michael 
Oakley ; his character for pertinacity is so wellimdet&tood, that an objection 
coming fr!om him is seldom noticed, unless supported by the opinion of some 
more reasonable member. He is, as k were» a (apher at our sittings, which 
is of no wdglit or vidue WillM^ tfa» aidditi<m of a figure. 

The second, produced a long and "fiolmt debate, in the course of wluch 
most of the Gentlemen present proposed for the forthcoming literary bant- 
ling the name which best suited liis fancy. 

Mr. Allen Le Blanc, EteneMet Disputwtiom*^ 

Mr. Stirling, The Eton Monitor, 

Hon. G. Montgwuery, Nmr^ Etonen^e^, 

Mr. iMtaBglv^re, The Bmfal Eton MtxH, 

Mr. Rowley, Regales Epuke, or OUa Podrida. 

It sliOuld be noAceid that the fumes of the punch had by this time scmie- 
whal ruffled the serenity of Mr. t>Gonnor% brain. He had iUlen by decrees 
Into a kind of stupor, from which he was roused by Mr. MTarlane, who 
tapped him on the shoulder, exclaiming,*— '' Wed, Paddy,— and Whilt :!Dlune 
or title do you reconunend V — ^to which Mr. OConnor replied with «n 
"•^Och! Honey t** and ^ Moneys* was immediately comnfitted to paper, as 
Mr. CConnor'B suggestion. But whether Mr. O'Connor Had at this moment 
a sufficiently clear intellect to vndoFstalid 1he question wluch was |Mit to hkn 
1te^^hii» t&ise ttn^znbiguity. 

Klie membetb were ^tillbilicNiiiifipute upon thecompaiativemeritd of ^cSr 
-respective proposals, when the Prbsident rose. — ^He sud ** he pn^nedhis 
^firigilial idea, ' 3Tie Etoman,' to any which had been brought forward. It 
was sunple, Iiii«ii^e8> and embraeed «8 weU die labours ^f Etonians ^o 
have preceded us, us of those of a more modem date.*^ The Presid^it ob- 
served, that the name of * The Etonian' had been recommended to him by a 
'&iend, for whom he was sure all present, m common with himself, felt the 
'4lK>9t %\SMeet^^%otm,'^fCties of nutne, name,)^^Tbe President gave the name 
of the gentleman alluded to, which was hailed with loud actshunalions, and 
'the blank in the Resolution was immediately and unanimously filled up by 
tfiie dtleK)f ' The Etoman.' 

Mr. G^iiiGHViiT moved, as an Amendment to the third Resolution, " that 
the work should appear once a fortnight,'' on the ground that sufficient in- 
terest was not kept up by a mon^ly publication : but ithaidng been urged 
tihat such an arrangement would int^fere too much with other and more im- 
poHant pursuits, Mr. Slightly ^mthdrew his Amendm^t ; and the Resohi- 
iaon, in its original state, was canied^wanimously. 
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The sixth produced a violent discussion. Mr. ^TfiUfUiiPG I^^Mm^ A^9 ^IV'^P- 
taon of all articles, buttbo^ wh^ 9boMl4 N Ji|$>pliMi |)y Etomans of tlie pre- 
seot day j while Afr. JVJontoo^ert^ whose acquaintance with the ^t J|te- 
rary characters in the country is very .extenidve, recommend^ thi^t contriby- 
jdQns should be ii^cdved indisowinateiy from d) qiuyteri!. It w^ at l^urtli 
determined, on the suggestion of the Prssidbnt, tiiat assistance shoulabe 
admitted from all those^TSho liad repeived th^ir education at £ton; the C^i}^ 
MAN at the same time o1)serving, that such assistance could only'be expected 
from jjentl^nen who had resided here nidddii die recollectipn of, and had ][>een 
In habits of intimacy with, the members of the Qlub. 

Mastqi SxpBLiNG argucd, with considerable vehemence, ag^lJnst the 
adoption of the seventh 5 maintuning that no topic could convey so much 
Information to a youthful mind, as a due investigation of the principles of pur 
jrel]jj;ion. Messrs. Oolightlt and Mu^qravie replied to Us observations ; 
the former with that niuon of polish and originality wldch is a distinguishing 
ftnture of Ids dharactor ; the latter with aU the qudnt, though low humour, 
wbiphlia^ ^p often SjBt tbe table in a roa^r. 

The Resoflutip9 wa9 lii\^y passed f>y a l&ge Minority. 

Martin Steiting. ) Mioiiael Oakley. 

All«Biiefi|aii£ J 

The eighth was also productive of a violent, 4>iit'to4w«8ader an unkiitoMst- 
ing debate. ^I^^ea adii^on, tiie following fentieHien ^ipp^arod in 4i|ie mi- 
•MfilyfigidMCit-:— 

rttrF.Wealipraalh. d MwtiiiJUdiiig. 

brogue, '' hoped he should be allowed an ioccm^9^ fiok ft$ 1^ g^l^^^jeaKW/' 
Jic MYiuuiAtfs Jihanghit tbf^ §9^^ remarks ^ << ric,a4^1^ >prera^te 
.•Uowablfl^ andwia proqe^dkig $0 mak^ some hui^^ro^f p(^oi»|i obsma- 
dona on Mr. Boohwwm, wheiu jbe was in^temopl^ by the Vnsum^T, ffibo 
aaid-he was.confident Ah^t the Meeting wfuM see tbe^prpss impK^rkty of the 
(Cowaa Hie fioa. Gentkanao was puir&ii4ng^ jhe consi^^rpd :«othiBg ?S9 iu4>e- 
^coBuig.tiie c^MoaBter^ofia gentleman 9a the slightest aiimm pf> tbe j^mopal 
defects of a schoolfellow. However such a proceeding might suit jf^ptf. 
-BodoKoiiufsiDatioBs mi hoaoHfable condufHi, h» >y»s^wre jt m§ 90^ u^- 
consisteBt^witiu&epnneipies of Xlnd Kioig' i^^kt^. 

fheBcesideiikVi /condadiiiir <leck«^n wes Ipii4!ir^^md» ^Pl^t^^ ft^o- 
intioQ jtaa carried by aeelamaticm. 

The tenth was added to the President's ori^nal list, at the instanop^^Jlf^. 
lifiMMBATB^ 4rho aaid ihat he had jneK^ iound j» ibw^litiQ^ #f|i)i liUeiOlas- 
sics which was not " a hackney coach '^ 

Mr.ljB:Bi«AMC^pedaBi«K)9^i(W<w(f|i)d h^foad^An^ ff9im^^\^P?V^^ 
riionfromijiiQKtiiUi.tipop.wideh helMdjipeiitmjHiA IaMk- 

Mr. RowLET hopes to find a comer for the receptWs<rfi». > im f ii qltot €fm 
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Mr. (yCoNNOR wished to know whether 'the restrictiun applied to a veN 
don in Greek hexameters of 

"Oil! 6ra ! sweet Mn. Flanigan." 

The Hon. G. Montgomery observed that he considered notMng prettier 
than an ode of Horace e)^gantly turned. 

In conclusion, the Resolution was carried nem. diss, ; but it was decided 
that Mr. O'Connor's production, being something out of the common way, 
should be inspected, and inserted, if the Club should think proper- 

The eleventh produced no discussion. 

Upon the twelfth being put, Mr. Golightly desired to be informed what 
object would be gained by departing from the usual course in this respect ? 

Mr. CouRTENAY replied, tiiat unless such a rule were enforced, it would 
be impossible to ascertain whether any composition was the actual production 
of an Etonian. 

To the thirteenth no material objection was made. — N. B. It was found 
impossible to make it comprehensible to Messrs. O'Connor and Musgrave. 
The first thought it very unfur to destroy a paper without opening it. The 
latter did not approve of any underhand practices in the uoay-bilh, ndther 
would he consent that passengers should be booked under false names. 

The fourteenth passed without altercation. Mr. O'Connor, however, 
was particularly inquisitive as to the extent of the penalty to be levied on the 
. trao8gTe88<»8 of tMs r^fulation. 

Upo;i the fifteenth and sixteenth the Meeting was unammous. 

The seventeenth having been agreed to, Mr. Rowley inquired whether 
the rule extended to the publication of thdr ^i^ of fare; and Messrs. Go- 
lightly, Musgrave, and O'Connor, begged that the Secretary might be 
particularly desired not to mention the number of glasses swallowed, or here- 
' after to be swallowed, by each member. 

Mr. M. Sterling moved, as an Amendment to the eighteenth, ^' That 
this Meeting do consider themselves the censors of their little community, 
and that they de take notice of prevalent follies accordingly." 

Mr. M. Sterling argued, at considerable length, in fi^vour of his Amend- 
ment ; urging, that the office of Censor was undertaken without scruple by 
-Mr. Griffin, and had been always filled by his successors upon the same 
prindple. 

Mr. Golightly hoped, that in the event of the adoption of the Amend- 
ment, no one would be very violent agunst a habit of running in debt. 

Mr. M'Farlane begged that no notice might be taken of '* a guid ^ of 
whisky toddy, in vdiich he occasionally indulged, for the sake*o' die Land o' 
'^okes." 

Mr. Rowley insisted that no mention should be made of -his fi^vourite 
pudding. 

Mr. O'Connor harangued, with great orig^ality of expression, in favour 
of rowings and begged that a slight tinge of ^ar^^^-tfm* might not be con- 
ndeteA^preffoientf^, 

Mr. Musgrave hoped, that if Mr. Sterling thought proper to hold forth 
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agunst driving, an exception might be made in fevour of Idmself, as he could 
not prevail on himself to forego dandUng the ribb<ms. 

The Amendment was ultimately thrown out, and the original motion 
carried without a division. 

The nineteenth and twentieth were passed unanimously, and accompanied 
with cordial acclamations. 

The twenty-first was carried nem.diss. — N.B. Mr. Patrick (yCoNNOR 
imme&tely testified how hearty an assent he gave to this ResolutioUj by 
calling for a gallon of beer, and inriting every member to follow his example 
in drinking — ^' Prosperity to 'The Etonian ;* " — ^which was most cheerfully 
complied with. 

The twenty-second was carried after some opposition fix>m Mr. Stbblino. 

Martin Steriing. I WiUiam Rowley. 

Gerard Montgomery. | Michael Oakley. 

Twenty4hird, Mr. Ooliohtlt thought a declaration of the Club's senti- 
ments cm this point unnecessary. 

Mr. P. CouBTENAT was sorry to be again compelled to allude to the 
'^ Salt-bearer ;*' but, after the very high ground which had been assumed by 
that publication, he conceived it proper to state that the *' King of Clubs'* 
set out upon different prindples^ — ^those of liberty and equality.— ^Z>a»<i? 
cheering fnm Skr F, fFeniworth.) — No division took place. 

Upon the proposal of the twenty-fourth. Sir F. Wentworth observed, 
that in England nothing was so vague or undefined as the law of High Treason. 
Before the Hon. G^tleman could iapply lus observation to the Resolution 
proposed, he was interrupted by loud cries of ^' no Politico /" 

The Resolution was passed by a large majority. 

F. WentworA. 
V Miohael Oakley. 

Upon the proposal of the twenty-fifth, the same gentiemen iq[^»ettred in the 
mnMMity. 

The twenty-dxth inxKhicedno division, but had a manifest effitet in 
id^fthening the laces of several gentlemen present, particularly Mr. Burton. 

XX Vn. niatthe above Resohitions be adopted, and signed on bdbalf of the Meeting, 
by die CSbainnan. . 

(Signed) PEREGRINE COURTENAY, 

Chairman. 

Mr. Courtenay having left the Chair, the Hon. G. Montoomsbt moved, 

XXVm. V That tluB thanks of the Qah be given to Peregrine Conrtenaj, Esq., for 
bis aUe and impartial condaot in the Chair, and uat he be further reqnested to take upon 
himself the office Of Editor of < The Etonian.' " 

The motion having been seconded by Mr. Lb Blanc, was immediately put, 
and carried by acclamation. 

Mr. CouBTENAT retumcd thanks in a neat speech, in which he exhorted 
every one, at the breakii^ up of the Meeting, to retire with feelings of the 
most perfect unanimity and cordiality in the good cwtte» iadkV)^x^\&& 



14 Tk» King of Cluh. 

tm^t ti/Mts& ttt (htti Utt^ of tcfOXposHlon iifkich WM toost BgfMbh i»hk 
own taste, and most likety to itipp6tt the ilitemts 6f '^ the fitoitito/' T*lMf 
#dit(fy dhttkttMui eoncfaded by proposfa^ ottf vsvlvA {mftn^ tottsf, 6ur 
stirrup-cup,* (to use Mr. M'Farlane's expression,) "The Kfaig- of Olubif.*' 

:^ttoM to tile depaftttion o^ the Meeting, Mr. Uoi/n^m heggeA Mr. 
Golightly to dish up a song; which request being toudly rdterated, Mr. 
(loti^tly lenten^M us ndth the foHoWiit^ orlghud melody, whicli termiBsted 

ikh ^tm^ df (h6 Meetbg :^ 

1. 

IThb Monarch of Cliibs is a jolly old cock. 
His joy is a bumper of excellent hock ; 
im Jbf ib a dfrlOitt^ hitf joy In & tcw^ 
But he never has wield^ apen^ till now. 
Wh^t madness has come o'er his Muesty's soul ? 
. He flieA from thd beef, and he flies firom the bowl ; 
He flies in a fit from the row and the revel, 
lie's writtten a book, — and it^s gone to the Devil. 

JL^VVMftj 

His 

*h) lUe<fitate ptig^, ttiid talk abotif Numbers :^' 
His Ml^tisf^ maA^ tidt he trans^ like the Johnians, 
Asd smora oH books^ till he vomits " Btoniaas >" 
Qh( where ban end, or a cure for the Evil? 
t&n Migesiy's mai, and he^ gO to the Devil. 




S^tumi, \4p die Octo6rU, 1820. 

This day the Club agsdn met, purstumt to agreement, to discuss the mea- 
sures which had been taken for the promotion of the design agreed upon at 
the last sitting. The names hat^ been called over, the thanks of the Club 
wire iifiBiediately vot^ to Mr. Secaretitfy Hodgson for his accurate repon of 
the proceedings of the 3d of October. It was, however, suggested^ that it 
wt)ttld be ejqp^ditDt that 1^ r^orts of the pro6eei^Dg«> for the future, sfamdd 
not be tfd pMliat) tod that he be requested aeVer to taceed the limitt of one 
sheet. The President then addressed the Meeting as follows : — 

'^ GsNTbEMflN^— •! rise with great pleasure to inform you, that sudi has 
been the readiness displayed by all ranks of the School to enooon^ and 
support oiif UndeH»kmg, that the first number of ' The Etonian' will make 
its appearance in the ensmng week. — (Hear, hear, hear.) — I will proceed to 
lay befbt^ ytfd th^ ArMes which havis beeto sent b by varioiis and able <coh- 
ffibuVofs ];<>*>^m8i thestt it vdll bift Di ytMiT pow«r tb ibnn an t^pinloh of the me. 
rils iEtnd demerits of the Publication, and I have Uttle or no doubt that, judg^ 
ing from these specimens, you will augur favourably of our success." 

Mr. CouRTENAt thto read io the Meeting numerous compositions on va- 

* N* B. Mr. P. O'ConiioV inqnhred whether the expression was derived firom the verb 

tbtiHt'^l i&ttdmiiuttohiMBd b^lASd^rtdhii^hboir, lib. M'taitaM, (brhUigtio. 
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iMMif suljtects^ which wU|» tijbhor mowr fii^s^ <^ our fVttivi^lKQfiit^ersA be svHb* 
mitted to an impartial public. 

Mr. Le BiiANq th,ea moved, ths^t the thanks of the King of Clubs be pre- 
sented to Mr. Martin Sterling, for his sensible and eloquent treatise on Ju- 
vemle Friendship. The motion having been seconded by Mr^ BuRTOif, Mr. 
MiCHABL Oaklet rose amidst loud cries of '^ QuesUon/' and gave much 
entertainment to his auditors by the following specimen of eloquence :-«- 

** Sib, — Michael Oakley is not one who can be put down by clamour; I 
will stand buff. — (Hear, hear, hear J — I will stand buff, I say, until tlus 
tumult has ceased-~(Xoficf laughter f succeeded bp a deadiilence), — and then 
I will move, as an Amendment, ^ that a vote of censure be passed on Mr. 
Martin Sterling for' "— 

Here an inclination to mirth, which had long been with difficulty restndned, 
burst out with such ungovernable violence, that Mr. Oakley's ** vote of cen- 
sure," and Mr. Courtenay's " order, order," were alike inaudible. When 
the tumult had agiun subsided, Mr. Oakley contipued : — 

'' I say, (gentlemen, that I move that a vote of censure be passed upon 
Mr. Martin Sterling, for his direct and manifest infringement of one of the 
fundamental laws of our project. You yourselves determined, at our last 
sitting, that the King of Clubs should not esteem itself competent to the 
office of Censor over our schoolfellows, yet Mr. Martin Sterling has ven- 
tured to hold out a threat totally inconsistent with the spirit of this Resolu- 
tion. I am aware that the m^ority is usually against me. — (Hear^ hearO^^ 
But I care not for this. I have an opiniou of my own. — (flear^ hear.) — J 
do not knock under to that of other people. I am not a sycophant.?— (TVb, 
no,) — I am not an umbra. — (Laughter, and cries of hear,) — ^I am not a 
flatterer.-*^i3rao^J — No, gentlemen, I am a^-'* 

• Here the disorder was so great, that the Hon« Gentleman was obliged to 
Tesume hia seat, before the Hon. G^tlemau could couclude his dei^ryi>tion of 
himsdf 5 i^oii which Mr. GoiiIQhtlt observed, that his Hon. Fri^ coiv* 
timied uawilUngly a nondescript. 

No one appearing to second Mr. Oakley's Amepdment, d)e original mp- 
ti<m was put, and carried unanimously, with the usu^l exception of Mr. Oak- 
ley's single dissentient voice. The Paesioent, in delivering the Thanks of 
tbs Meeting to Mr. Sterling, said, that if the Hon. Gentleman proceeded to 
p9t bis threat in execution^ it would be for the MeetiQg to determine how fyf 
the strict observance of the dghteenth Resolution might be dispensed with. 
Mr* Steblikg, in returning thanks, assured the Meeting that in future h^ 
vould be so guarded in his muost minute observations, that not even hi? Hon. 
Friend Mr. Michael Oakley should have occasion to find fmji$ with Ae li^enpe 
itfluspeu. 

The Thanks of the Meeting were then unanimously given to the followiug 

fent)eBie9» who severally made their acknowledgments ■ — 

To Mr. GoUghtiy^ for his Essay on Nicknames, lus Remarks on the Prac- 
tical Bathos, and on the Practical Asyndeton. 
To the Hon. 0. Mongomery, for his ** Lines on the Coliseum." 
To Sir F. Wentworth, for *' Liberty and Dependence^ an Allegory," and 
for Ills ** Thoughts on the words t\irn Out," 
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To Mr. Le Blanc, for his paper entitled " Darkness." 

To Mr. O'Connor, for his poetical description of " The Wedding of Phelira 

CShane." 
To Mr. MTarlane, for " The Bogle of Anneslie, a Tale." 
To Mr. Musgrave, for his " Essay on the Whip-Hand." 
To Mr. Burton, for his " Study of the Main Chance." 
To Mr. Rowley, for his '* Dissertation on a Beef-Steak," and [his Poetry 

on Ditto. 
To Mr. Lozell, for his " Essay on the Art of saying Yes." 
To Mr. Oakley, for his " Essay on the Art of saying No." 

The two last-mentioned names occasioned much mirth among the Mem- 
bers. When the laughter and applause had ceased, Mr. Courtenay agun 
rose, and informed the Meeting, that several contributions had been received 
from Etonians not belonging to the Club, who were unwilling to have their 
names disclosed. He therefore moved, " That the Thanks of the King of 
Clubs be given to all contributors, and all well-wishers to ' The Etonian ;' 
and that Mr. Secretary Hodgson be requested to communicate the same." 

Mr. Sterling seconded the motion, which was carried by acclamation. 

The President next observed, that he had received a communication 
from the Conductors of the ^pis Matina, stating that any pieces which had 
appeared in that Miscellany were at the service of the Editor of *' The 
Etonian."— f^,par, hear, hear !) 

He further informed the Club, that he had accordingly selected, from the 
above-mentioned work, four pieces for insertion in the first Number of 'HThe 
Etonian," viz. :— " The Temple of Diana at Ephesus f " Edith j" 
" Genius ;" and " Laura." And he concluded by moving, that the thanks 
of the King of Clubs be given to the Conductors of the ^pis Matina for their 
obliging offer. 

Mr. Montgomery seconded the motion, which was carried unanimously. 

Mr. Sterling rose to state, that while he coincided in every sentiment 
which had fallen from the President at the last meeting, upon the subject of 
the ** Salt-bearer," he could not but express his utter disapprobation of any 
thing lUce a paper war. He conceived that enough had been said upon this 
disagreeable topic, and hoped that '^ The Etonian" would not degrade itself 
by any future mention of the *' Salt-bearer." — (Hear, hear.) 

The President said, that he was confident Mr. Sterling's observations ex- 
pressed the sense of the meeting ; at the same time it was his opinion that, 
in their first Number, it was incumbent upon them to state openly to the 
world the ground on which the measure originated. This done, he was sure 
the members of the Club would see the propriety of abstaining from petty 
disputes, which would be alike degrading to themselves, and uninteresting to 
their readers. — (Loud cries of hear, hear,) 

The thanks of the Meeting were then voted to the President for his con- 
duct in the chair. 

Mr. CouRTENAT retumcd thanks, and hoped that their next Meeting 
would be for the purpose of celebrating the success of the first Number of 
" The Etonian."— The Meeting then acyoumed. 

RICHARD HODGSON, 

Kmwe of Cbtbs. 
Secretary. 
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RHYME AND REASON. 

*^ Non eadem est aetas, non mens." — ^Horace. 

He whose life has not been one continued monotony ; he who 
has been susceptible of different passions, opposite in their origins 
and effects^ needs not to be told, that the same objects, the same 
scenes, the same incidents, strike us in a variety of lights, accord- 
ing to the temper and inclination with which we survey them. To 
borrow an illustration from external senses, — if we are situated in 
the centre of a shady valley, our view is confined and our prospect 
bounded ; but if we ascend the topmost heights of the mountain 
by which that valley is overshadowed, the eye wanders luxuriantly 
over a perpetual succession of beautiful objects, until the mentsil 
faculties appear to catch new freedom from the extension of the 
sight.; we breathe a purer air, and are inspired with purer 
emotions. 

Thus it is with men who differ from each other in their tastes, 
their studies or their professions. They look on the same ex- 
ternal objects with a different internal perception ; and the view 
which th^y take of surrounding scenes is beautified or distorted, 
according to their predominant pursuit, or their prevailing 
inclination. 

We were led into this train of ideas by a visit which we lately 
paid to an old firiend, who, from a strong taste for agriculturad 
pursuits, has abandoned the splendor and absurdity of a town 
life^ and devoted ^o the cultivation of a large farming establish- 
ment, in a picturesque part of England, all the advantages of a 
strong judgment and a good education. His brother, on the con- 
trary, who was a resident at the farm during our visit, has less of 
Bound understanding than of ardent genius, and is more remark- 
able for the warmth of his heart than the soundness of his head. 
In short, to describe them in a word, Jonathan sees with the eye 
of a merchant, and Charles with that of an enthusiast; Jonathan 
18 a man of business, and Charles is a poet. The contrast 
between their tempers is frequently the theme of conversation at 
the, social meetings of the neighbourhood ; and it is always found 
that the old and the grave shake their heads at the almost boyish 
enthusiasm of Charles ; while the young and the imprudent in- 
dulge in severe sarcasms at the mercenary and uninspired modera- 
tion of his brother^ All parties however concur in admiring the 
unintemipted cordiality which subsists between them, and in 
laughing good-humouredly at the various whims and foibles of 
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these opposite characters, who are known throughout the comitrjf 
by the titles of '* Rhyme *' and " Reason." 

We arrived at the farm as Jonathan was sitting down to his 
substantial breakfast. We were delighted to see our old friend, 
now in the decline of life, answering so exactly the description of 
Cowper, — 

'^ Aa honest man, Qlose^button'd to tbe chin. 
Broad cloth without, and a warm heart within.'' 

We fek an inward satisfaction in contemplating his frieze coat> 
wijKMe deb&t we remember to have witnessed five years age, and in 
speculating upon the snows which five additional winters had left 
upon his head since our last interview. It was some time before 
we recovered sufficiently from our reverie to inquire after the well- 
being of our younger companion, who had not yet made his ap* 
Eearance at the board. — ** Oh!'' said Jonathan, *^ Charles is ill 
is heyday years ; we must indulge him for the present : we caii^ 
expect such regularity from five-and-twenty as from six-ahd-fiffty.'^ 
He had hardly done speaking when a loud halloo sounded as the 
avant«courier of Charles's approach, and in less than a miiittteki^ 
presented himself before us. — '' Ten thousand pardons ! ** hieeried; 
•* One's enough," said his brother. ** I've seen the finest atin^ 
rise," Mid Charles. ''You're wet through," said Jonathans; 
*• I'm all over rapture,** said Rhyme. ^ You're all over dirr^ 
aaid Reason. 

With some difficulty Charles was persuaded to retire for lif^ 
re-adjustment of his dress, while the old man continued his sieal 
widi a composure which proved he was not unused to the momftn^' 
excursions of his volatile yoke-fellow. By the time he had gdH 
through his beef-steak, and three columns of the Courier, Oiarles 
re-entered, and despatched the business of eating with a rapidity 
in which many tt modem half-starved rhymer would be glad t6 
emulate him. A walk was immediately proposed ; but the one 
had scarcely reached an umbrella, and the other prepared hia 
manuscript book, when a slight shower of rain prevented our 
design. — ^ Provoking," said Rhyme. ** Good for the crop/* 
aaid Reason. 

The shower, however, soon ceased, and a fine clear sun 
encouraged us to resume our intentions, without fear of a second 
disappointment. As we walked over the estate, we were struck' 
with the improvements made by our friend, both as regarded the 
eomfort and the value of the property ; while now and then we 
could not suppress a smile on observing the rustic arbour which 
Charies had designed, or the verses which he had inscribed on our 
favourite old oak. 

It was determined that we should ascend a neighbouring hill. 
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whioh was .dear to usy from i4» haviM b^en the principal scene^ €»f 
our boyhood's amuseBsieat*. '* We must niake baste/' said 
Cbarlesi '' or we shall miss the view." '' We must 9)ake baste/' 
said JonathaD^ '' or we shall catch cold on our return/' Their 
actions seemed alwaja to aiaalgamate, though their motifes wiere 
always different. We observed a tenant of our friend ploughing 
a small fields and stopped a short time to regard the contented 
appearance of the man> and the cheerful whistle with which be 
called to his cattle* *^ Beatus iUe quiffocul negotiis" said the 
poet ; '* A poor team, though/' said his brother. 

Our attention was next excited by a level meadow, whose 
green hue, set off by the mixture of the white fleeces of a beau- 
tiful flock of sheep, was, to ttie observer of nature, a more 
enviable sight than the most studied landscape of Gainsborough's 
pencil. *' Lovely colours!" ejaculated Charles ; — " Fine mutton," 
observed Jonathan. '' Delightful scene for a rustic hop ! " cried 
the enthusiast; — ^^ I am thinking of planting hops," said the 
farmer. 

We reached the summit of the hill, and remained for some 
moments in silent admiration of one of the most variegated 
prospects that ever the country presented to the contemplation of 
Its most ardent admirer. The mellow verdure of the meadows, 
intermingled here and diere with the sombre appearance of 
ploughed land^ the cattle reclining in the shade, the cottage of 
the rustic peeping from behind the screen of a luxi^riant hedge, 
formed a tout'ensemble which every eye must admire, but which 
few pens can describe. *' A delightful landscape ! ^ said Charles ; 
** A rich soil/' said Jonathan* *' What scope for description ! " 
cried the first ; " What scope for improvement!" returned die 
second. 

As we returned, we passed the cottage of the peasant, whom 
we had seen at his plough in the morning. The family were 
busily engaged in their several domestic occupations. One little 
chubby-faced rogue was conducting Dobbin to his stable, another 
was helping his sister to coop up the poultry, and a third was 
incarcerating the swine, who made a vigorous resistance against 
their youthful antagonist. "Tender!" cried Rhyme; — ^he was 
listening to the nightingale. '' Very tender! " repbed Reason; — 
be was looking at the pigs. 

As we drew near home, we met an old gentleman walking with 
his daughter, between whom and Charies a reciprocal attach- 
ment was said to exist. The lateness of the evening prevented 
much conversation, but the few words which were spoken again 
broij^ht into contrast the opposite tempers of my fliends. *' A 
fine evening, Madam/' said the man of sense, and bo,wed ; — '* I 
shall see you to-morrow, Mary ! " said the lover, and pressed her 



so The Eve of Baiik. 

hand. We looked back upon her as she left us.' A 
pause, — '^ She is an angel ! '^ sighed Charles ; — '* She is an he 
observed Jonathan. '' She has ten thousand perfections ! '^ 
Rhyme ; — ** She has ten thousand pounds/' said Readon. 

We left them the next morning, and spent some da^s in i 
lations on the causes which enabled such union of affecti< 
exist with such diversities of taste. For ourselves, we mus 
fess, that while Reason has secured our esteem. Rhyme hi 
away with our hearts ; we have sometimes thought with Jor 
but we have always jfe// with Charles. 



THE EVE OF BATTLE. 

^' It is not yet near day. Come, go with me 

Under our tents. Ill play the eaves-dropper," — Shakspeai 

The night comes on, and o'er the field 
The moon shines bright on helm and shield ; 
But there are many on that plain. 
That shall not see her light again : 
She looks serene on countless bands 
Of mailed breasts and steel-bound hands ; 
And shows a thousand faces there. 
Of courage high, and dark despair ; 
All mingled as the legions lie. 
Wrapt in their dreams of Victory. 
A lowering sound, of doubt and fear, 
Breaks sudden on the startled ear. 
And hands are clench'd, and cheeks are pale. 
And from bright blade and ringing mail 
A thousand hands, with busy toil. 
Clean off each ancient stain or soil ; 
Or spots of blood, where truth may read . . 
For every drop a guilty deed. 

Survey the crowds, who there await. 
In various mood, the shock of fate ; 
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Who burn to meet, or strive to 8huB» 
The dangers of to-morrow's sun. 
Look on the husband's anxious tears. 
The hero's hopes, the coward's feiuis. 
The vices that e'en here are found. 
The follies that are hovering round ; 
And learn, that (treat it as you will) 
Our life must be a mockeiry still. 
Alas ! the same caprices reign. 
In courtly hall, or tented plain ; 
And the same follies are reveal'd. 
In ball-room, and in batde^fidd. 

Turn to yon open tent, and see 
Where, drunk with youth and Burgundy, 
Reclines, his midnight revel' o'er. 
The beau of battle, Theodore. — 
Before him, on his desk, he Iliys 
The billet-doux of other days ; 
And while he reads, his fisuicy lingers 
On those white hands add witthi^g fingers, 
That traced the darling sighfectures^^^ . 
The "yours till deith^ and « trtfly^yours :"— 
And, as by turns they meet his eye. 
He looks, and laughs, aiid^h^o^ then^ by, 
Unta perchance some magic nam^ • 
Lights up a spark of former flame ; 
And then he ponder», in his trance. 
On Mary's love-inspiring glance. 
On Chloe's eye of glittering fire^ 
And Laura's look of fond desire. 
Poor Theodore ! if valiant breast. 
And open heart, and song, and jest. 
And laughing lip, and auburn hair, 
And vow sent up by lady fair. 
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Can lave a yMlbfid wanior^ft Itfv^ 
Thou fall'st luH in to-mpnow'f Jtrife. 



Look joBder-^-'im Ibe dew j fwmrd 
Tom Wittol I m n » biotber bard; 
He lies, and panders 4>n the 0tars» 
On virtue^ genitti» 4Mid Hbe waca $ 
On dark raviMf^ jaid «M<fy delki 
On mirth and Jiimm$ shot and ^AelU ; 
On black mustachies^ und WUte Smrrey, 
On rhyme and aabres-*-daatb Md Mmray ; 
Until at last hm tefsjr f^owflu 
As if it felt to-morrow's blows ; 
Anticipation 6n§hi» bmia^ 
With ^bts ualoitght* mwlaMghtensd slain ; 
And on the ftay that f>/& li; 
Comes f orth a IMife <tf jEIegjr ^^ 
And if he meeteno heavier harm 
To-morrow from Afocmm^ mm, 
Than crack*4dniraafg ^ broken Jhead, 
He Ui hasten £rom liU fuNar'a bedii 
And, just broke iMttsftoan salve bimI lint, 
Susby like a hero^ into print;; 
Heading his light end -harmless prattle*— 
^' l4nes»«HirattfBn on a fieUxtf battle.^ 
Thou favoiii«d banWgo boldly on,<->*- 
The Muse ehall guard bcyr darling son ; 
And when 4be Aius(|iiet's i^ady aw 
Is levell'd at 4be ::pet of imie. 
The Muse shaH check 'the impious ^^lime. 
And shield thee with a leam of diyme ; 
But if 'tis doom-d, <Midiall tb«Mi miist^ 
Since bards, Vkfi other man, are dust^ 
Upon the tesnb where tbou sbak sleep 
Phoebus and MArs<id&^ sballw^ee^ ; 



And he that loy'd» but could aot saiw^ 
Shall write ^^ Hic jftcet '' o'«r thjr igniTe. 

What wight is that» wiK>te ^Utaat auae 
Gives token kwd of 4eep rcfpose ? 
What ! 4tone0t Hmry on the ground ! 
Pfaith thy fleep is wondrous sound. 
For' one who looks, upou his wakiag» 
To sleep '' the sleep tiiit knows not breidung." 
But rest thea» rest ! Aon merriest soul , 
That ever lov'd the cirdiiig bowl ; 
I look upon his ^qopty cup. 
And sudden tears onoall'd spring up;; 
Perchance, in this abode of pother. 
Kind Harry may Jiot drain another, / 

But still our Comrades, at the Bdl \ 

Of Harry's prowess long sball,'teli<; : ) 

And dignify with well^suraVd praise 
The revelry of odier days. : 
And then Ibe meny tale wH nm 
Of many a wager lo6tfnd:iPOU» . ) 

On many a jest, and;fliauy a ^ong,. 
And many a peal «f faii^hf er lopg^ 
That from our jovial oirole broke 
At Harry'4 toast, or Harr/s joke» 
Again, at Fancy's touch restored. 
Our old sirlcMn shall grace >the boards 
Again at Eancy's tMsch shaU flow ^ 

The tap we drained an age ago. 
And thou, the sool^f fun, the life 
Of noisy mirth and playful strife, 
May'st sleep in honour's worm-worn bed 
The dreamless slumber of Ae dead. 
But oft shall one sad heart at least 
Think on the smile, that never ceas'd 
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Its catching influence, till the earth 
Clos'd o'er the lips that gave it birth' 
111 pour upon thy tranquil rest 
The hdloWd bowl of Meux's best ; 
And recollect, with smile and sigh. 
Thy " beer with E, and bier with I."» 

Dazzle mine eyes ? or do I see f 
Two glorious Suns of Chancery ? 
The pride of Law appears the first. 
And next, the pride of Moulsey Hurst. 
Faithless and feeless, from the bar 
Tim Quill is come to practbe war : 
Without a rivd in the ring. 
Brown Harry **jpecii" for Church and King. 
Thus ever to your country's fights 
Together go, ye kindred knights ! 
Congenial arts ye aye pursued ; 
'* 'Daylight '* ye studied to exclude ; 
And both of old were krioiwn to Cribb, 
And both were very apt to fib. 
*' Together go ; no foe shall stand 

The vengeance of our country's brandy 
When on his ranks together si)ring * 
Cross-buttocks and Cross-qtiestionlng. 

Sir Jacob arming ! what despair 
Has snatch'd him from his elbow-chair ? 
And hurried from his good ol^ wine 
The bachelor of fifty-nine ? 



* Samn cuiqiie : — 
^ So that day I stiU haU with a smile and a sigh, 
For his beer with an E^ and his bier with an I."— Canning. 

t ** Edw, Dazzle mine eyes? or do I see three suns ! 

Rich, Three glorious suns, each one a perfect san."— Shaksp£ar£. 
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What mighty cause has torn him ^u» 

Unwilling from " gulmrban rus" 

Bade him desert his oneJiorse chaise. 

His old companions and ^' old ways ;** 

Give up his Baccalaurean tattle. 

And quit the bottle — ^for die battle ? 

Has he forgot, in martial ardour. 

His wig, his teapot, and his larder ? 

Has he forgot*— ungrateful Sub. — 

Champagne, bad^ammon, and— -the club ? - 

Has he forgot his native earth. 

His sofa, and his decent hearth ? 

Has he forgot his homely fiu'e, 

And her, the maid with yellow hair, 

That dress'd the meat, and spread the board, 

Laid fuel on the fire, and pour'd 

In stream as sparkling as her eye^ 

From its green gaol the Burgundy ? 

That Hebe, in thy native town. 

Looks from her latticed window down, 

And^ when the newsman paces by. 

Runs, with a sharp and fearful cry. 

And cheek all pale, and eye all wet, 

To seek thy name in the Graeette* 

What fate has bid her master roam 

An exile from hia cheerful home? 

What ! has his landlord tum'd him out? 

Is he gone mad with love-^*-or gout? 

Has death impos'd his finger bony 

Upon his mistress— or his crony ? 

Have sober matrons ceasM to praise' . 

The lover of their youthful days ? 

Are belles less eager to command. 

With wink and smile, his ready hand ? 

VOL. I. D 



Fears he dte •ddden dmohitioD 
Of dub-house-rror of ooostitutiflii ? 
Has the lul pipe of bosk misearriadl 
Has — I fofget, last ^eek kerrrM^umd. 

[Thou too thy briHiant helm moati don^ 
Etona's wild ami wajEvard sod,^ 
Mad merfy CliarIefl.-rWbil«t bcaideas yel. 
Thou look'st upon thy plume of jel. 
Or nvK^e^ik, as the oloudaof ni^t 
Are drifted baqk by monuBg^ Ugbt> 
Thy boyish look» diy oareksa eyes^ 
Might wake ihp envy* of diye wise. 
Six montl^a have paAt, since thou didM ro^re 
UawiMing tJburough Etopa's grove. 
Trembling at many an ancknt face 
That met tbee in fksX bply ph^ ; 
To speak the phun and hon^t trut^. 
Thou wast no. scholar ia diy youtlu 
But now go forthm-broke. loose feon. sdiool. 
Kill and destroy by, classionile. 
Or die in fight, to Ike in s^ry, - 
As valiant Hector did before ye. 
On ! on ! take fcMts and storm p03itioRs, 
Break Frenchmen's heads — instead of Priscian's, 
And seek in death and conflagration 
A graclta to thy reputation. 
Yet, when the war is loud and bigh^ 
Thine old pustaken- will vound' thee % ; 
And still, in ^ite of aH* thy care. 
False quanliti^s will haunt thee there; 
For thou wUtgiake, amidst the throng, 

Or (tti) shorty or scAeoc lon^. 

»■ 
Methinks I know that figure bold. 

And stalwart limbs of giant mould ! 
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^h he — I kirafw kift fdddjr bm. 

My tried stauncb fKdid^ Si# Ma<tiw# Gtaoi^. 

His snore ia lo«4^ hnr ^haiiber de«p> 

Yet dreaaiA av<fe wUb faifli in Ua ric«p^> 

And Fanicy'if visiona oft leeili 

The meny Hnkit aadj^miil HaU^ 

And oft rej^ce before hia a^gM 

The bustle of t)6-aiOTfowV^bl^ 

In swift succaasion c^er bia bfain^ 

Come fields of ceM, and Mda of dMa f 

And, as the yvrymig ialfei|>e faifiia. 

Blood and bk>6d'b(»raa8 ansohe by tuma; 

The fi^fHbarr^d gaia anck ttriddy dkefa; 

Smolenska and ** Ae apottiad biMlr/' 

Parisian pi^patea^^SagliA dof^-^ 

'' Begar" and '' daamt/'—beiBf anc^ftogM^y 

In strange unmeauiigf madky fly 

Before poor NiMrod'a wandering eye. 

He speaks f what muriMrilflg stMed ilo«iiyAi 

Burst frost hiaduHMit 9 ** Wlq^/madbnff abimds ! 

" Who sealed ole wiiv dM Gorgoiy fi^k^ ? 

'' I thoi^t I sa)«r aoy Lady Ghi^:! ^ 



And thou too>= GlAiefmf^H^^^ff §M ! 
Made up of wisddai and of Aiia> 
Medley of all AiMfadarit and clett^. 
Of all that's to6tMI^^MiiM'4dMf 
Tell me what brings tbe^ fifei^fb iiij 
Thou prince of eceebtiicitf ?' 
Pomp Ailliiiv \ in hk' ehililhMd'a> day' 
He cared s4V litUa fe^ lliii' pfeijf^ 
And worn ao giwr^^ Md priltia^ldOl:/ 
And cried so, ^vHien'ke mia^dbili idOk, 
That aunts were ea^r ix> preafeigis 
The glorias' o# Ms' npejfnffl,- 
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And fond mamnui in him fotresaw 

The bulwark of the. British law. 

And Sciepce from her lofty throne 

Looked down and mark'd him for her own. 

Ah ! why did flattery come at school 

To tinge him with a shade of fool \ 

Alas ! what clever plans were crost ! 

Alas ! how wise a judge was lost ! 

Without a friend to check or guide. 

He hurried into fashion's tide. 

He aped each folly of die llurong. 

Was all by turns, and nothing long ; 

Through varying taatea and modes he flew. 

Dress — boxing— racing— dice — ^Virtu, 

Now looking blue in sentimentals. 

Now looking red in regimentals. 

Now impudent, and now^mure. 

Now blockhead — and. now connoisseur. 

Now smoking at ** the Jolly Tar," 

Now talking Greek with Doctor Parr, 

A friend by turns to saints and sinners. 

Attending lectures, plays, and dinners. 

The Commons' House, and Common Halls, 

Ghapds of Ea8e-«-and Tattersall's ; 

Skilful in fen<iing, and in fist, 

Blood— critic — jockey — methodist ; 

Causeless alike in joy or sorrow, 

Tory to-day, and Whig to-morrow, 

AU habits and all shapes he wore. 

And lov'd, aoid laugh'd,.and piray^d, and swore : 

And now some instantaneous freak, : 

Some peevish whim^ or jealous pique 

Has made the battle's iron show'r 

The hobby of the {>resent hour. 

And bade him seek, in. steel and lead. 

An opium for a rambling head. 
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A cannon ball will prove a pill 

To lull what nothing eke can still ; : : ! ' '.' 

And I, that prophecy his doom, : 

Win give him all I can-^-a tomb> 

And— o'er a pint of half and half, > 

Compose poor Arthur's epitaph :-— 

" Here, join'd in death, th' observer sees 

*' Plato— and Alcibiades ; — 

^' A mixture of the grave and funny, 

^^ A famous dish of Salmi^undi.V 

Allan McGregor ! from afar 
I see him 'midst the ranks of war. 
That all around are rising fast ' 
From slumbers that may be their last ; 
I know him by his Highland plaid. 
Long borne in foray and in raid^ 
His scarf all splash'd with dust and gore. 
His nodding plume and broad claymore ; 
I know him by that eagle eye^ 
Where foemen read their destiny ; 
I know him by that iron brow. 
That frowns not, bums not, quails not now> • . 
Though life and death are with the ray 
That redly dawns upon to-day. 
Woe to the wretch whose single might 
Copes with dark Allan in the fight; 
He knows not mercy — knows not fear ; 
The pibroch has to Allan's ear 
A clearer and a sweeter note 
Than mellow strains that blithely float . 
From lyre or lute^ in courtly throng. 
Where Beauty smiles upon the song. 
Of artful wiles against his foe 
Nothing he knows or carejs to know ; 
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Far less he recks pf pelisi|'d arts^ 
The batteries in thft siege ai hearts. 
And hence the auidoiis oS th^ top. 
While fiur an4 fiDolish dames look on. 
Laugh at old AUaa^ fvrkward l|ow. 
His stem addne^s, ^id haughty brow. 
Laugh they )-T«4«faen sounds the hollow drum. 
And banded legions onward come. 
And life is won by ready fword, , 
By strength to stsil^e and skill to ward. 
Those tongues, so brave in woman's war. 
Those cheeks unstained by sof^toh or scar, 
Shall owe their safety in the fight 
To hoary Allan^s an^ of might. 

Close to the qlansmi^[i\i side is seen 
Dame Fortun^^i soldier, Jfimes McLean, 
I kuQW him wellfr«rno noTiee hq 
In warfiewt^ muvderous theory ; 
Amidst the battle^ various soui|d. 
While buUetf |iew like hail around, 
M'Lean was bom ; in scenes like this 
He past his earlifst houis of bliss : 
Cradled in war, Ae fearless child 
LookM on the scene of btpod^ and amii'd ; 
Toy'd wit|i the ^re of tike Bhies, 
Long ere he kyew its kel&k use^ 
His little fingers lov^ to ^el 
The bayonet's bsight point of steel. 
Or made his father^s hebnet ring 
With beatbg up--H God save the King." 
Those houn of yoiitblul glee are fled ; 
The thin g^y hairs ara. on his heed^^ 
Of youth's hot current nought remains 
Within the ancient warrior^s veins. 
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Yet^ when he bears tbe fcatUe^'crj^ 

His spirit bedta m wfld kdd high 

As on tbe daj tlmt saw biih inM 

His virgin siteitl in battle-ficM ^ : "^ > 

The eve on whfich bis fc€»ftradca fotod liini> '^ 

With Bngladcl's cbloi#f Wrapt kromoA faiin> '/ 

His face tum'd upwards, and his hand 

Still twin'd around His trusty braiid, 

As| sjleilt with Wounds^ and weak with tx^/ 

He lay upon the bloody soil. 

E'en now, thcmgh sli^ift advflnciirg yeftrii 

Might well dedine this life bf feirs^ 

Though the deep sciEU^ upoil bis breast 

Show claim to hdndurable nB% ' '' 

He will not quit what time has niade 

His joy, his habit, and his trade. 

He envies flot the ^asant's lot. 

His cheerful faearflr^ and humble cot ; 

Encampments have to hitii bedbmie ^ 

As constant^ and a» diear a bom^; 

Such are tbe heifrt^ of steel, wboui Waf 
Binds in their eradle to his ciir^ 
And leaves tbem in tlietr latter dciy, ^ . 

With honour, medals, and half-pay, 
Burtheu'd with iiH t&e cares of life, 
Repentanee^a^thma— and a ivifte. 

And what asn I who th'os cirti eboose 

Sucti subjcfdt fbr m light si wm^ ? 
Who if^fl&e ibif smile^ and W€iaV« the rbym^. 
In such a scelttfi at SfiiolK et tiitf6. ' 

Mary ! whose pur^ i0id hbly kiss 
Is still a cherish'd dream of bliss, 
Wheii laM I savi^ tb;^ brigtfl! bl&« ey«. 
And faf^i^ tbt voidtf Of \xi&6i^. 
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And felt thy timid nuld caress, 
I was all hope — all joyousness ! 
We parted — and the morroVs sun — 
Oh God ! my bliss was past and done ; 
The lovePs hope, the husband's vow — 
Where were they then?— ah! where wert thou? 



Mary ! thou vision lov'd and wept, 
Long years have past since thou hast slept, 
Remov'd from gaze of mortal eye. 
The dreamless sleep of those that die; 
Long years ! — ^yet has not past away 
The memory of that fatal day. 
When all thy young and faded grace 
Before me lay in Death's embrace. 

A throb of madness and of pain 
Shot through my heart, and through my brain ; 
I felt it then, I feel it now, 
Tliough time is stamp'd upon my brow ; 
Hiough all my veins grow cold with age. 
And o'er my memory's fading page 
Oblivion draws her damning line, 
And blots all images — save thine. 

Thou left'st me — and I did become 
An alien from my house and home; 
A phantom in life's busy dream ; 
A bubble on misfortune's stream ; 
Condemn'd through varying scenes to rove. 
With nought to hope, — and nought to lo^e ; 
No inward motive, that can give 
Or fear to die, or wish to live. 

Away, away ! Death rides the breeze ! 
There is no time for thoughts like these ; 
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Hark ! from the foemaii's distant camp 
I hear their chargers' sullen tramp ; 
On ! valiant Britons, to the fight ! 
On ! for St. George, and England's right! 
Green be the laurel— >-bright the meed. 
Of those that shine in martial deed ! 
Short be the pang — swift pass the breath. 
Of those that die a Soldier's death ! 



A VISIT TO ETON. 
To the Editor of the Etonian. 



Sir, 



I SHOULD think that no one unless he b a misanthrope, or a 
methodist, which is little better, can pass through Eton without 
being amused at the various looks, sizes, and occupations of the 
motley group of which that Lilliputian world is composed. Methinks 
I hear one of them say, in all the dignity of offended pride, ^' Softly, 

Mn , not so Lilliputian ; there are A—, T , S— , 

£ , six feet high; and I myself, though far from being one of 

the biggest, would easily chastise you for your impertinence." Boys 
still they all are, and boyish are their habits« i hope, however, 
I shall not be known as the author of these opinions, or the next 
time I visit Eton I shall meet with a sorry reception. Whether it 
is that my countenance is not very repulsive, my dress not very ex- 
traordinary, and my appearance on the whole not singular, I passed 
through the Quadrangle, (as it happened, particularly crowded,) 
without being so much quizzed as I expected ; for, after the alarm-^ 
ing stories which I had heard of the practical. jokes of Etonians, 
it required no small resolution to encounter the mirth of such a 
formidable body of humourists. Once, to be sure, I heard a 
whisper, remarlung it as very odd that I should wear gaiters under 
my trowsers ; and a second time, when I happened to turn round 
on a sudden, I surprised a circle of dashing young fellows laugh- 
ing at my look behind, where I suppose the cut of my coat was 
not according to the newest fashion. Some of them I recognised 
as old acquaintances, having seen them the evening before parading 
on the Terrace of Windsor Castle. The approaching school hour 
did not appear at all to have changed or saddened their looks, for 
they were laughing, quizzing, and flitting about, exactly in the 
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way which first attracted my attentioB on the Royal Pkomenade. 
They all had books, some very gay ones» others such as hardly 
deserved the name, an inconsistency which 1 was at a loss to re- 
concile, unless it were that the first^mentioned had caught the in- 
fection of their master's finery. Here and diere a cluster of 
Collegers, with their black gowns, had a good effect among the 
many varied colours which tne greater proportion displayed : in- 
deed I am so far bigotted that I never could have imagmed a place 
of learning without some such classical costume. It was not 
easy to mistake the settled Step# the sedate demeanour, and the 
pallid and rather sickly hue, which marked the countenances of 
those boyS; whom, for the want of a more expressive name, with 
which I dare say the Eton vocabulary could supply me, I shall 
call the studious — such as I could picture to myself never mixing 
in the sports of their schoolfellows, and preferring a problem of 
Euclid to the finest game at cricket ever contested. Many of the 
lesser tribe appeared to be extremely busy in construing their lessons, 
and comparmg their notes, as the time of purgatory grew nearer. 
Two or three seemed to be looked upon as a sort of oracles whom 
they all assailed with different interrogation!. I was almost tempted 
to ask a question of one af the nearest of them, when ih^ clodf 
stnick^ and they all hurried away at the same itfstant to dtffennsi 
entrances, and, in less than five minutes, the area Was cleared^ imd 
the cloisters were silent^ There are some assooiatidds cooMcted 
with the Mght of a school, particularly a large one, which always 
bring me back to the time of my boyhood, and recdl ta my recol* 
lection so strongly what I did, and what I thought, in former days> 
that I fancied myself in this instance, nearly thirty yeats yodligel-, 
and seemed almost transported again to the rule of my aticieni 
OrbiUus. I must confess that my situatioti at that tfade, both m 
point of happiness and liberty, was Very different from that of an 
EtonisEu The walls were my boundaries ; and merely to pass 
them, without anyconse<{Qeotmifddmealior, was reckoned amoB^f 
the heaviest of those crimes to which the wisdom of the k^laiive 
fomder had allotted punishments. This place of my education I 
always considered as a better sort of prison, add left it with all die 
joy that a prisoner wcmld feci on obtaining his Habeas Coffm; 
eaMept on stated occasions, when, preceded by oar master^ i^ 
walfced itt due order and regularity up a high green hill, at a sdlort 
distance off, famous for its bavk^ been formerly, the station of a 
Bomaai caa^. Well do I recollect how often I unwillingly 
eueowted the cold frosty air of a winter morning on this bl^dc 
and desolate spot; bow olteii, tinder a swelt^ing summer snti, I 
laboaned aari toiled iqp the entreDchments, wifli which the caMoa 
of our aaciem enemies had fortified die natural steepness. How* 
evier^ such an excarsion as this was some relief 9 and I generatly 
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cpoUmplnKd witb iQcreaaed horror^ oa my fdtum> the grkn ban^ 

tb^ narrow coqrt«« apd' the closiog gates^ of School. The 

veiy senraiitf partook of the character of the place, and were the 
most imaccoiniiKKlatiiigf lurly old beings, that can poeaibly be 
imfigined. In flict, I led a 9ort of niechanical existence, bein|; com* 
pelled to tfj^e exercisei at it were by a physician's pres<»riptionj, to 
enable me to perform what was required from my mentid fapidtictb 
Any brought up as I have described myself, agreeably to the 
most rigid maxims of scholastic discipline, will have many scruples 
to overcome, many old prejudices to vanquish, before they can 
bring themselves to allow, that the superior liberty, which Eton 
grants to her children, can be compatible with the necessary studies 
of such an institution. What indignation would have ruffled the 
angry wrinkled visage of my ancient pedagogue, had any of the 
wretched victims committed to his care ventured to inform him, 
that there is a place where boys comparatively do as they will, — 
where they are tacitly allowed to commit the unheard-of sin 
of passing their bounds, — and where, in fact, the measure of 
their labours is in a great degree under the control of their own 
discretion ! When, however, we see in good eamestthe first cha- 
racters in the Bar, the Senate, and the Church, boasting Eton as 
their common parent, — when we review the illustrious names in 
former times, whose glory she considers as her own, it really be- 
comes time to account for the effects of this magical education. 
I myself cannot pretend to any accurate investigation ; but, merely 
as a speculative and casual observer,! should ascribe it» influence 
to that hatred of immoderate restriction which generous talents 
naturally entertain, and the elevation and expansion which they 
feel on being principally left to tbeiy spontaneoua exertions, and 
experiencing ^eatle di^ectioa rather than positive and harsh con- 
trol. The spu-it of encouragement and emulation cherished by 
this system is more likely, than any fear of punishment, to stimu- 
late a young and ardent mind to extraordmary efforts. Where 
much is required, to do diat wtA is^ of course, ooBsidered suffi- 
cient ; but where comparatively little is required;, and much, on 
the contrary, expected, true abilities will perceive their own 
strength, and will labour to obtain praise, which is the more valu- 
able as it is given lo labcmrs and acquirements in a great measure 
voluntary. I have heard fcon very good authority, tfiat few leave 
Eton without feeling real sorrow at their departure. It is the 
fashion, too, at that versifying establishment to compose a poetical 
farewell, to testify at once their grief and their gratitude. Some of 
these I have seen ; and nrtme. seems really to have a considerable 
share in their compositioiy i It i& lucky for me that this custom 
did not exist at the school oV which I was an unwilling member; 
or I am afraid that my t^ale, as they call it, would have been 
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highly indecorous, since the oTerflowing joy of my heart v 
have effectually negatived all expressions of woe. By the 
this brings me to myself again, and reminds me that my re 
on paper has been much too long and too reasoning ahead 
shall merefore leave every one to form his own conjecture 
opinion, and only wish for myself^ that I could glory m die i 
of—'* an Etonian/' 

I 



TO 



In many a strain of grief and joy. 

My youthful spirit sung to thee ; 
But I am now no more a boy^ 

And there's a gulph 'twixt thee and me. 
Time on my brow has set his seal — 

I start to find myself a man. 
And know that I no more shall feel 

As only boyhood's spirit can* 
And now I bid a long adieu 

To thoughts that held my heart in thrall. 
To cherish'd dreams of brightest hue. 

And thee— >the brightest dream of all. 
My footsteps rove not where they rov'd. 

My home is chang'd ; and, one by one. 
The '* old, familiar" forms I lov'd 

Are faded from my path and gone. 
I launch into life's stormy main. 

And 'tis with tears — ^but not of sorrow. 
That, pouring thus my parting strain, 

I bid thee, as a Bride, good-morrow. 
Full well thou know'st I envy not 

The heart it is thy choice to share ; 
My soul dwells on thee, as a thought 

With which no earthly wishes are. 
I love thee as I love the star, ' 

The gentle star that smiles at Even, 
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That melts into my heart from for. 

And leads my wandering thoughts to Heaven. 
Twould break my soul's divinest dream 

With meaner love to mingle thee ; 
'Twould dim the most unearthly beam 

Thy form sheds o'er my memory* 
It is my joy^ it is my pride 

To picture thee in bliss divine, 
A happy and an honoured bride. 

Blest by a fonder love than mine. 
Be thou to 0716 a holy spell, 

A bliss by day — ^a dream by night, — 
A thought on which his soul shall dwell, — 

A cheering and a guiding light. 
His be thy heart, — ^but while no other 

Disturbs Ms image at its core. 
Still think of me as of a brother-— 

I'd not be lov'd, nor love thee more. 
For thee each feeling of my breast 

So holy, so serene shall be. 
That when thy heart to his is prest, 

'Twill be tio crime to think of me. 
I shall not wander forth at night. 

To breathe thy name — ^as lovers would ; 
Hiy form, in visions of delight. 

Not oft shall break my solitude. 
But when my bosom-friends are near. 

And happy faces round me press^ 
The goblet to my lips I'll rear. 

And drain it to thy happiness. 
And when, at mom or midnight hour, 

I commune with my God, alone. 
Before the throne of Peace and Power 
111 blend thy welfare with my own. 
And if, with pure and fervent sighs, 
1 bend before some lov'd one's shrine. 
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When gazing on her gentle eye», 

I shaH not Umh to think of thine. 
Thou, when thou meet^at thy love's cat ese. 

And when thj children ciimb thjr knee. 
In thy (iaira homr of httpimeM> 

Then somettmev — sometinm think erf me. 
In pain or health — in grief or mirth; 

Oh ! may it to my prayer be gif en 
That we may sometimes meet on earth, 

— And meet, to part no more, in Heaven. 

M. 
Sept. 18, 1820. 



ON YOUTHFTJIr FRiENIXSinP. 

'* Hsec olim memuusBft javabit." — ^Viro* 

From the little world; for whose amttsfemenf tre collect the 
productions of our leisure momenta, and f<»r whose advantage we 
offer the results of our more conjberaplative hours^^the considera- 
tion of subjects which most affect its habits, and are nearest allied 
to its interests, is, we concefre, best caFcuKstt^d' to atVraet attention 
and engage respect. AoA. since^ in this des^iiy w« embrace the 
good of our whole commuiiity,i we indulge a hope that no individual 
will consider his own peculiar circumstances overlooked in die 
general nature of our remarks ; or alllege the insignificancy and 
unimportance of singular and isolated ei^ror as* an apolbgy for his 
disregard, or an extenuation of his ne^cf »■ To remove, however, 
the alarm which, as self-constituted censors, we might possibly 
create among our fellow-citizens^ we pledjge ourselves to the strict 
observance of a rule already proposed^tfae unreserved rejection of 
personal invective, and the total absence of salirieal malignity. 
Still we openly profess little delicacy or mercy towards vices and 
follies, as they successively gain the ascendant in our day; and we 
hope that those who sfialT acknowledge the correspondence of our 
admonitions with their impeifecticms, will| in Jusaee to their own 
candour, and in obedienee to their ownconscience^tencourage the 
application, and receive the impression of advice. With such 
austere subjects we propose to blend topics of a more agreeable 
nature ; and occasionally to show the bri^terand the fkirer side of 
things, — to point^ovt tbe^dvantagetf iidlidl'flMist^ u^^iathe perform- 
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anoe of the offices of life,^-^to direct to proper olijeets die noblest 
pMsions and moat beneficial propensitiee of our nature, — to 
awaken the kgitimate affections of the human heart,— 4iiid to soften 
tbe care9» the discontents^ and animosities, which tb» envy <rf' the 
^orld has engendered, and the emulation of society has increased. 
Im our first introduction, to appear in the most fescinating cha- 
racter, and display to the best of our means and abiKties our in- 
clination and power to please^ is a natural and tandable desire. 
We therefore propose toeonsider the adrantages of youthful friend- 
sbip) and the manner by which the intimacies of our early days 
may be cultivated for more lasting profit than the coMer cim* 
neiions of riper years. 

Youth, the season of unsuspecting openness and disinterested 
zeal, of buoyant hope and cheerful confidence, presents to us Ae 
happiest division in the life of man. Ambition has, as yet, exer- 
cised but little influence, and pride sustained but few disappoint- 
ments. Temper is not yet embittered by unexpected frustration, 
mt is exertion checked by insuperable competition. Animated by 
die gay perspective of future- prospects, youth ever casts off the 
consciousness of care*; and, in the contemplation of happinessy 
present or to come, delights to dwell upon the glittering scene of 
pismise and expectation. Associated in the enjoyment of these 
oihilanting ideas with others, sharing equally the gladness and 
die glory of its hopes, it pursues with avidity the same path, which 
leads to the stations of distinction, and opens to future views of 
devstion and of honour. The struggle is that of sport, and 
like it concludes with satisfaction ; the witnesses of the contest, 
dtt partners in the success, and the least prosperous in the fortune 
of me fray, unite to revivify dejected hope, and rekindle the spirit 
of emulation. The influence which this reciprocal communica- 
tion of sentiment, this continual contact of mental power and 
Kqinrement, possesses over our society, is unlimited : it bindis the 
most distant in the closest union to one another> and first discovers 
to them the necessity* and the usefulness of mul%ial dependence; 
Tor within this varied scene of exertion and inactivity, Aere 
ahraiys will be those who press forward with impatience to the 
tfersnt di^rees of merit and reputation; while there will be 
odiecsy who as eagerly decline the restraint of application and tbe 
ncnfc&of abstraction; who depend for present assistance and 
fteedom ftom labour on the efforts of the studious, for whom> in 
ifterwdays, they rationally hope to reserve dUe tributes of gratitude 
tad esteem, anxiously considering the success and fame of their 
friends as involved in the event of every action over which their 
interest and inclination enjoy even a partial control ; since, in the 
perfect exerci9e of genuine friendship, no advantage can attend 
«itherpartyipi>vdiich>bothdonot equally participate; for surely thq^ 
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shall be strong in the strengdi^ wealthy in the wealthy and poww 
ful in the influence^ of each other ; their fiiendship shall change 
storms and tempests in the affections to a day of sunriiine, m 
out of darkness and confusion of thoughts shall bring daylight tm 
the understanding. But there are many connexions, less interested 
in the commencement^ which may prove more beneficial in the 
event ; for such as are founded on personal predilection, or intd^ 
lectual appreciation, are secured by affection, and confirmed by 
respect. These have been known to survive the sprigfatliness and 
the prime of life, and remain constant even to ^* die murmurs of 
peevishness and the dreams of dotage ;'' till, when those aged com- 
panions have shaken off their load of years, and gone to rest in 
tiie peacefiilness of the tomb, the memory of their virtue is be- 
queathed as a monitor to surviving friends, and a cheering director 
to re-union in a happier world. 

If there is felicity in cherishing the social tendencies of die 
human heart, or if there is advantage in cultivating the sodtl 
relations of human life, how sincere and pure a pleasure we fed 
in perusing the simple dialogues of the Roman philosopher, whidi 
perpetuate the memory of the best and wisest men, who have 
nlled the world with history and wonder — ^who have displayed, 
even in chains and in death, the power of attachment and die 
spell of affection — and left to posterity the sense of that subfinie 
generosity and moral beauty, which is calculated to p'oduce Itfc 
most beneficial effects both on the estate of general society, and the 
constitution of individual sensibility. But these ancient pairs, as 
their conduct towards each other was influenced by esteem and 
love, so their actions in the world were governed by unblemished 
integrity; the course of their happy and honourable days ter- 
minated, as they commenced, in the light of virtue. For to diem 
what was more beautiful than virtue ? It refined their intentions, 
and sublimed their thoughts ; it endued them with dignified no- 
tions of their relative situations, and spread a sanctity over that 
closest and gentlest of all endearments, the bosom friend. 

It is a chastening task to review the steady friendships of siidb 
venerable characters ; but to calculate on each impulse or caprice, 
which excite and regulate our age of enthusiasm, ,would be tihe 
wildest among the absurdities of cold speculation. To measure 
the ardour which hurries forward the execution of precipitate 
designs, and the declaration of incautious opinions, is to attempt 
impossibilities, and struggle against the laws of reason. For the 
commencement has been appropriately termed the romance of 
life : its most unaccustomed scenes are succeeded by novelties 
more unexpected ; the transitions and the changes in its situations 
are rapid and brilliant ; admiration is attracted by the lustre of 
dazzling possession, and rapture elicited in the delight of laxu* 



On Youthful Friendship. 51 

ntms gratificatioo. But the splendor of the pageant serves only 
to disguise its own unsubstantial and transitory nature, since the 
next stage of existence reduces the aspiring and unequal thoughts 
of man to a level with the sober realities of common life. He 
now . discovers the capriciousness of accidental intimacy ; the 
posnbility of friendships being obliterated ; the warmth of feeling 
nrozm into courteous formality ; and the unaffected zealous eager- 
ness of regard checked and bridled into managed condescension. 
He sees men looking abroad into the world with circumspect 
reserve and deliberate caution, reposing confidence in no assist- 
ance and fidelity but their own — themselves the little centres of 
their narrow systems, the sole objects of their solicitude and 
labour. Under such impressions, without great violence, he may 
in some respects compare such a state of society to that of the 
ancient Barons, when *' every man's house was his castle," and 
Us sword the only means which the occasion and the law allowed 
him for defence. He may, indeed, think himself free from per- 
sonal violence, at least possessed of sufficient remedies for such 
abuses ; but he will discover a painful reality, that he is scarcely 
free from insidious circumvention, and barely protected from 
treacherous importunity ; he may be stung by the lifeless adder, 
which be had imprudently warmed on his hearth ; he may be 

Sundered by the houseless steward, to whose hands he had con- 
ted the advancement and preservation of his wealth. From this 
sickening view of worthlessness and corruption, he will look with 
transport to the days that are gone, when the advanced experience 
of life had not as yet disclosed the alloy which lurked beneath so 
hiilliant, yet so slight a covering, so near the surface ; the bright- 
ness of which was so speedily tarnished, and the substance so 
easily worn away. He will find the consolation of this bitter 
leason, in early recollections connected with former pleasures, 
unsullied and without alloy ; far different from those transitory 
enjoyments, so happily compared to the crackling of burning 
thorns, the sound of which is just heard as it is silenced — the 
flame just seen as it sinks into ashes. 

From such prospects we have ventured to remove the veil 
which the thougntlessness of boyhood spreads across the range of 
its vision. If their aspect is calculated to check impatience for 
diat freedom from restraint, which presents itself with unreal 
attractions to the imagination ; if their description tends to recall 
die fancy from that eccentricity to which it had been propelled in 
learch of treasures without value, and objects without existence, 
to its natural course, or determine the relative proportion of hap- 
piness and misery aUotted to the young and to the old — we shall 
Test satisfied with the picture we have drawn ; and in the hope 
that it will attach the memory and the affections of those ^or 

VOL. I. E 
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whom it is designed^ to the scenes and associations of their ea 
diiySy. we are content to resign it to their hands^ without addi 
>ahodier einl>ellishmenty whi<;h may endanger the reputation^ 
weaken the impression^ of ottr labour. 

-' ' M. S 



TO MART. 



I've danc'd with Fanny fifty times, 
I've laugh'd with Susan fifty more, 

I've pros'd with Charlotte about rhymes, 
And Boileau, Milanie, Fodor. 

A younger came, with angel mien, 
A dovelike eye, and heart so free — 

Oh ! Miary, had I never seen. 
Or seeing, never ceas'd to see ! 



EDITH. 

Edith ! o'er the waters blue 
Ere I'm gone, my love, adieu ! 
Ere from hence I fly away. 
Hear, oh, hear me^ while I pray ! 
Oh ! whate'er may be my lot, 
Edith, love, forget me not ! 

When you see this shady scene. 
Where together we have been ; 
When yon babblitig brook you view. 
Which so oft we've listen'd to ; 
When you see my father's cot, 
Edith, love, forget me not ! 



Lawk, $$ 



>ti 



Bl^ the .poVii thdu hast to grieve me-^ 
By the Uidughts that will not leave 
By the fear«di9t will not fly — 
By I th6 ihope that canhot die-^ 
By this saci^ed. parting spot — 
Edith, love, forget me not. 



O'er the waters when I ride. 
Thou shalt o'er my thoughts preside ; 
In the battle'a wild affi*ay 
Thou shalt hold thy wonted sway; 
Then, whate'er may be my lot, 
Edith, love, forget me not ! 

Yet one — ^yet anotiier kiss ! 
Then adieu to you and bliss ! 
Oh ! what anguish 'tis to part 
From the ruler of my heart ! 
Edith, sweet, forget me not — 
Thou canst nefver be forgot. 



LAURA. 

^ For she in shape and beanty did exce^ 
Ail other idols that the heathen do adore." 

^ And all about her altar gcatter*d lay 
Great sorts «f lov»ift piteoiiAy GOB^iniBg.'^r^pfeVSER. 

. A LOOK as blithe,, a step as light 
As fabjed nyinph,. ov.fairy sprite ; 
A voice, whose eviery wprd and tone . 
Might make a thousand hearts its own ; 
A brow of fervour, and a mien 
Bright with the hopes pf gay fifteen ; 

E 2 



M LtatrA. 

These, lov'd and lost one l^-rlheae were thine, 

When first I bow'dat Beauty's shrine. 

But I have torn my wavering soul 

From woman's proud and weak control ; 

The fiine where I so often kndt. 

The flame my heart so truly felt^ 

Are visions of another time. 

Themes for my lau(^ter,-r^and my rhyme. 

She saw and conquered ; in her eye : ' 
There was a careless cruel^i 
That shone destructioiv while it seem'd 
Unconscious of the fire it,^am'd. 
And oh ! that negligence of dress. 
That wild infantine playfulness, 
That archness of the trifling brow 
That could command — we knew not how-^ 
Were links of gold that held me then. 
In bonds I may not bear again ; 
For dearer to an honest heart . 
Is childhood's mirth than woman's art. 

Already many an aged dame. 
Skilful in scandalizing fame, 
Foresaw the reign of Laura's face, 
Her sway, her folly, and disgrace. 
Minding the, beauty of the day 
More than her partner, or her play : — 
^ Laura a beauty ? — ^flippant chit ! 
I vow I hate her forward wit ! " 
(" I lead a club ") — ''why. Ma'am, between us. 
Her mother thinks her quite a Venus ; 
But every parent loves, you know. 
To make a pigeon of her crow." 
** Some folks are apt to look too high — 
She has a dukedom in her eye." 
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^ The girl ii itm^ht,^ ('' we call the ace/') 
" But that's the merit <>flier stays/' 
'* rm sure I lo^tfi mdicions hmts— r 
But— only look, how Laum squints/' 
'* Yet Miss, fofsooth^**— (*' who play'd the ten?'') 
'' Is quite perfection with the men; -^ 

The flattering fools — they make me sick/' ' ' 
C Well— four by honoors, and the trick,*') ' 

While thus the crOnes h6ld high debate^- 
On Laura's charms, and Laura's fate ; - ' 
A few short years have roll*d along, > - 

And — ^first in pleasure's idle throng, 
Laura, in ripen'd beauty proud. 
Smiles haughty on the flattering ctbwd ; ■ ' 
Her sex's enry — ^fiwfaion's boitet, : . / 

An heiress--and a reigning^t6a9t. ' - ' 



The circling waltz and gay q[ttadrille 
Are in, or out, at Laura's wil) ;* 
The tragic bard, and comic wit. 
Heed not the critic in the pit. 
If Laura's undisputed sway 
Ordains full houses to the play; 
And fair ones, of a humbler fate. 
That envy, while they imitate. 
From Laura's whisper strive to guess 
The changes of inconstant dress* 
Where'er her step in beauty moves. 
Around her fly a thousand loves ; 
A thousand graces go before. 
While striplings wonder and adore : 
And some are wounded by a sigh. 
Some by the lustre of her eye ; 
And these Jier studied smiles ensnafe, 
And those the ringlets of her hair. 



. / 
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The first hit flQtteiiiig.lil»artito lolr0; 
Was Captain Piercy, of .dMnBlaesV > *' 
He squeezed hat hssd-^ergais'di iuAmmwi 
He never was in loreibefoier; ./iv^^i v* ^ 
He entertuh^fhis <;l|armet^» ear^ .' .'..'I ' 
With tales of wonderland of 5fear; 'i'::* 
Talk'd much^ and lo^gyief siegi and'fight/ 
Marches by day ^alarms' by nighty ' 
And Laura listened to the story. 
Whether it spoke^df Jove oT'glory ; 
For many an anecdote bad, iie,^.>'> > • 
Of combat, and of gaHaaitry ^r ..- y,i .' 
Of long blockades, ittd sharp attabk%, —''■■ 
Of bullets, and of bivouadts^ -^^- ^ — 
Of towns o'ercpnie^-Mitid tidies too^^^ • - ' ' ^ 
Of billet — and of billetHk^k'f^- ^^ •* ' 
Of nunneries, and escalnides, ' •'*'-• / 

And damsels — and Damascus blades. 

Alas! too soon the Capta&n foMMl : ^ ^ ^^ ' 
How swiftly Fortune's wheel gb^ roiitid ; 
Laura at last began to dozef " * 
BTen in the midst of Badajoa; ! "r ■. 
And hurried to a gune at loo, ' 
From Wellington and Wateilbo. ' ' ' 
The hero, — ^in heroics left,**--> 
Of fortune-*«and a «wife^-^bei«ft'; '.v.: . 
With nought to cheer his dose oS day,- 
But celibacy-^^mi half*pay ; ' : • ' 
Since Laura — and his stam weire <^ttel^ 
Sou^t his quietus in a dud* 

He fought/tod perished; 'Laiito isigfa'd^ ^ 
To hear how hapless Pieifcjr'dirf ; 
And wip'd her eyes, and tJitis expk^t 
The fedings of her tendei^ breast ^-^- 
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'' What? dead i^-^^xxxr iUkMiw4»bat'a'|piijr ! 
He was $o handaomeaiid so wittj.;: /;.: ^wl », 
Shot in a duel: too !-«r«@0Qd graeioit85f«# .' 
How I did hate that man's raustadiioi ! ^ 

Next came the intereatiog bean, . 
The trifling youth^^Frivolio ; 
He came to see — ^and to be seen^ 
Grace and good-breeding in his mien ; * 
Shone all Delcroiz upon his head. 
The West End spoke in all he said; ■ 
And in his neckcloth's studied fpld; . • ' 
Sat Fashion, on a tiirone of gold, r 
He came, impatient to resign* 
What heart he had, at Laura's: shrine : - ■ 
Though deep in self-conceit encas'd,-; *' 
He learnt to bow to liaura's taste; * 
Consulted her on new quadrilles, ■ > * 
Spot waistcoats, lavender, and gills ; 
As wilFd the proud and fickle fair. 
He tied his cloth, and curl'd his halir; - ^ 
Varied his mannerB«->-or his clothes, . '^ 
And chang'd his tailor— or his oatbi. 

Oh ! how did Laura, love to vex 
The fair one of the other sex ! 
For him she practised every art . 
That captivates and plagues the heart. 
Did he bring tickets for the play ? 
No — Laura had the spleen to-day* 
Did he escort her to the ball ? 
No**^Laura would'nt dance at alK 
Did he look grave?—'* the fool was sad;*' 
Was he jocose ? — *^ the man was mad." 
E'en when he knpU before her feet^ . 
And there, in accent soft and sweet,. 
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At Laura's absolate commuid^ « 
Instead of MiiiUi^ her consettt. 
She " wondet'd idiat the Uocidiead meant/' 

Yet still Ae ftsUoaaUe focd 
Was proud of Laura's ridicule ; 
Though sliH despised, be atill pttrtoedy : 
In ostentatious aervitude>' 
Seemingi Kke lady's lap-dog^ vain . 
Of being led by Beanty'iichaHi. - ^ ^ 

He knelt^ b^gia'd^^htfMgiiM^ and swore, • 
While 'twas the iGdriiion^ to^adore ; • r . . 

When yesM'lMidifttitraflMl^Laiuit's fi^ 

Had ceas'd ^ terrify the towii^ > 

He hurried from the fidkn grace. 
To idolize a newef fsoe % 
Constant to nodung^was Ae ass, 
Save to his follie»-«*asd Us glass. 

The next to gate the beantjr's ear ': 

Was William Lisle, the sonneteer. 
Well deem'd^die prince of rhyme and blank; 
For long and deeply has he drank 
Of Helicon^s poetic tide. 
Where nontense flows, and numbers glide; 
And slumber'd on d^ herbage ipreen, 
That decks iSnt banks of "Hippocrene. 
In short — ^his very Ibotmrni know it««* 
William is mad-^^-HMr else a poet** 

He came — and rhym'd — he talk'd of fountains. 
Of Pindus, and Pi^jan mountams ; 



* ^ Aat insanit homo,— ant venras fitcit''— Hor. 
<< All Bedlam—or Pamassiis is let ouL^^-Pope. 



Of wa&deriog lambs^ of ^irgUi^i nils. 

And roses, anid Castalian hills ; 

He thought s lover's vow grew sweeter. 

When it meaiMlei^d into metre;. 

And planted every speech with flowers. 

Fresh blooming fr<Mii'Aoi|ian> bowers* 

'' LaunH-^Ipensh for .your sake>''-*- 
(Here he digressed about a hke ;) 
'' The charms d»y features all diadose/'^^ 
(A simile about a rose;) .; 
'^ Have aet.my very soul on fire/' 
(An episode about his lyte ;) . ^ 
*' Tho«gh yon despise-^ still must love/'- 
(Something about a turtle dove ;) 
*^ Alas ! in deatb'« unstartled sleep," — 
(Just here he did his best to weep ;) 
" Laura, the willow soon shall wave, 
Over thy lover's lowly ^rave*" 
Then he b^an, with pathos due. 
To speak of cypcess and of rue : 
But Fortune's unforeseen award 
Parted the Beauty from die Bard; 
For Laura, in that evil hour 
When unpropitious stars had power. 
Unmindful of the thanks she owed. 
Lighted her taper with an ode. 
Poor William all his vows forgot. 
And hurried from the fatal spot. 
In all the bitterness of quarrel. 
To write lampoons — ^and dream of laureL 

Years fleeted by, and every grace 
Began to fade from Laura's frice ; 
Through every circle whispers ran. 
And aged dowagers began 
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To. gratify Aeir secret spite : — 

** How shocking Laura looks to*night ! 

We knc^w her waiting-maid is clever^ 

But rouge won- 1 make one young for ever ; 

Laura should think of being sage. 

You knowrrifhe's of a certain age.'* 

Her wdiited wit began to fail. 
Her eye grew dim, her features pale ; 
Her fame was past,— her* race was done. 
Her lovers left her one by one ; 
Her slaves dtminishfd hy degrees. 
They ceas'd to fawn^^^s she to please. 
Last of the gay deceitful crew^ 
Chremes, the usurer, withdrew ; 
By many ka art he strove to net 
The guineas of the rich coquette ; 
But (so the adverse fates decreed), 
Chremes and Laura disagreed ; 
For Chremes, talked too much of stocks, 
And Laura of her opera box. 



Unhappy Laura ! sadness marr'd 
What tints of beauty time had spared ; 
For all her wide-extended sway 
Had faded, like a dream, away ; 
And Uiey Uiat lov'd her passed her by, 
With altered, or averted eye. 
That silent scpm, that chilling air 
The fallen tyrant could not bear ; 
She could not live, when noaae ^dmii^'d. 
And perish'd, as her reign expir'd. 

I gaz'd upon tliat lifeless form,^ 
So late with hope and fancy warm ; 
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That pallid brow — that eye of jet, 
Where lustre f ^ema to linger.yQt ; 
Where sparkled through an auburn tress 
The hst dim li^t oflofv^lin^M^ .^\\ * 
Whose trembling ray was otily secBi ' ^ 
To bid. us sigh for what hmi 'b^eii. . / \* 
Alas ! I said, my wavering soUl: 
Was torn from wcmian's weak^ohtrol } 
But when^. amid the- en^toing'si ^oom, • 
I looVd on Laurlt'd eaHjf tdmb ; . ! 
And Uiought on ber, «o Vri^^tahd fi^ir^ 
That 9liimberM in * oblivioil Ihc^e ; 
That calm resolve I couM'not keep» 
And tb^n J wept;--^as noW I weep. 



•^ . . - ^ 
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WRITTEN ON 1*HE LASt LEAP OF SHA'KSPI^A'RE. ' 
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So now the charmed book is eilded^ Mary I 

The wand is brok^n/and^ the spell is o'er ; - 
And thou hast mused or smiled o'er witch and faery. 

Till Fancy's imps familiar seiiiblaiice wore* 
What though thy ^biigue's sweet song be distant larj 
By that soft bosom^ and that gentle eye, 
I knew thee genuine child of poesy, 
When erst thou toldst me of that twin-bom star, 
Divinest Spenser ! When did cifber seem 
(As they to thee) two boats upon one stream/ 
Wafdng the rapt soul to some region fair. 
If meek-eyed Gebius were not hov'ring there ? — 
Never ! therefore, thrice-happy Maiden^ wander on. 
Again the wand is whole, the spell is not yet gone ! 
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FROM HABTLAND POINT. 

Gales of tfa' Atlantic ! blithely are ye blowing ! 
What news bring ye from o'er the Ocean waste ? 

Tides of th' Atlantic ! fiercely are ye flowing ! 
Mysterious agents ! whither do ye h^ste ? 

Answer 1 for here I stand as once of yore.* 
That glorious demigod, Alcmena's son^ 
Foil'd all his foes» and all his labours done, 

Companionless, and listened to the roar 

Of waves that seemed to live, and gaz'd intmit 
Where die red Sun down in the west was settiog. 
And saw the vision, whose bright shape besetting 

The dreams of the Ligurianf ,him first sent 

Over the dim horizon ! Matchless race ! 

To seek the Great Light in his hiding-place* 

DUNSTBR HEBMITAOE. 

. »■ - -1 - 

Hebe were a bower for Love ! This balmy grot 
Cresting the mountain summit, whiles around 

The thick oaks shut the worid from fliis sWeet spot. 
The great s^a rolls beyond vrith ceaseless squ^mI ! 

On such an eve as this^ O Mary, be 
In such a place as this, and I will tell 
My love vrith holier warmth, touch'd by the speU 

Intense of heaven, of air^ of earthy and sea. 

Tien should our love be glowing as you sky^ 
Pure as the crescent in the dim twilight. 
Eternal as the ocean in his might. 

And we the Lovers joyously on hig}i 

Sitting above the world. But distant fiur 

Art tfiou, and lonely, like the evening star. 

t Golnmbiu. . ^r ' 
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And Time has spared no more! Those ruins gray 
Left the sole vouchers for the house of prayer^ 

To tell the pensive truant from his viray 
That voice of rapture once was breathing there ! 

Strange ! for the mountain rears its head as high. 
The river murmurs in its course as clear ; — 
Cen yet mediinks a spirit lingers here ; 

And each lone fragment, as I wander by. 

Speaks of a fall'n Religion. Awful thought ! 
To diose who know how frail all earthly power, 
When the dread' summons of our latest hour 

Calls us away — to be as we have fought ~ 

The fight of faith ! but hark ! the night-wind sings ! 

Farewell ! still record of forgotten things. 



ON THE PRACTICAL BATHOS. 

" To siiik the deeper— rose the higher."— Pope. 

Althouoh many learned scholars have laboured with much 
diligence in the illustration of the Bathos in poetry,, we do not 
(^member to have seen any essay calculated to point out the 
beauties and advantages of this figure when applied to actual life. 
Surely there is no one who will not allow that the want of such 
an essay is a desideratum which ought, as soon as possible, to be 
supplied. Conscious as we are that our feeble powers are not 
properly qualified to fill up this vacuum in scholastic literature; 
yet, since the learned commentators of the present day have their 
hands fiill either of Greek or politics, we, an unlearned, but we 
trast a harmless body of quacks, will endeavour to supply the 
place of diose who kill by rule^ and will accordingly offer, for the 
advantage of our fellow-citizens, a few brief remarks on the 
Practical Bathos. 



:€4 CM the Practical Bathos. 

We will first lay it down as a principle^ that the etrqoffiSnifroiii, 
as well in life as in poetry, is a figure, the beauties of which are 
innumerable and incontrovertible. For the benefit of my fair 
readers (for Phoebus and Bentley forbid that an Etonian should 

here need a Lexicon) I will state that the fisure aVpo0'Sfxi)rov 
is '^ that which produceth things unexpected. Take a few ex- 
amples. In poetry there is a notable instance of this figure in 
the (Edipus Tyraimm of Sophocles, where th/e messenger who 
discloses to CEdipiis his mistake in supposing. Polybus to be his 
father, believipg that the intelligence he brings is of the most 
i^reeable nature, plants a dagger in the heart of his hearer by 
every word he utters. But Sophocles, although he must be ac- 
knowledged a great master of the dramatic art, is infinitely sur- 
passed in the use of this figure by our good friend Mr. Farley of 
Covent-Gardep. When we sit in mute astonishment to survey the 
various pictures which he conjures up, as it were by the wand of 
a sorcerer, in a mQment;< when columns and coal-holes, palaces 
and pig-sties, summer and winter, succeed each other with such 
perpetually diversified images ;< — we are continually exclaiming, 
'* Mr. Farley, what next? '' Every minute presents us with a new 
and more perfect specimen of this figure. Far be it from us to 
speak disrespectfully of Sophocles, for whpm, as in duty bound, 
we entertain a most sincere veneration ; but he certainly must 
rank beneath Mr. Farley as a manager of the aVpo^Xoxi^TOV. 
One of the most striking examples of the present day which we 
can recommend to those who wish to apply this figure to the pur- 
poses of actual life, is (may we say it without being accused of a 
political allusion ?) her Majesty Queen Caroline. That illustrious 
personage, in one beautiful passage (we mean her passage from 
Calais to Dover), has certainly proved herself a perfect mistress 
of the cLic^oai6vL^TOV. 

Of this figure the Bathos must be considered a most elegant 
species. Again, for the benefit of our fair readers, we will ob- 
serve, that die usual signification of the Bathos is — the Art of 
Siiiking in I^oetry.; but what we here propose to discuss is " the 
Art o£ Siokii^g in Life ;"— an art of which it may be truly said, that 
those who practise it skilfully only stoop to conquer. 

It must be evident to every person who is at all coi^versant widi 
the motives and origin of human opinions, that man is accustomed 
to regard with a feeling of animosity those who are pre-eminent 
in any science or virtue, — 

^ Urit enim fulgore suo qui prsegravat artes 
Infra se positas." 

BntiUiis invidious and hostile feeling vanishes at once, when we 
behold the object of it sinking suddenly from the ds^zzlifig sphere 
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he originally occupied, and reducing himself -to a level with ordi- 
nary mortals* The divine and incomparable Clarissa would- never 
have been considered divine and incomparable^ had she laever been 
betrayed into b, faux pas ] and I question whether Bonaparte was 
ever looked upon with so favourable an eye as when he' afforded 
a specimen of the Bathos, in his descent from ^* the EmperOr of 
France " to " the Captive of St. Helena/' 

But the strongest argument that can be used in recommendation 
of this science is, that we are by Nature herself compelled to make 
use of it. Whatever richest we may amass, whatever age we may 
attain, whatever honours we may enjoy, we are continually lookibg 
forward to one certain and universal Bathos, '' Death.'' From 
learning, from wealth, from power^ our descent is swift and in- 
evitable. We look upon the graves of our kindred, and say Ivith 
Hamlet^ — " to this must we come at last." 

This doctrine is so beautifully illustrated by a passage in Holy 
Writ, that we cannot refrain from laying it before our readers^ :— 

*^ Alexander, son of Philip the Macedonian, made many wars, and won many 
strong holds, and slew the kings of the earth. And he gathered a might j strong 
host, and nded over countries and nations and kings, who became tributaries tb 
Sum. Andjdter these tilings he feU sick, — ^and percei?ed that he should — die,*^ 

A more beautifril instance of this figure cannot be imagined. 
It needs no comment. But we fear we lire growing too serious, 
and shaH therefore pursue this branch of our dissertation no 
further. 

We hope our readers are by this time thoroughly convinced of 
the beauty and utility of this figure ; we will proceed to exhort 
them most earnestly to apply themselves immediately to the study 
of ** the Art of Sinking m Life." 

The art may be divided into a great number of species ; but 
all, we believe, may be comprehended under two heads^ — ^the 
Bathos Gradual, and the Bathos Precipitate. We will offer a 
few concise remarks upon both, without pretending to decide be- 
tween the various merits of each. Indeed, the opinion of the 
wcrid appears to be pretty much divided between them ; as there 
are some bathers^ who stand for a time shivering on the brink, and 
atlast totter into the stream with a tardy and reluctant step, — 
while there are others who boldly plunge into the tide with a hasty 
and impetuous leap. 

The Bathos Gradual is principally practised by' poets and by 
coquettes. Of its use by the former we have frequent examples 
in our own day. A gentleman publishes a book ; it is bought, 
fead, and admired. He publishes another, and his career of 
sinking immediately commences. First he sinks into a book- 

* Maccahees, chapter 1. 




06 On the Practical Baihos. 

maker ; next he iinh into absurdity ; next he sinks idb me^ 
crity ; next he sinks into oblivion; and, as it is impossible for hta 
to sink much lower, he may then begin to think of rising to t 
garret. 

The life of CUoe affords an admirable instance of die effect 
with which this species of the art may be exercised by coquettes. 
At twenty-four, Chloe was a fashionable beauty ; at twenty-six she 
began to paint ; at twenty-eight she was — ^not what she had been; 
and at thirty she was voted a maiden lady ! Or, to use the slang 
of the loungers of the day : at twenty-four she was bang-ig»; at 
twen^-six she was a made-tip thing ; at twenty-eight she was done 
tp; and at thirty it was — all up with her. 

The Bathos Precipitate is adapted to the capacities of great 
generals, substantial merchants^ dashing bloods, and young ladies 
who are in haste to be married. * For examples of it in the first 
we must refer you to JuvenaFs Tenth Satire, as this part of our 
subject is hackneyed, and we despair of saying any thing new 
upon it. 

For examples of the Bathos Precipitate in trade, you must make 
inquiries among the Bulls and Bears on the Stock Exchange ; 
diey can instruct you much better than ourselves by what method 
you may be a good man at twelve o'clock, and a bankrupt at one. 

Upon referring to our memoranda, we find some inimitable 

examples of this species of the Bathos among the two latter 

classes of its practitioners. Some of these we will extract for the 

amusement of our readers : — 

•- 
Sir Edmund Gnlley.— Became possessed of a handsome property by the death of 

his uncle, Febraary 7, 1818. — Sat down to Rouge et Ninr^ Febraary 14, 1818, 

12 o'clock P. M.— 4Shot himself through the head, February 16, 1818, 8 o'clock 

A. ir. 
Lord F. Maple. — ^Acquired great eclat in an affair of honour, March 2, 1818.-- 

Horsewhipped for a scoundrel at the Second Newmarket Meeting, 1818. 
Mr. G. Bungay.— ^ptember, 1819. Four in hand— blood horses — shag-coat— 

pearl buttons. October, 1819, Plain chaise and pair. 
Bliss Lydia Dormer. — ^May, 1820. Great beauty— manifold accomplishmoits— 

£4000 apyear. June, 1820— Cikere <ume of Sir J. Falkland. 
The Hon. Miss Amelia Tempest.— (From a daily paper of July 1820.)—^ Mairiage 



* We might have added Stage Managers. Their genius for the Bathoe Preci- 
pitate is fr^uently displayed in Notices of the foUowing kind : — 

Monday, January 7. 

^ The New Drama, entitled , has been received with uninterrupted 

bunts of applause, and will be repeated every evening till farther notice.'' 

Tuesday, January 8. 

^ In obedience to the wishes of the Public, the New Drama, entitled , 

is withdrawn." 
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mmofl alter bj tii9 Mupqnis of Looney." 

9 tiie MUM v^p^i of Aiigiut 1830.)— << Elopemont ia U|^ lifeir— List week 

I Hob. Um A]ii4-€ T4kip-et doped wilh her fii11iei% Ibotiiiaiu'' 

_ ^ 

[letder^ — ^When we inform you that we ourselves had long 
ftained a sneaknig kindness for the amiable Amelia, you will 
^e to yourself die emotion with which' we read the above 
igraph. We jumped from the table in a paroxysm of indig- 
oo, and conlmitted to the flames the obnoxioaa chronicler of 
disappointment ; but the next moment competed our feelings 
I ft truly stoic firmness, and, with a steady hand, we wrote down 
name of the Hon. Miss Amelia Tempest, as an admirable 
icient in the Bathos Precipitate. 

P.O. 



THB TEMPLE OP DIANA AT EPHESUS. 

Whilb the lost eye in mournful glances falls 
O'er the sad relics of thy mouldering walk. 
Still, E^iesus, thy andent glories roll. 
In ftmcied visions, Ihrdagh &e gazelr's soul ; 
And round his heart the far-famed altars throng. 
That live in history's page, or poet's song ; 
Where nations flock'd in wondering awe to own 
The mighty fane-— the Virgin Goddiess' throne. 

Bright o'er the mind the kindling prospect glows, 
Where fresh to life the chaste Ionic «ro8e ; 
Twice sixty columns reared the ^oriotis pile. 
Twice sixty monarchs rais'd the lengtfi'ning file ^ 
These, rudely grand, in native greatiiess (dene, > 
- In varied sculpture's softer graces, these ;. 

Here the fleet steed, the warrior's madd'nmg strife. 
Awake each struggling nerve to mimic life ; . 
The Groddess breathes through all : still — still we trace 
The lofty dome, die massy portal's base^ 

OL; I. F 



01^ The' Temple of Diana at Sphemt. 

StiH €he bright gold and blazing diamond shmetf^ ' 
'^^ Jbo|]Hi(Me^9 ajijBles, and flower-epcifcled shrjpes. 
High in the taiiat appeared the heavenly form. 
Breathing in lifelessness, in coldness waim^ir*- 
W$mQ, as ^ yprje shjB smil'd in CQns^us pride, 
On >CyBthHs' brow, or swift Eurotas' tide ; 
Fair, as 'mid heaven's almighty powers above, 
,SJbi9 stood CQnfQ9^, the progeny of Jove. 

Accurst Ephesian ! * when thine impious hand 
Seiz'd the red torch^ and hurl'd the fiery brand. 
Destruction hurried from her midnight hell. 
Smiled o'er the ruin, and thy country fell. 
'Twas then afar the fated clime gave birth 
To Philip's son, the mighty lord of earth ; i* 
Round hmt ^^'^gf^ pf W» C0Wtry> wroijgs. 
Fair Gnejcia's bq^t, jhie conqj^ering ph^I^I^ Jlvpngs, 
The guardian poiSji;^^ desalt ^ Mtteriffg jwiey. 
And A§ia bova il^oe^^ the ^vc^g^^ swfiy. 

'Reft iof % |>n4e^-^^pQil'4jby ,if» victor's swQiid, 
See tby Ipst joy,4^9f0rtfed/Qvee9, restqr'd. 
E'en inow thy aons beMd^ witji wcm4^riij|g ^es. 
The gorgeous pile in brighter glories rise ; 
AgftiP ithje gpd^^? Nim» tor glittei;ing,f|^e. 
The Paean rings, .the Vfk^nk ble;^d«i fig^; 
Fly swift, ^e ^pii^J ^d ba^te, ye MefvH years ! 
'TIS 4p5^hT^;wes8icng^pf h^^ ! ^ 

'TIS Jfcwi, t ^Jmp b wt 4ws mild B|BdeeD9je^ T^^Wf 
'Mid Treacfesijr's ;^e, 9x4 ?^P)?^.^^^i9^!? .f^WP^ f 



* Enttostratos. 

t B^ |r«wljB,9f JWffMi was ,fl^^y(E|d ,by ,^^ }^ t^ ,f^e ^^f^ wK 
Alexander the Great was bf^ro. 
t St Paul. 



^ffha» erriiig mjmi^s i^'d th' uii^alloyd rite. 
Gleams tbe pure ray of Heav^i's auspicious lig^t ; 
And on those stones die godless Pagan trod, 
7%e 9m$i^ Christian stands, ^(jl spi;ead8 the woiid of Qod. 



GENIUS. 

What is Genius? 'tis a flame 
Kindling all the human frame ; — 
"Tis the ray that lights the eye, 
So/t in loye-T^in bf^tde Jugh ;— 
'Ti^ the lightning of the fQii^, 
Unsubdued and undefined ;r— 
^is the flood that pours along 
"^The full clear me^lody of song ; — 
'Tis the sacred boon of Heav'n, 
To its choicest favourites given ;~ 
They who feel can paint it well, 

,What4s\Gewu« ^ t — t^y. 



NiqKJNAVl^. 
<< Xasco qui posi^^t ({icere ' lasce/'^ 

B jnyeiitip^ a^d appropriation of J^icknames are studie^i 
,bsm Wdnt of proper cultivation, nave of late yearp venr 
jecay/^d. Since these arts cpi^tribute so mui^li to fliewell- 
md satisfaction of our Etonian witlingSr-Hsince , the younger 
' ^ur ^qpmmunity could hardly exist irdiey y ere denied. the 

pnpertostate, that those lines Itave eppe^^ired soireptltioiiBlyafewweeks 
Jie 5< ilfanitii^ Cbroniele/' in which the b^ai|]c in tl^e last line wgs fflledi 
the aajae of Lord '* Byron." We deem it rigl^t to mentton this, becanse 
^SlJUch onginaUy occupied the space was that of a 8clioolfiB|low, whmm 
igiy, tpj}B9^9|i aipong the nnmber of onr cpntiributo^ 

F 2 
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pleasure of affixing a ludicrous addition to the name^ of ihiar 
seniorSy-^-we hop^ that the consideration of this art in all its 
branches and bearings, will be to many an amusing^ and to some 
an improving, disquisition. 

The different species of nicknames may be divided and subdi- 
vided into an endless variety. There is the nickname direct, the 

nickname oblique, the nickname vutr iiox^l^f the nickna9ke XftT 
^VTiCp^f'iy, and a multitude of others, which it is unnecessaiy 
here to particularize. We shall attempt a few remarks upon tfiese 
ifeur principal classes. 

The Nickname Direct, as might be expected, is by far more an- 
cient than any other we have enumerated. Much has been argued 
upon the elegance or inelegance of Homer's perpetually-repeated 
epithets ; for our part we imagine Homer thought very little upon 
the elegance or inelegance of the expressions to which we allude, 
since we cannot but regard his Scivbog MsviXctog — ic6ictc ofxOc A%iX- 
XBVf — etvai^ ivi^av 'Ayaiiey^vaVy and other passages of the same 
kind, not even excepting the thundering cognomen which is 
tacked-on to his Jupiter, Zevg v4^i€pe[ien^gy as so many ancient and 
therefore inimitable specimens of the nickname direct. Thu 
<:lass is with propriety divided into two smaller descriptions ; the 
nickname Personal, and the nickname Descriptive. The first of 
these is derived from some bodily defect in its object ; the latter 
from some excellence or infirmity of the mind. 

The nicknames which were applied to our early British kings 
generally fell under one of these denominations. William Rufus 
and Edward Longshanks are examples of the first, while Heniy 
Beauclerc and Richard Coeur de Lion afford us instances of the 
second.— We cannot depart from this part of our subject without 
adverting to the extreme liberty which the French have heea 
accustomed to take with the names of their kings. With that 
volatile nation, '' the Cruel," " the Bald," and " Sie Fat/* seem 
as constantly the insignia of royalty, as the sceptre and the crown. 
We must confess, that, were it not for the venerable antiquity of 
the species, we should be glad to see the nickname persoiyal^o- 
^ly discontinued, as in our opinion the most able proficient in 
this branch of the science evinces a great portion of ill-nature, 
and very little ingenuity. 

The merit of the nickname Oblique consists principally in its 
incomprehensibility. It is frequently derived, like the former, 
from some real or imaginary personal defect ; but the allusion.is 
generally so twisted and distorted in its formation, that even the 
object to whom it is applied is unable to trace its origin, or to be 
offended by its use. Tne discovery of the actual fountain horn 
whence so many ingenious windings and intricacies proceed, is 
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really a puzzling study for cue who wishes to make himself ac- 
qaainted witfi tibe elementary principles of things. In short, the 
nickname oblique resembles the great river, the Nile : its mean- 
ders are equally extensive ; its source is equally concealed. We 
have a specimen of this species in the appellation of oar worthy 
Secretaiy. Mr. Golightly made a pleasant^ though a sufficiently 
obvious hit, when he addressed Mr. Richard Hodgson by the 
iimiiliar abbreviation of Pam. We should recommend to the 
professors of the nickname oblique, two material, though much 
neglected, requisites^ — simplicity and perspicuity ; for, in spite of 
the long and attentive study which we have devoted to this branch 
of the art, we ourselves have been frequently puzzled by unau- 
thorized corruptions both of sound and sense, and lost amidst the 
drcoitous labyrinth of a far-fetched praenomen. We were much 
onbarrassed by hearing our good friend, Mr. Peter Snaggs, ad- 
dressed by the style of ^* Died Soles,'* until we remembered that 
his grandfather had figured as a violent Methodist declaimer in 
the metropolis : nor could we conceive by what means our old 
associate, Mr. Mathew Dunstan, had obtained his classical title 
of Fbrceps, until we recollected the miraculous attack made by 
the tongs of his prototype upon the nasal orifices of his Satanic 
antagonist. 

The third species is derived from an implied excellence in any 
one specified study. It is known by the sign " The.** Thus, 
2%6 n histler, in Tales of My Landlord, is so called from his having 
excelled all others in the polished and fashionable art of whist- 
ling. When we call Mr. Ouzel ** the blockhead," we are far 
from asserting that he is the only blockhead among our well^ 
beloved companions^ but merely mat he holds that title from un* 
disputed superlative merit; and, when we distinguish Sampson 
iNoll by the honourable designation of '* The Nose," we mean not 
to allege that Mr. Noll is the only person vrho challenges, admi- 
ration, from the extraordinary dimensions of that feature, but 
simply, that Sampson's nose exceeds, by several degrees of lon-f" 
gitude, die noses of his less distinguished competitors. 

We know not, however, whether the species which we are dis- 
cussing is not radier to be considered a ramification of die first, 
dian a separate class in itself; for it unavoidably happens that the 
two kinds are frequentiy confused, and that we know not under 
which head to arrange a name which is of an ambiguous nature, 
and may be referred with equal propriety to either definition. 

The fourth and last kind is promiscuously derived from sources 
simHar to those of the three preceding ; but in its formation it 
entirely reverses their provisions. We all know that a grove was 
called by die Latins '^ Incus ;" — a non lucendo, — that the Prasses 
of the Lower House of Parliament is called by us, " Speaker," 
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bteftulje he 18 not aHowed tojs^eat:. Such is tb^ sy&fem of At 
hicknaun^ ^hich is at presefit under cotosidetaltioij ; it is ap^Bffl 
ib its object, not from the ^uditiei} \^hicb he possesses, Viit fifom 
those ^mch he does not; not from the actions ^hidi he fas^ j^f 
fb^nb'ed. hiit fr6th diose which he has not: in shbirt; tbtithiieijU 
its disajfjguishifig character, and absurdity its prfaicipal tiieflt.-^ 
^hticjuity win supply us with several admirable np&did&iB, 
Ptolemy murdered his brother, and wfts called ** Phili^delplWs/' 
The Furies, to say the best of them, were spiteful old maids, 
and they were nicknamed " The Befievolent." In our tnfies it is 
cettaifily iti inor^ general use than any other class ; nor ifl( this to 
be v^oridered at, when we consider the extrabrdinary ifeatnbsfs of 
irony which is with great facility couched under it. It has h^ 
wdl observed by some French author, whose ndm^ has esca^led 
our ihemoiy, that if you call Yic^ by her own name; she laii^i 
at you; biit if ^ou address her by the name of Virtue, silic 
blushjes. To give a plainer illustration, — if you say to OiiM, 
'* Blofckh'ead,'' it is an unregarded truth ; if you crj ont to hiHi, 
" GeAtQs,'' it is a bitiiig sarcasm. Nothiji^, indeed, can be imapd^S 
idore iii41ignantl^ severe than this weapon of irody; ekerbised wi^ 
skill aiid pointed with malevolence ; no satire is more easy to Wi 
assailant, and more painful to the assailed, than that which giy^s 
to deformity the praise of beauty, and designates absurdity by the 
title of Absolute Wisdom. 

We Utely had the honour of reckoning anibng our iiearesi «hB 
clearest friends Dr. Simdn Colley, a gentleman who was as e^ti- 
inabte for the excellent qualities of his mind, as he was ridiculous 
firoiii the whimdibal brbportfoni^ of his body. Miist we ^ive a dit- 
tcription of our tnttcn-lainbnted friend? If the reader will cblllsti 
tOgethei* the various personal defects of all his acquaintatice,v^if 
hie will add the lameriess of one to the diminutive stature of ^- 
bflier,-^if be vrill iriiite the bast of the eye which designates a ilditi; 
td the departiife trom thb rectiliiieal line which bbautifles the bktl 
Xit a foiirth; he vHIl then have some faint idett of the bodily p^t- 
fections of Dr; Sitiioii Colley. The Doctor tvas perfectly ctiti- 
l^inoHi of his peculiarities, and was frequently in thl3 habit of 
ehooslh^ tes coTpoTzl ^pp^earahce as the thenits of a hearty Mtigb; 
or tU^ subject of jobtilaJr lamentation; ybt the soiind Eieiisne ittid 
cnltiVatbd phiibsofmy of our respected friend was not proof aeaikist 
the tiiibifjected vbbiferdtioh of a well-a{)plied nickdam^; and al^ 
though his fUvburite topic of coiiversation was tb6 peirsbtid r^ 
tieml^sthbe hb bdre to the i^enbwtied JEsop, he fleV^ intb the niost 
iiolettt pait>xysink of hige when he was pointed tit by soine litlde 
iihjiertinbfats, as the Apollo Belvidere. 

But this sort of nickname is hot used merely as the instrunieiit 
of wit, or the Weapon of ill-nature; it assuiiics obcdsioiialiy a 
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taam serious garb^ and becomes the language of flatterj, or die 
adulatiori of hypocrisy. In this form it is of great service in 
dedicatory epistles and professions of love. When Vapid entreats 
Lord ? to prefix his name to a list of subscribers^ he whines 
oat the praises of his '^ M tecenas/^ with all the mouitiful earnest- 
ness with which a criminal exalts the clemency of his judge ; but 
die mamier in which he chuckles at the munificence of his patron 
over a beef-steak at the Crown and Cushion, prove very evidently 
diat Vapid b a hypocrite, and that " Maecenas'' is a nickname, 
ibid WTOU Miss Pimpkinson, a maiden lady with 40,000/., smiles 
tipoti the adoration of Sir Horace Conway, a fashionable without 
a farthing, she litde dreams that *' Venus/' which is her title in 
the boudoir, is only her nickname at the club. 

Having now presented our friends with a cursory sketch of 
these four principal classes, we shall sum up the whole by offering 
to the remder a specimen in which we lately heard the four kinds 
admirably blended together. '' Toup/' cried '' All the Talents," 
lell 'Swab' diat I have a thrashing in store for the 'The Poet.'" 
'^Toup" is the nickname Oblique, borne by its possessor in con- 
sequence of some supposed relation between the longitude of his 
physiognomy and the Longinus of the erudite Toupius. ^' Swab" 
IS the nickname Direct, applied to a rotund gentleman. *' The 
Poet" is juer ^^o%iiv ; " ^^ poet," because he is supereminently 
poetical : and '^ All the Talents" is ^itn-^ ivri^ttfri'i ; ** AH th^ 
Talents," because he is the veriest blockhead upon the face of 
our Etonian heitiisphet^. 

It will be needless to enumerate the many minor classes of this 
ilhportatit Subject ; it will be heedless to dwell upon the iiickfiidtt^ 
dlassiddl, the hickiikme Clerical, the nickname Militaty, aiid th6 
l&:kiliulad Bargee; a3 we believe that no specimen of theiie is t6 
be ibtiild which may not be ranked under one of thd pf ec^^ijlig 
detoiptions. There is, however, one gfeat and extensive spetit^ 
temaining, to vtrhich we shall here give only a brief notice, a6 w6 
nity posSibljTji at sotne future period, devote a leading ai^ick to it6 
o^dehttioti,^— we mean the nickname General. Thi.^ lasf-nieli^ 
fiotied class claims our attention, from the comprehensive tnik^t 
of its operation. It is not applied to the mental foibles oi* ]p%r- 
iMtd defects of a sitagle object ; it does not ^ttkCk the failings 6f a 
iOlitikry individual ; it wastes not the lash of censure on ab isblated 
itiMabce of ab8ufdity,'^^but it inflicts a wound upoll thousands 
hi a lAoment, abd stamps the mark of rididiile thpbii niiibbei'ldiis 
'^^USi The Quizzes, the Prigs, the Marines, the Chaises, i^r^, 
MDlig^t our ahimni, well-known examples of the nicknaiAi^ 
Geberal. 

flttt we have too long lost sight of the main object of our pre- 
sent lUtiubradoli, which was, the retommeAdation of this art to 
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our feUoW-€idzeii8y as a commendAle, tfioagh nmchHiegleicfled 
stodf. When we say machHdeglected, we mean nbtdnit niek^ 
names have ceased to be die rage, and are falling into disvM (for 
certainly tfiere never was an age in which they spread more koii- 
riandy) ; but we allude to the lamentable decay of imaginstioil iad 
ingeouity in their formation. If we look back to ancient times^ 
we^hall find, diat, in those days, nicknames were derived firooi 
the same sources as in the present age ; they had their origin from 
natural defects, from personal deformities; yet how amazingly do 
the cogfioimmi of antiquity exceed in elegance and taste the nick- 
names of more modem date. How wonderfully are the ^ ClUcken** 
the ** Shanks" the '' Nosey/* of Etonian celebrity surpassed by 
the ^Pullus/' the '* Scaurus," the/' Cicero;* of Roman litera- 
ture. It is a disgrace upon the genius of our generation, that, at 
a time when other arts have arrived at such a high perfection Uiat 
our age may almost be considered the Augustan age of the world, 
the art of nicknames should have totally lost the classical polish 
for which it was in the olden time so eminently remarkable, unt3 
it has sunk into the vehicle of vulgar abuse, neither adorned hj 
wit nor chastened by urbanity. 

These considerations have induced us to give our most serious 
attention to the advancement and improvement of the art. We 
are confident that our researches in this line of literature have not 
been misapplied ; and our readers will surely agree with us, when 
they reflect on the maniAld utility of the study, when properly 
cultivated. There is so little variety in English Christian names, 
that, where friends are in the habit of using them, great mist^dies 
must naturally take place. A simame, as Charles Surface ob* 
serves, *' is too formal to be registered in Liove's calendar." A 
nickname avoids alike the ambiguity of the one, and the stiffness 
of the other ; it unites all the familiari^ of the first with all the 
utility of the second. Besides this, the nickname is a brief de- 
scription of its object;— -it saves a million of questions, and an 
hour of explanation : it is in itself a species of biographv. Ho- 
mer, when he gives to his Juno the nickname of *' Bull s-eyed,'' 
exjHresses in a word what a modem rhynjier would dilate into a 

Canto. ^ ^ > . 

For the rescuing <^ nicknames from the obloquy into. which 
they have fallen, we have collected a large assortment of them^ 
which we are ready to dispose of to applicants at a very low price. 
We have in our stock appellations of every description,' — the 
Classical, the Familiar, the Theatrical, the Absurd, the Compli- 
mentary, the Abusive, aoid the Composite. By an application at 
ourpublisher's, nets nicknames may be had at a moment's notice^ 
— ^Tne wit and the blockhead, the sap and the idler, shall be 
fitted with denominations which shall be alike appropriate and 
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tering, so that tl^y shall innther outrage nropnety, nor offend 
pHcanceit. The Dandy shall be suited wim a name which shall 
ir no allusion to stays, and the Coquet widi btae which shall 
DO way reflect upon rouge* In short, we have a collection of 
rdlies adapted to bodi sexes, and proper for all ages. In one 
Bg only is our stock deficient; and that, we are confident, will 
supplied previous to the appearance oif.our Second Number, 
e have no doubt that some obfigingly sarcastic associate will 
our us with a new and an ingenious nickname for The 
roNiAK. 



MT BROTHER'S ORAV& 
(FnmtktPoeirif^H^CoBtgeMtigmne^) \ 

Beneath the chancel's hallowed stone, 

ExposM to every rustic tread. 
To few, save rustic mourners, known. 

My brother, is thy lowly bed. 
Few words, upon the rough stone 'graven. 

Thy name — ^thy birth — ^thy yOudi declare — - 
Thy innocence — thy hopes of Heaven-— 

In simplest phrase recorded there. 
No 'scutdieons shine, no banners wave. 
In mockery o'er my brother's grate. 

The place is silent — rarely sound 
Is heard those ancient walls around ; 
Nor mirthful voice of friends that meet 
Discoursing in the public street ; 
N(Hr hum of business dull and loud, 
Nor miumur of the passing crowd, 
Nor soldier's drum, nor trumpet's swell. 
From neigfab'ring fort or citadel ; 
No sound of human toil or strife 
To death's lone dwelling speaks of life. 



. miere ^u, beneath thy bami stone. 
Art kid iii that imslartled sleep 

The fitiilgf 4qr6 taiih taeter knbiiii. 
Itie lonely Wtdd's foofsiep fails 
In dismal echoes on the walls. 
As/ itowly piaeifly tiiro^sh the akle^ 

He sweeps th' unholy dust away. 
And cobwebs, whidi most not defile 

Those windows on the Sabbath-day ; 
And, passing thfoiigti the central dave, 
Treaifa li^tljr on iny bifolber's ^lave. 

But when the sweet-ton'd Sabbath-chime, 

Pouring its music on the breeze, 
Proclaims the well-known holy time 

Of prayer, and thanks, and bended knees y 
When rustic crowds devoutly meet, 

And lips and hearts to God are given. 
And souls enjoy oblivion sweet 

Of earthly ill?, in thoughts of Heaven ; 
What voice of calm and solemn tone 
Is heard above thy burial stone ? 
What form in priestly meek array 
Beside the altar kneels to pray ? 
What hojy hands are lifted up 
To bless the sacramental cup ? 
Full well I know that rev'rend form. 

And if a voice could reach the dead. 
Those tones would reach thee, though the worm. 

My brother, makes thy iieart his bed; 
That Sire, wno thy existence gave. 
Now stands beside thy lowly grave. 



&f^. (tt 



Withitf ^i^ iMHred ^MU tb WmAi 
This altar; thiit h^iviai ftitti 

Thii^« stbilei MfieK tf6ir til> dtiKI (i6ii&eiff; 
The sweet tCTil^ of A^ jS^bMtttt^Mtt; 

Were holifesf obj^^ td th^T sdU; 
On these thy spirit lovM to dwell. 

Untainted by the W6rld'i» cdtfittbl.* 
My brother, thoii«f ^ei« hippy dtf^s^ 

When thou aild I w^re chiMii^ yet ; 
How fondly memoly stili sarv^i 

Those scenesi tfie h^tert ctH d€*et fbtfei ! 
My sold Wkft Atn, as thin^ i^ no#, 

Unstain'd by sM, tmitxtdghy piin ; 
Peace smird on 6a6h tintlottded brow — 

Mine ne'ei- iHH be so calm H^aiM; 
How blit&ely then we baiFd the ray 
Which usher'd in the Sabbath-day ! 
How lightly di^ii our footsteps trod 
Yon pathway to the house df God ! 
For soiils^ ill which no dark oiFence 
Hath sullied childhood's innoctobei 
Best meet the pure and halloi^'d shrink. 
Which guHtier bosoms owii divine; 

■ * ■ • 

I feel not now as then I felt, 
The sunshinfe of my hfeart i^ &er ; * 

The spirit now is changed wUcfa dwelt 
Within me, in thd ds^s before; 

But thou wdrt snatbh'd, my brother, hent^/ 

In all thy guileless innocence ; 

One Sitbbath i^dw thee bend the knee^ 

In reverential |)iety^-^ 

For childish faults forgiveness crave — 

The next beam'd brightly on thy grave ! 
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Tbe crowds <rf which dKNi Iftte wort one. 
Now thioog'd across iky borial stone ; 
Rude footsteps, tnsipled on die spot. 
Where dioa hij^st mooldeiiiig and forgot ; 
And smne few gentler bosoms wept. 
In silence, ^lAere my brodier slept. 

I stood not by iky feverish bed, 

I lookM not on thy gfaudng eye. 
Nor gendy lullM thy aching head. 

Nor viewed thy dying agony : 
I felt not what ray parents felt. 

The doubtT-4he terror—- die distress — 
Nor vainly for ray brodier hndt— * 

My soul was spar'd that wretchedness. 
One sentence told me, in a breath. 
My brother's iHness— «nd his death ! 

And days of mourning glided by. 
And brought me back my gaiety ; 
FcNT soon in chiliUiood's wayward heart 
Doth cnish'd affection cease to smart. 
Again 1 join'd the sportive crowd 
Of boybh playmates, wild and loud ; 
I learnt to view with careless eye 
My sable garb of misery ; 
No morfe I wept my brother's lot. 
His image was almost forgot ; 
And ev'ry deeper shade of pain 
Had vanished from my soul again. 

The well-known morn, I used to greet 
With boyhood's joy, at length was beamings 
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And thoui^tB of hoai^ fttid hipliires tweet" 
In ev'ry ^ye« but mnii^, were gleamiiig ; 

But r, amidst that joniiML band 
Of beating hearts and beamkig eyes, 

Nor smil'd nor spoke at joy's command, - 
Nor felt those wonted ecstasies : 

I lov'd my home — ^but trembled now 

To view my father's altered brow ; 

I fear'd to meet my mother's eye. 

And hear her voice of agony ; 

I fear'd to view my native spot. 

Where he who lov'd it*— now. ma$ not. 

The pleasures of my home were fled— 

My brother slumber'd with the dead. 

1 drew near to my father's gM<e-^ 
No smiling faces niet me now — 

I enter'd— all was desolate— 
Grrief sat upon my mother's brow ; 

I heard her, as she kiss'd me, sigh ; 

A tear stood m my Other's eye ; ' 

My little brothers round me prest. 

In gay unthinking childhood blest. 

Long, long that hour has pa^t, but when 

Shall 1 forget its mournful scene ? 

The Sabbath came — ^with mournful pace 
I sought my brother's burial place-^ : ... 
That shrine, which when I last had view'd. 
In vigour by my side he stood. 
I gaz'd around with fearful eye — 
All things reposed in sanctity. . 
I reach'd^the chancel-— nought WM chang'd--- 
The altar decently arrang'd— 
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The |^]|^e white, ^lodi a^ve tfie i|hi7p^;-i- 

The oonMCiiited bread end winerr 
All was the ^fo^f^^ ff^fff^ Jl^ tjPSM^e 
Of sorw^wm Ijhiat hoty placp. 
One hj0fEfJM.g^ice I 4o?yn,w|wd«ve— 
My foot yma^mm^wAl^^ gniye! 

And yeare ha;^ p^^— md <hpAI V< po.w 
Forgotten jn tfcy ^^gent tfMPi^rr- 

And cheerful is my.^t^ieF'^ l^ow* 
My father^seye .ha3 ilQ?t.U9 glpQip ; 

And yew fcayiB.pwtr-^d df»tb Jmis laid 
Anotl^ yi(^ byJibyflide; 

With thoeliie.rQg^m^, an xqi^»h94». 

But not more pure than thee he dietf. 
Blest are yeJbg^ J yqjff 9^he^ i;€^ 
Beside the spc^ ye JipV^ Jibe J^st ; 
And that dear bom^^^ii^tu/i^^W.JSPur J^ 
OVloojuyow in ymr bed <;^..^^rtt^ 
But who .ca^ i(ell jsrlisit >btts^^9re 
Your angel-spir^ wander oVs^r,? 
And who qm ilejl what i3i|^tuce3ibig^ 
Now bless ^tir di 



mni'n • ». 



My boyish days are Jieady gone. 

My breast is not unsullied now ; 
And worldly xares4md woes .vdll soon 

Cut theirxleep itirrows onmy ;bfow-r- 
And life moU take a darker ihue 
From ills my Brother neveriknew* 
And I have made me bosom friends. 

And lov'd and linked my heart with others ; 
But ^fAio with mine Us spirit blends. 

As mine was blended with mybiother's;! 
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When yean of rapture glided by^ 
The spring of life's unclouded weather. 

Our souls were knit, and thou and I, 
My brother, grew in love together. 

The chain is broke which bound us then— 

When shall I find its like again? 
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THE KINO OF OLUBS. 



SUCCESS OF NO. I. 



Javu 90 die Novembris, 1820. 
iminaries having been discussed, (N. B. By preliminaries I mean 
stantial dinner, composed of beefsteaks, and a Mn. Oarraway 
[r. Golightly prepared the punch-bowl, and Mr. Courtenay, after 
the Secretary's pen and ink, produced his Green Bag, and in« 
Meeting that he was ready to proceed to business. Some time 
*ore silence could be obtained, as Sir Francis was engaged in an 
ith Mr. M. Sterling upon the expediency of the Bill of Puns 
es, and Mr. P. O'Connor was loud in a dispute with Mr. Go- 
1 the propriety of adding another lemon to the punch. When 
Jties were surmounted, and order finally restored, the Pbbsidisnt 
ened the business of the evening in the following manner:-— 
len, — ^The first topic to which I request your attention, is the success 
rst Number has met with. — (Hear, hear, hearj — ^That success, 
has been more complete, more decisive, more general, than the 
ine well-wisher to our design had reason to expect. Wherever 
m" has made his appearance he has been received with unani- 
.use. Oppidan and Colleger, Sixth Form and Fourth, Dandy 
, have united in a feeling of partiality to our work and its con- 
Jlear !) — We complain of no calumny — ^no detraction — ^no pre- 
the Tutor's study, and the Beauty's boudoir, at the Schoolboy's 
cer's mess, we have experienced the same kindness, and we owe 
zknowledgments. — (Hear!) — ^Having premised thus iar, it is 
ecessary to add that our sale has been astonishingly rapid.-— 
r .' hear ! from Mr, Burton,) — It is allowed by every one that 
considering the quantity of matter contuned in them, are una- 
> ; nevertheless, our sale has been so extensive, that no demand 
present be made upon the Privy Purse. — (Repeated cries of hear I 
Mr, Burton,) — I have in this Green Bag, €totlemen, various 
ions upon the subject of " the Etonian ;" many of them, how- 

complimentary for a public reading : I shall therefore proceed 
you such only as contun objections to the plan or execution of 

1 order that we may have an opportunity of rq»lying to them.— 
', hear,) 

UNO suggested that some one of the Members present should 
mself the office of reading and supporting the said objections, 
ChMrman should afterwards reply to them in the name of the 

o 
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Club. The proposal was agreed to, and there was a loud cry for Mr. Oak* 
ley. Mr. Oakley accordmgly rose, and Was hailed by universal acclamadon. 

As soon as there was once more a prospect of being heard, Mr. Oakley 
proceeded to return thanks for the office conferred upon him. 

** Gentlemen, — You are quite mistaken in your ideas : you have g^ven me 
this employment, because you tlunk I delight in objection and opposition ;— 
here I beg leave to contsadiot you all: if you ask whether I accept this duty, 
I agun reply — No ! I have % few objections of my own — (Laughter)-^ 
which I shall bring forward in due time, but I never will stoop to coindde 
in those of another*' — (Hear, hear, hear,) 

Withith^Bse words. Mv. OaUey pushed the bag and its contents to his next 
i|eigW)OU0> Ml. lM>«eU« who. refused it, observing^ tha^ he could not but 
a^nM iQ what kadi iall^ fr<m lyft H<»^ Fdeod* Mr« Rowley, observed Aatit 
w«9 too. bijfcteir a <f«^ for lun^ ; aodM^j Mqagrave assured tfa« Meetings that he. 
wotil4 nevw run hjs ooaeh iimtrotHl; Mr. Bortoa made some cemarics on. the; 
piaee of the mjulenal of which iih» Bag waa composed ; and Sir F- Weatwoitli) 
ar^w^ a sferong di9like> of Green Bag§ ia geaml. Finally^ that the bmsiiiMii) 
of* the Meetitkg migU npft be longer intenrupted, the Hon. G. lyfantgoBWiy 
af^reedi to press the dJjectioiis^ 

OPBNBrO OP THB> GJIBSK. BA9a 

lih»'kktn* Gm MoNVGOME&Yi after inspecting one of the letters^ infbmied; 
the Club that he h|dd in his hand » communication from Amicus, on the sob^ 
jeet of an artitfie contauyed in our last Number— he meant " The Vlsil to 
lifeonw" Amicus ftHmd fault with the. insertion of thb article, upon tha 
gvousd that it purported to come from a gentleman who had sot beeii 
Inought up at Eton. Amicus commented strongly upon the incoaustenqr of 
mentioning in one page that support could only be received from gentlemen 
who had been broughtup at Eton, while in anotherwe d^tarted from the re-i 
striction by accepting assistaace from old Wiccamist. 

Mr. M. Stbbjuno defended the Article in the follovdng manner :-rr« 

*' Gentlemenr-'-Of ^ The Visit to Eton,' to which this gentleman objeGts^ 
laat tiiCi authors I must confess wh^i I wrote that paper I had no idea.^iat 
auck an olgeedoA would be uiged, since it has been the practice of al) 
pedodical writers to write under any signature they think fit. It. is needles^ 
tD multiply examples of this license, since the periodical ii^rittts who have 
set us -this example toust be familiar t» every one's recollection.-^('A^o»>>0«l 
Mr. Oahkp.)*^li. must be evident to you. Gentlemen, hpw vevy coniDod 
our range of topics would be, if every, article were written in the chaiaeter of 
an 'EfyoxauDLj^Hetir, hear.) 

Mi*. MtJsniATB hoped that no such restriction wjould be a4optedk aahiQ 
hod by him a Letter from the Guard of the Devonshiire Subscription, whifih^ 
mnder.the proposed regulation, would become inadmissible. 

Mr. OH)oNKOli» in a strong brotgiie, observed that he ha4 beea l^^^arinfi 
a sentimental paper — (Laud laughter,)— signed Amelia Aramintaj a^ic^lM^iid 
tiiesaid paper would not be rc^ected^ because the said Amelii^ hod-^itfO^iA^ 
edaeate4 at Etxmi'^(LaughierJ 

SirF; Wjrcvwiokts was bewrd to mj wmMitig on Ae mSioe^^ mjtM 



The King of Cluhs. 85 

fic99 twrn, but Ike Hon. Btat. was imtaediatdy stopped by cries ef Mtfer^ 
mht ! 

Mr. PBRBomiiiB CoviiTENAT then pat a stop to tihe discussion by stating 
that lie was sore Arnicas, on a re^x>n8ideration of the subject, would perceirtf 
that al^ough the work is strictly confined to the writings of Etonians, it if 
ei conrse allowed lliem to write under whatever signature or character they 
tllink fit. — (Hear, hear !) 

Mr. MoNTOOMBBT ucxt read a letter from ** Oxoniensis," informing th(i 
Clab that it was the general opinion that '' The Etonian*' was principally 
supported by auxiliaries from the Universities. 

Mr. Pbrbobinb Coubtbnat said, that in order to prevent misapprehen- 
akm i^on t^s point, he would state the limits wliich he had assigned to 
foreign contributions. They had hitherto been restricted to twenty pages; 
and he did not intend they should exceed that number. 

Mr. MemraoMBBT next produced a letter from Cambridge, s^gfned ^ An 
BtomBB,'' contaimng some animadversions on several parts of No. 1. The 
ilnt ef these was a censure of the Anaclvonisms in ''The Eve of Battle." 
CkurCmrespondent remarks with some force upon the inconsistency of the 
mixture of '' steel-bound hands" with '' Bhies^ and '' bayonets ;** and 
points out the impropriety of placing '' Allan the Moss-troopei^ in the same 
qK>ch with ** Cribb" and ** Tattersall's.'' He is also somewhat severe upon 
tiie usage of *' unpeels,'' which, he observes, is to be found ** ndther in the 
Shnig^ or Johnson's Dictionary." He next notices the eiror of ''rouge et 
Uanc ;*' and finally enters into an argument upon the nidniame " Swab," 
which he maintuns to be the nickname Oblique ; whereas we have brought 
h fiNTwaid as a specimen of the nickname Direct. 

Mr. Montgomery having concluded, the President briefly replied to Ae 
SBguBMBts of " An Etonian." He would willingly admit that "The Eve of 
Battle," strictly analyzed, presented throughout a mass of absurdity and io- 
fsttsistency \ the very idea of discovering such a diversity of characters, l3ring 
nde by side in such a situation, presented at once a glaring impossibility. 
Bat as the situation of a fiekl of battle was merely chosen as a vehicle for the 
kitNHiiieCion of characters, he considered the above-mentioned errors vennt^ 
Hiosgh not perhaps justifiable, fiiults. " Unpeels" vice " peels" was evx- 
dantty a slip of the pen, but not metri gratia, as our correspondent imagined, 
sinoe nothing covdd have been more easy than the alteration of the name 
which precedes it. Rouge et " Blant^* was an inaccuracy of a similar kind; 
our friends are requested to substitute with their pens " noir" for " Mane.** 
The objection relating to the Nick-name " Swid)," Mr. Gonrtenay consi^ 
dtoredtoa insignificant for notice. The Pkvsident concluded, by expressing 
Ms obligotioBs, as Editor, to " An Etoman," for hb good m^ua and good 
opinion. 

Mr. Montgomery was proceeding to select another letter,, when Mr. Mus- - 
grave remarked, that this seemed a strange long stage, and the Passengers 
woe all frilmg asleep; Mr. Lozell begged leave to cmndde with his Hon- 
muMt FKend's senthnents. Mr. Oakley then made the fbllowing hanoigue, 
vilAAlndalleMttheeifectofwddng * the Fassengjara *'^— 

o 2 
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GeDtlemen,— I don't beg^ leave to speak, like my friend Lozell; beAUM 1 
liave a right to speak, and what is more, I will speak.— (Hear, hear.J^^^^r 
do I " coincide" with my Hon. Friend's (Mr. Musgrave) sentiments. 1 
differ from him on both points. — (Laughter, and cries of hear, hear,) — If 
you think I'm to be upset — (Hear, from Mr, Musgrave,) — by ridicule, I 
differ from you there. — (Hear, hear.)-—li you think — {Cries of Go on—go 
an,) — ^If you think Vm going to " go on" at your bidding, I'm sorry for you 
— and I differ from you there." 

The Honourable Gentleman sat down amidst loud and continued plaudits ; 
at the close of which the President rose and spoke as follows : — 

** Gentlemen, — I believe it is your wish that the letters I have l^d before 
you should be disposed of in a speedier manner than can be accomplished, a» 
we are at present proceeding ; — I will therefore briefly mention to you the 
scope and tendency of the remainder of these communications, few of which 
require a serious answer j indeed our correspondents for the most part are in 
their opinions so perfectly dissimilar, that the expressions of one not un- 
frequently form a reply to the expressions of another. The first I take up 
is an admonitory Epistle from Chancery-lane, signed Thales ; its object is to 
reconunend less levity, and more sound principle in our succeeding Numbers. 
The next is from ' A Fourth Form ;' he hopes to see no more prosy essays^ 
and plenty of ' Slang* from Mr. Musgrave." 

Mr. Musgrave swore '^ A Fourth From" drove good cattle ; and F. Went- 
worth was sure that if our young well-wisher would come to the next Meet- 
ing, every member of the Club would givohim his Liberty, 

The President then continued : — 

*' ' The Shade of Addison' wishes Poetry to be excluded ; * Philomusus' 
expresses the same wish with regard to Prose. ' A Midnight Taper* dis- 
approves of the careless manner in which the King of Clubs composes ; and 
a * Landscape Painter* advises us to remove the Robes of his Fusticulalr 
Migesty from our cover. — * These,' remarked the Chairman, '* are the only 
objections to our Work which we have received ; and from these it must be 
obvious to you that the First Number of ' The Etonian,' as a whole, has 
experienced very general approbation. This approbation I do not attribute 
to the merit of the contents, but to the principles on which it is founded.— 
{Hear, hear, hear,) — Our only aim is to exert our utmost abilities for the 
reputation of Eton, and the amusement of her alumni : the event has been as 
I expected. — ^The condescension of our Superiors, and the good-nature of 
our Equals, have alike looked with partiality on our undertaking. — {Loud 
cheers,) — I will now detain you no longer on this topic — ^" 

Here the worthy Chsdrman was interrupted by Mr. Oakley, who obsarred 
that his objections had not yet been heard. — ^He then proceeded to deliver 
them in the following manner : — 

MR. oaklet's avowed PREDILECTION FOR TEA. 

^ Gentlemen, — ^The first point to which I shall call your attention, is a 
manifest indecorum in the proceedings of the King of Clubs. I allude to 
A^ F^inch-bowL — {Murmurs.y^l^o not mktfdce me— -I love Pimeh,f-^ir««r^ 
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fteof),— for there is in it the spirit of contradictioii. — (LaughterO^-Tht In- 
gredients all oppose each other : — 



" For when a bowl of Panoh we make, 
Fonr striking opposites we take.' 



tt 



** But/' Gentlemen, " much aa I admire Punch in private^ I disapprore of 
it altoji^ether in public. It may be all very well in Manuscript, but it will 
will never do in Print — (Murmurs.) — You differ from me, gentlemen, but I 
repeat, it will never do. I propose, as a substitute, a cup of tea. — iUnga- 
vemtible laughter.) — You think me a fool, gentlemen ! — {Loud cries of hear, 
hearJ) — ^AU I say is, I differ from you, — (Hear.) — I will bring forward argu- 
ments. Tea is a wholesome Beverage ; Punch is not. Tea is a Classical 
Beverage 5 Punch is not. — (The Hon. G. Montgomery intimated his dissent.) 
Punch, gentlemen, is a mere modem invention ; Tea has been celebrated by 
Romans. I cannot conclude my address better than by quoting the beauti- 
ful panegyric pronoimced on Tea by Horace ; in which you will find that our 
own country is particularly alluded to, as addicted to this admirable potation : 

' T«, fontinm qui oelat origines, 
Nilnaqae, et Ister, T§ rapidos Tigris, 
Te belluosQS qui remotis 

Obstrepit Oceanus BriiamUt, 
Te non parentis fVinera Gallie, 
Dnnsqne tellas andit Iberias ; 
Te c«de gandentes Sioambri 
Compositis venerantnr armis. 
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Mr. GoLiGHTLT sud, as the Hon. Gentleman had set the example of 
quoting, he would give him — 

" Non fecnm possnm yiyere."— ><* Vina fere dolo^ olneront mane CanuenK." 

The Honourable Speaker was proceeding, when he was cut short by Mr. 
Musgrave, who declared, that if the drivers persisted in booking Latin and 
Greek Passengers, to the manifest annoyance of all Christians in the Coach, 
he should feel it his duty to submit a proposition to the proprietors for the 
exaction of a fine for every Heathen»^ Passenger. 

Mr. A. M'Farlanb considered Punch so good a thing that he should be 
loth to abandon it for *' ony thing but whiskey." 

Mr. MoNTOOMERT assurcd the Meeting, that in the event of the adoption 
of Tea, there would be a sensible deterioration in lus style. 

Mr. Burton hoped the Hon. Gentleman would not continue to press his 
motion, as it had presented him so unexpected h product. He had observed 
afaUing of at least fifty per cent, in the spirits of the Meeting since Mr. Oak* 
ley's proposal. 

Mr. O'Connor had no idea there had been such a foil in the price of spirits. 
— (-^ laugh.) — In the event of a change in the Club Beverage he said a few 
words in recommendation of Hot Pot. 

Mr. A. Lb Blanc gave an explanation of the various effects of the two 
fluids upon the brain ; we have not leisure to follow him in his discussion, 
ptrticiilarly as h was so wrapped up in^science, that we could notperfectW 
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EDflewtand to which lie asrigned Ae prt fe renee. (Mr. LfeBlnewti itqpped 
by loud cries of Question ; in the midst of whidi the Chaim«i raw Mid e^ 
served, that the motion had not been seconded ; it was th«refore abtndondl 
amidst general applause.) 

The Presidxnt said he had now only to inform the Meeting that the Se- 
cond Number of " The Etonian" would appear on 'Wednesday^ Noveinbcr 
15, nearly a week before its day.^Hear, hear, ktar.) 

SLECnON OF SIR THOMAS NXSBIT. 

Mr. OoLiOHTLT, pursuant to notice gi?en at the comiliencetaient of die 
proceedings, rose to propose that Sir Thosias Nebbit be ftdmifCed tottke 
the Oath of Allegiance, and henceforward to ei^oy all privil^fes and hnmu- 
nitiesto which a liege subject of our Lord the IGng is enfitled. This,reidtf, 
is our form of electing a new Member. 

Haiti I must resume my Brush and Pftllet, and giro you, previods tSQ die 
Ballot, a rough sketch of Sir Thomas Nbsbit. Yet, in ^repvAag my etft- 
fine, I am much at a loss how or where to begin ; for every feature hi the 
character of Sir Thomas is so distinct from its ndlghbeiar, ibxA I am afraid of 
losing the expression of one while I am hdghtening the effect of another. 
With his father I was unacquainted, so that I cannot go back to the days of 
his boyhood, nor describe to yott the education which has produced so whim- 
sical and so amusing a compoution of eceentridties. I know him only as an 
Etonian, and as such only I can describe him. He is then, for the time 
being, the leader or chief of a new sect, wluch has of late years guned an ex- 
tensive footing in our little world I I mean that sect, which, by & stutKed, 
or sometimes by a natural, roughness of demeanour, and by an asaidnoiis 
attention to the proper cultivation of shng, has merited and obtained die de- 
nomination ''Bargee/* I must say, however the pursidts of these gen- 
tlemen may be at varianoe with rigid disdpline, howev^ they may offend 
the OFer-nice tastes of some of thdr companions, I nevo* yet foosd mxf 
harm in a '' Bargee/* He b generally possessed of firm integrity, aad-4l 
inexhaustible good-humour ; uid the venial errors of a light head and an i»« 
considerate temper, are, in my estimation, fully compensated by the advaa* 
tages of an op^lieort and warm feeling. To sum up his merits, in behalf of 
an oppressed schoolfellow he will often encounter an antagonist, at the aigltf 
of whom the cheek of the «oy9 would grow much paler than it has already he- 
come from study, and the jaw of the intimidated Exquisite would diattisr 
Within ita fence of neckdodu But Sir Thomas Nesbit is sitting Ibrluspic- 
tore, and I must waste no more time. 

Sir Thomas, as I before observed, is the diief of the dass I have been 
describing, and it b fit he should be so. I do not allude so mfidi 
to Us aoquirementB in the necessary accomplishments^ for in these he has 
equate, or even superiors. Mr. O'Connor, for instance, has more Braas in 
his fince, more Bass in his voice, than has my good friend. Sir Thomas. But 
8tr Thomas grouncb his pretensions iqion the appearance of ori|^naUty, 
wUch he gives by his quaint cxpfesrion to tiie oldest ooncdts ; upon the 
> ■ i ^iim tiblefood hapftmr with which he pairias theaaraasmaof Uavon 
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■&n»lk0ligliiperittIMit66t«fort3iy, companions; ^nt^f, m^m iketeeMnis 
^Hoaowr, iukI iht itMil womllih of Feeliii|f, which H; is lm{>oBdliiefrtrimii 
toflaUy to conoeftl onder the mask of affected Tulgoiity. Waraillh offedhig I 
Mr. Steriiag is shaking hb head^ and the sentimental Gerard consideito loe 
guilty of something little better than sacrilege. '* I am sotry to •differ from 
yon, (rentlemen/' as Mr. Oakley, says, but I must repeat, that from the 
y&l of coarseness which Sir Thomas has thodght fit to throw over a dispou> 
tion intended by nature for other pursuits, there do occasionally bunt for€k 
specimens ofa firm religious prindpleinrhich Martin Sterling might tMhnire, 
and a glowing generosity of sentiment which Gerard Montgomery might 
enyy. I have been long acquainted with Sir Thomas, and I can safely aver 
liiat I have found in him a stronger idea of honourable conduct, a more con- 
stant regard for ^e happiness of hb schoolfellows, than is possessed by a 
hundred of those who walk up Windsor Hill 'for the purpose of eating warm 
patties, and think no pleasure on earth comparable to a glass of MarasolHno 
(no disparagement to Maraschino, which I consider a good thing inits way). 

I have often wondered what can have induced a young man, gifted as Sir 
Thomas undoubtedly is, with a quick imagination, and no inconsiderable 
portion of judgment, to give up externally the appearance and the habits ofa 
gentleman, and pride himself on the assumption of those ef a eontcary nature. 
Nature has made him a gentleman, and he labours, but ineffectually, to con- 
vert himself into a down. He cannot divest himself of the first essentials of 
the charact^ which he dislikes -, hi^ cannot ** throw to -the dogs," or, as he 
would express it, " to the puppies,*' his native honour, his innate good- 
nature. Many of his best friends bitterlv regret what th^ term the abuse ^f 
the powers with which he is endowed. * Perhaps it is a feeliAg of selfishness 
which actuates me when I profess a contrary opinion. I do not, I jcannot 
regret the turn which his pursuits have taken. Had tiiey been directed into 
a more proper chaimel, he might have become the Idol of Science, or thfi 
Star of Tashion, but he never would have been Sir Thomas Nesbit — ^the 
wann, the generous, the honest Sir Thomas Nesbit ; — ^the Sir Thomas Nesbit 
of oiir mirth, of our affections, — of our Club. 

Of our Club ? Yes, reader ! after the fervent panegyric which I haye be- 
stowed upon my worthy fiiend, you will not be surprised to hearthat he 
passed through the ballot with success. There appeared against him only 
one black4)all, (supposed from Mr. Oakl^). 

IKAUGURATIOy CEllEMOinr. 

Mr. 'Go^My'left the room, and returned in a few minutes, a<}oompai4ed 
tiy the Member Elect. There was a deep silence. Mr. Peregrine Courten^y, 
as the representative of the King of Chibs, threw into his august counte- 
nance a double portion of solidity and wisdom, in order to receive "with due 
decOnlm tiie hoinage of his new vassal. The other Members {>reserved a like 
tiegiee of dignity. On this occasion the loquacious Rowley seemed to 
assume the contemplative manners of Le Blanc, and the broad unthinking 
physiognomy of Robert Musgrave laboured to screw itself into the sedate 
gravity of Martin Sterling. Meantime Mr. Golightly led Sir Hiomaa 
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throne, ahd the piinch4M>wl> wUch, as Mr. Musgrare exprested it, teemed fir 
hsre taken off its horses at the O'Connor Pablio-hoose, was handed to the 
top of the table. Sur Thomas threw himself on one knee. — ^The scene was 
most impressiye. The Secretary was called upon to read the Oath of Fealty, 
which I did in a clerkly manner. 

*' Yon shall swear faithfol Tassalag^ to jour liege Lord the King of Clohii, his orowi 
•nd dignity; yon shall swear to drink his health, onoe a week, in ChamiiaigDe, Qartt, 
Port, Punch, or Porter, as seemeth to yon best ; yon shall swear to do what yon can for 
the amnsement of yonr schoolfellows, whether by prose or Terse, wit or absordity, song 
or sonnet, as seemeth to yon best : all this yon shall swear in the name of yonr liege Loid 
the King, and the Club which he wields, and the Pnnch which he drinks." 

Then Sir Thomas, laying hU hand to his heart, replied, with all the origi- 
nality of expression for which he is so deservedly celebrated, 

" I SWBAR." 

The Ceremony was completed by compotation. Each Member, in sno 
cession, drank to the health of his new fellow-subject, who returned the 
compliment by turns to the whole body of Ms future associates. By the 
time he had arrived at the end of the list, he was evidently on terms of fami- 
liarity with every gentleman present, and felt himself (to use his own ex- 
pression) " a Good Fellow to the bottom of the soul and the bottom of the 
bowl." 

Some conversation arose among a few gentlemen Who felt doubts upon the 
meaning of Sir T. Nesbit's expression, ** a Good Fellow."— Mr. Le Blanc 
understood it to mean '* Regiae Societatis Socius," *' a Member of the King 
of Clubs." Mr. Sterling hoped no sarcasm was intended at the Fellows of 
the College, many of whom he was sure were sincere friends to the under- 
taking. Sir T. Nesbit was finally requested to draw up a few remarks on the 
words in question, and to publish the said remarks in '* The Etonian," under 
the title of ''Sir Thomas Nesbit's Definition of a Good Fellow." Sir 
Thomas promised to comply with the wish of the Meeting, and concluded a 
neat address by paying a high and deserved compliment to Mr. Golightly, 
who, he was sure, although he asked for a definition of a Good Fellow, was 
by no means in want of a definition of " Good Punch." — ^N. B. The bowl had 
been replenished. 

MR. burton's sonnet ON THE ASSES'-BRIDGB. 

Here the harmony of the Meeting was disturbed by loud snoring fix>m 
Mr. Burton. Gerard Montgomery was preparing to wake him from 
these delicious slumbers, when a small piece of neat Bath paper was 
observed projecting from his waistcoat-pocket. Gerard motioned to the 
company to be silent, and deprived the unconscious sleeper of the treasure. 
Gerard immediately proceeded to unfold the predous MS., and gave much 
entertunment to the Meeting by the recital of Mr. Burton's first offering to 
the Muses. 
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SONNET 

WRITTEN ON THB ASSES'-BBIDGB. 

** The AfMs'-Bridge, for ages doom'd to hear 
The deafening surge assault Idk wooden ear."— Cannino. 

GrbaT'A! that on thy balanc'd elevation 
Lookest serenely from these columns high. 

How beantifiilly in their meet gradation 
B C, F G, D £, beneath thee lie : 

Angles and space. Great A ! thou dost bestride. 
Like a Colossus ; and thy subject letters. 
Beneath thee bound in Adamantine fetters. 

Look trembling up to thine imperial pride ; 

Like the fell Titans, when they madly strove 
To top the cloud-conceal'd Olympus — ^vun. 
Vain was the toil ! — ^Labour, and Rout, and P^ 

O'ertum'd the earth-bom I-— and Almighty Jove 

Struck, — and was King : — ^not tMne a weaker sway ! 

Sit on thy matchless throne ! — sit ever thus. Great A \ 

Mr. BnBTON, upon his waking, (which event was possibly occasioned, or 
niher, accelerated, by the laughter and cheers of the Club), was saluted by 
the congratulations of all his friends, which he received with an affected ap- 
pearance of astonishment, and look of conscious satis^Eu^on, which gave 
loom for conjecture that he had heard ail that passed, feigning sleep in order 
to save blushes. 

The above Sonnet, in its ori^nal state, was without the figure which we 
have prefixed} and was therefore somewhat unintelligible. Mr. Stbrling 
for Great A suggested Grant-A, and supposed the Sonnet to be addressed to 
Cambridge. The fourth line he would read thus,--" B. A. M. A. D. D.," wluch 
he would explain— Bachelor of Arts, Master of Arts, Doctor of Divinity. 
For " thy" in line 6 he would insert " the"—" The arts,"—" The letters." 
The rest of the Sonnet he thought might be addressed with equal propriety 
JigfnvHveiy to Cambridge. 

Mr. Lx Blang had no doubt the Sonnet was figurative, but differed from 
bis Hcmourable Friend as to its meaning. We were indebted to Mr. Le Blanc 
for the oonatnictioii we hav«put upon it, which was afterwards aUo 
correct by Mr* Burton* 
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Mr. GouoRTLT quoted from Shakspeare-* 

*' Why ! Man, he doth bestride this ntrrow woild, 
like 1 Colossus r 

The Hon. Gerard Montgomery considered Mr. Burton's Sonnet ezoel- 
lent, in every respect^ save only the comparbon of Jupiter with Great A. 

Mr. Lb Blanc was proceedin;]^ to justify the comparison^ by an allusion 
to the ^' Alpha and Omega" of Scripture, when he was silenced by an autho- 
ritatiye '' Order I" from Mr. Martin Sterling. 

Mr. O'Connor had no doubt it was all yery fine» but as he did not nndo^ 
derstand Algebra, he could not be expected to enter into the spirit of 
•* Great A.'' 

Sir Francis Wentworth wondered that poets should concur in their cen- 
sure of the insurrection of the l^tans ; heeonodTed that at the epoch alluded 
to, Olympus would eridently have been the better for a Badical Reform* 
(the Hon. Baronet was 8top|^ «i osual, by cHee df ''^ No Pctlitics.'^) 

^fm» towtOn^s proposed lent, 

Mr. Burton sud> he was happy io healrlds first attempt at yernficadoa ' 
applauded in terms so muchldgheri!han he had calculates upon. The v^ 
probation he had received mi^t possibly iiiduce liim to continue a plan lie 
had in contemplation. Which had at least the merit of novelty. He intended^ 
for the use of young ImatheUatidans, to subtract somewhat from what some 
persons called the gracity of Buclid, by the addition of a bit of rhyme to 
each proposition. Nay I he had some thoughts of joining tlie sevenl pro- 
ducts, and connecdbg them tn sudh a manner, that their #oto/ would aiMmU 
to a tolerable E^,>*^Near.) 

The Hon. G. Montgomery, frltlioughlie £d not ot)ject to the little je» 
d* esprit before them, would Certainly oppose the insertion <^ an £pic» the 
argumeiM; of which would be that AB=CD. — {Laughter,) 

Mr. Allen Le Blanc said it would be as easy to fetter Eneeladtis l^th 
bands of roses, ais to confine the clear definitions, lifae admonkUe a^gumeoto^ 
the centreing conclusions of mathematics, inthia tlie fiii^ inia^gatarff 
cJkluns of sadril^ous tliaHa. — {Hear, hear.) 

1% T. WeKtworth could not but declare lus oonvictioa ^t « 7V^M|f ^ 
jfHUxnee between the repubHcs of Algebra and Poetry, wottU 'be alil^ 
ruinous to both j^zrAes.^Hear, hearJ) 

Mr. MusGRAVE thought that Rhyme and Mathematics bad alwagpi 
OppositiolQL tloaches. He was -no friend to *' The IMm,'* a&d protwMi 
hemently against " Double Bodies,*^ — {Laughter.) 

Mr. Oa^^eY told us what his opinion was, or rathet, whitt k 
rwt, ih these words ; — I do not mean to approve of the idea started t/Jf sy 
fifonourable Friend Mr. Burton 4 still I cannot admit the position kdd dosvii 
by Mr. Le Blehc. — {Laughter.) — I di£fer in an equal degiee from Mr. Mosft* 
gomery and Sur F. Wentworth. Mr. Musgrave's observttiMi I do *ot<tfon- 
teive to be worth a contradiction. — {Laughter.) 

Mr. BtTRTON rose vrith a countenance someyhat expressive <tf id^gii^ 
Riid spdke nearly as Mows :— The minority of the Meeifclog sfij^ear tD 
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haX Poetry as iaeompatible indth MathdfiMties. I fAM endbiTOur to (Nrovt 
ihe contrary by • eomparison of tt P^positioB with an Epic, whidi I shall 
present to No, III. I hope every oae will forfoetr to make up liu mind i^oa 
thia.pcnnt until he has tecid the said article.^i7(Rir, hear, hear.) 

MB. burton's misbehaviour PRODUCTIVE OF AN IMPORTANT MOTION. 

The Chairman then rose-^ 

** As the discussioH of Mr. Burton's threatened £^ic seems at an end, I 
wish to call the attention of the Meeting to an impropriety in the Honoorable 
Gentleman's eondnct^ which I am sure they will perceive and re|Mrove. Mr. 
)ohn Burton has gone to sleep in the Club-Room. This, gentlemen, is b 
practice which, if persevered in, will be productive -of the most lamentable 
effects. What becomes of the dignity of the King of Clubs if his subjects 
are allowed to throw off the respect which is due to him, and to insult the 
presence of Mijesty by an irreverent snore.^i7Air, hear,) But this, gen- 
tlemen, is not the anfjf, nor is it ihe greatest turil attendoat upon this disloyal 
Practice. I am willing to make allowances for the firadlty of Human 
Nature $ I am willing to admit that the business of the Club may oocasiot>- 
aUy be too dull to amuse the lower end of the Table — and on these grounds 
I should be disposed to concede to its occupiers B-short space of repose, were 
I not persuaded to the contrary by another reason, which I amjiure will have 
great weight in dedding your opinions. Gentleinen, if a Member is per- 
idtfeed to sleep he is by the same regulation permitted to dream, — {Hear, 
lew I from Mr.Logell.y^lt is very difficult, when we icoibpose ourselves to 
deep after drinkii^ deep of the inspinUioB which Is on the table, to divest 
oonelves of the airy visions which hover fantastically round our slumbers. 
Bat these Shi^»es of the Imagination inll Uever go down with the Public. — 
Wear, hear, A«rr.>-We really must not dream In the Club-room. — {If ear, 
kor />-^ win prove to you the necessity of adopting some regulation on iMs 
Rdject, by informing you of the Dreams which have already been dreamt in 
Ihe jMTvice of "The Etonian.''^—- ^* Love^ young Dream^ by the Hon. 
Qoird Montgomery. ^The Dream of Mawse Muckleskirl'' by Mr. Alex- 
aider MTtolane. "The Vision of MargISp, tfn Allegory,** by Mr. Maitb 
Bleififig. "8oamium Stmd*' by Mr. Allen Le Bhinc. (From this, 9t must 
be obvious to you, that were we to license the slumbers of the Members of the 
Chb, we should infidfibly contribute to (te sUtmhers of our readers, and in 
idspdnt i nrasteOHfesB I haire no desire to be servieeable to our fellow- 
MaoiMj^Laad shoots efhmtr, ilii»r.)— -Before 1 counteract the effect of my 
obswadons'lbyaeDdiBgjfM to sleep, I will conclude by moving "thatno 
Itaaber be attowed to sleep in die Club-Room ; and that Mr. Seeretaiy 
Hodgiett he dkected to insert the said clause after Resohitioa Xs^'^-^Hear I 
hear4) 
Wk T, Nmsit yoee to aeconi tiie motion— 

^ I WBtt addoce,'* tfaid the wonAiy Baronet, "an atrgument on the sub=- 
ject, which seems to have escaped the notiee of the Honourable Presidettt. 
tt gwtf e ttai «n lAlowid to gd to ile^ there ti^ be an end of all Good 
FleUowihq^ and Conviviality.— No 'laughter* will resoun^- 
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hear' wXL be tittered— no jokes will be cot— finally, gentlemen^ no Poncii 
will be dnink.-*Yoa bew the delay occasioned by Mr. Burton's nap.— For 
these reasons I most cordially second the motion of the Worthy President/' 
The Honourable Obrard Montgomery implored the Meeting to take 
into their consideration, 

" Qnandoqae boniu dormitat Homerns." 

Sir F. Wentworth protested most strongly against this unprecedented 
and unwarranted infringement on the liberties of the subject. — ^All periodical 
Writers had hitiierto exerdsed the right of expressing their thoughts in tin 
manner^ and he could see no reason for denying sleep to the King of Ghbi. 

Mr. GoLiOHTLT could not check his inclination to quote — 

" O, gentle Sleep ! 

Why liest thoa with the yfle 
In loathsome beds, and leaVst the Kimghf amek," &o* 

Mr. MusoRAVE did not precisely understand the Hon. Gentleman who 
Bpoke last» but by his talking of " the Kingly coach^ he supposed some 
allusion w^ meant to the '* Royal Eton Mail/* mentioned in No. I. p. 22. 
'^Laughter,) 

The Question was then put^ and carried by a minority of three in favour of 
Ae motion : — 

Ayes 9, Noes 6. 

LIST OF THE MINORITT. 
Le Bfaaoy Men. M'Farlane, A« 

Montgomety, Hob. 6. Oakley, MiohaeL 

Wentworth, Sir F. 

Teffar— J. Burton. 

Mr. Peregrine Courtenat said^ that in consequence of the tmusualty 
large number of Members who had voted in the Minority, he would mo^ 
in some measure the rigour of the restriction by the following proposal:— 
Any Member was at liberty to come to him (Mr. Gourtenay) to expUiin 
upon what subject it was his wish to dream ; and if such subject should be 
one which had never been dreamed upon before, Mr. Courtenay would pro- 
mise to submit it to the decision of the Club, whether the said Member 
should not be allowed to Dream, — {.Heart hear, hear I) 

PETITION FROM JEREMY GUBBINS. 

Mr. Burton rose and stated, that he had been requested by a very wortlq^ 
individual, Mr. Jeremy Gubbins, to present to the King of Clubs the Peti- 
tion which he held in his hand. He would not anticipate the amusement of 
his hearers by giving any account of its subject or purpose, but would merely 
state that it contuned nothing disrespectful to the Club. The Honourable 
Gentleman concluded by desiring that the Petition be read by the Secretary. . 

The Petition having been read accordingly, the Honourable Member moved 
— ^' that this Petition be received, and do lie on the Table, to be taken into 
consideration at the next meeting of the Club.'' 

The motion was seconded by Mr. Martin Sterling, and was carried 
Nem, Diu. . ■ 
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Tht Prbsidbnt inforaied the Club, that haWng completed th^ rttrospect 
of No. I., he would inyite them to look forward to their 

PUTURB PROSPECTS. 

" These, Gentlemen/' he continued, " wear indeed the most flattering ap- 
pearance. You will remember that the Prose in No. I. was the production of 
pens totally unaccustomed to such composition ; these. Gentlemen, may 
certainly be expected to acquire greater facility of expressioii as they proceed. 
We are sure of the support of our equals, as long as we continue to amuse. 
When this shall cease to be the case, the Etonian >vill cease to write : it will 
not be my wish to send our papers into the world in opposition to the wish 
tod opinion of the majority of our schoolfellows. — {Cheers.) — But, gentle- 
men, I have no reason for apprehending such a termination to our efforts ; I 
b?e every foundation for a contrary expectation ; and, what is perhaps more 
to the purpose, our good friend and publisher, Mr. Charles Knight, is even 
aore sanguine than myself. I will now read to you a variety of composi- 
tions which have been sent to * The Etonian' by Gentlemen, not Members 
of tlie Club." 

Mr. Courtenay proceeded to read several Articles, of which it is needless 
to give a minute account. Suffice it to say that the following were deemed 
by the Club inadmissible ; and that the thanks of the Meeting were voted to 
the authors for their kind support, although at present it is not in our power 
to avjul ourselves of it :—" Tacitus,"— " Q. S. D."— "Edward De Brent,"— 
"Basha of Three Tails,"—" Looney M'Twolter,"— " News from Notting- 
ham," (humbly suspected to be fictitious), — " Seraphina Timms," — " A 
Clod," — " T." — " Patentee of an Improvement in Lamps," — " Yirga and 
Vii^, a Parallel,"—" A Marine,"—" R. N."— " A Lame Duck,"—" Lucian 
Jaaior,"— " But Indiflferent,"— " A Chaise and Pwr." 

Tke Members of the Club were then requested to give in a list of what ar- 
tides they had in preparation or contemplation, and the Secretary was or- 
dered to publish the sud list, in order that the public may see what enter- 
tainment they have to expect from our future Numbers. 

ARTICLES IN PREPARATION. 

An Essay on the Advantage of having only One Eye ; to be illustrated and 
confirmed by the invariable practice of great Conquerors, Hannibal, Philip, 
John Zisca, Lord Nelson, Aurelian, &c. 

Afr. Martin Sterling's Admonitory Hints on Theme Composition. 

Mr. Oakley's Objections to Other Men's Wit. 

IVeatise on Blarney, by Mr. Patrick O'Connor. 

Mr. €k)lightly on Hair-dressing; with a Eulogium oh Mr. John Smith. 

Meditations on Mutton ; by W. Rowley. — " The Beef of to-morrow will 
snoeeed to the Mutton of to-day, as the Mutton of to-day succeeded to the 
Beef of yesterday." — Canning. 

On Mr. Wordsworth's Poetry in a General Sense; by the Honourable 6. 
Montgomery. 

On his Theory and Manner ; by Mr. A. Le Blanc. 

Pkuuung Defiwdedj on the score of its Antiquity, Utility, &c. &c« 
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Bio^jfn^hyofs ^'B^Bimb." 
Miseries of the Christmas Holidsjs in Town. 

Bfr. Martin Sterlings Rcfieir of the Present State of Litentme at Etna. 
Bfr. Golightlj's Rcficw of die Present State of CridLcting at Eton, widi 
some CanoTj Remarks on our Contest withHairow. 
Foot4Mll; sSketdL 
The Coonty Ball; aPbem. 
Treatise on Chedunate. 

IKtto on Mud Cottages. ^ 

mttooas •* Certmm. Agt/* 
The More the Merrier. 

AFevrThoogfatsonSlang, by Sir T. Nesbit. 
Cautions £br Young Poets* 
IHtto for Yonng La^es. 
Essay (m Pedants. 

Pride and Prgndice, >« p p^,„^.^ 
Sense and Sensibility, J ^y ^- ^^"*^y- 
Sketches from Windbor Terrace. 

Unes on Leaifing Llandogo, a Village on the Banks of the Wye. 
The Contented Lover. 

Stanzas in Imitation of Wordsworth; by Qeraid Montgomery. 

Unesto Ellen on,hfir Depactmre ; by X. C. 

Mr. Oakley on Negative Happiness. 

The Gonespondence' of the Bunbmy Family. 

THANH9 or Ton CIilTB. 

The President then rose to propose a Vote of Thanks to the HonoonUi? 
OnEAKD MoKTOOM E&T for tibosctive and able part whidi he had taken in.Ae 
execution of the Second Number of ** The Etonian.'' Mr. CoiminifA^r 
prefoced hi& motion by a high and well*merited enloginm upon, the tnv^ »« 
ticles wluch had been contributedby his Honourable Friend. 

'' The Essay on Wordsworth," said Mr. Courtenat, '' is a powerful at- 
tempt to counteract the efitos of a groundless prejudice against one of the 
first poets of the day. Wordsworth, whose glomng genius and fartoue 
fteHng lus most severe cridcs cannot but rilow, has been loo hnif a 
stranger to the bookshelves of Etonians. We may be allowed'to hope Aa^ tbs 
efforts of my Hottomtible Friend' will induce oar schoolfellows to remd befcre 
they ridicule. I feel convinced that 'The Etonian' will have strong eUhns 
upon the gratitude of his readers, idthough the oidyserrice he renders to-tilem 
should be Ae introduction of Words w(Mrth to their acquauitance.-^Z#iid 
eriet o/hear, hear.y It kneedtess, as it would be mdiess, f6r me to eabrge 
at present upon the merits of Godiva. Before our next meeting tdkes utoe^ 
the voice of our schoolfellows irill have bestowed upon this eompoaitkok m 
encondura fhr more gratifying to its author than any thanks or approbation 
fh>m the lips of Peregrine Courtenay."— (^<Mr, hear, hear.) 

The Hon. G. MoNTOoscBitr returned thad&s hat an doquent speedy wllM» 

* the sake of brerity, we ate obl^ped to orah. IiroongniitidhlodltftiB<Mb 
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Ml iu reaaonable prosped of success^ an4 condud/Ml by mniing-tha Pfewn 
dent that he was mista^fieii in the la^t words of his flattering, apeeoh^ and thai 
the wish he entertained for Mr. Courtenay's approbation waa Hkuch bighei 
than Mr. Courtenay himself seemed ready to believe. 

The thanks of the Club were also voted, upon the motioa of Mr^ 
Gonrtens^ — 

To Mr. Golightly, for Us '' Aecount of the Windsor Ball^'' and hia 
'' Solitude in a Crowd." 

To Mr. Matthew Swinburne, for his *' Descr^^tionof liie Miseriea of the 
Christmas Holidays." 

To S. D. for his '' Ode on Despur." 

Tfie thanks of the Club were finally given to all who write,. fl^^eak^L or 
flunk, in finvoor of " The Etonian." 

ALARMING DISCOVERY. 

Mr. CouRTBNAr then rose, and addressed the Meeting in the followmg 
manner: — 

** Gentlemea, — Wlule we are upon the subject of a. vote of thaiiks to owr 
umnerous and obli|^ng supporters, I feel it my duty to bring forward a topio 
upon which I am sure you, in common with myself, will look vrith tho 
deepest anxiety. — (^ dead nlence-'-every one seemed wrapt up in ep^et^ 
tioa.) — Gentlemen, there is among the enemies of our Institution a terrible, 
ane&rious conspiracy to blow up the ** King of Clubs"— ('<^ buni ofharrmf 
« aU sides*) — ^Yes, Gentlemen, I repeat, a conspiracy utterly to. exterminate 
die ' King of Clubs.' We have tdthin these few days witnessed the re- 
jttdngs made on the anniversary of that day, yAtea a grievous plot was laid 
fu the destruction of the King of England. Alas 1 we have now to conteio* 
pfa4e a plot almost as detestable for the destruction of the King of Ciu^. 
YofL will, ask me for proofs of this dark transaction ! — ^tiie imprudence of our 
Monies has furmshed them. As if they were certain of success in this 
itvodoiis. villainy, they have anticipated the accomplishment of their purpose. 
Bid have already caused it to be believed that our Institution is no more $ that 
the King of Clubs exists not — {A start of surprise /r&m all the Members.) — 
Veil they have dared to assert that in the land of the living we have ne 
rtation — that the Members of this Society are shades. Shades 1 Gentlemen I 
Gmoiia who lives, who drinks, who writes, be a Shade ? Is the humble in- 
C^jjdml who has now the honour of addressing you, a mere shade ? Are yon 
Ipt all Bobstantial beings I Are you not all equally plun flesh apd blood with 
myself? — {Laud cries of yes, yes, equally.) — ^Then, Gentlemen, what can be 
nore flagitious than the machinations of these designing persons, who.aigue 
ipiiiBt the eustence of a body of young men, who not only perform with 
propriety the luual fonctions of human nature, but have just sent into the 
vorid-api mdeoiable'iHPOof of their health and safety in the pages of 'The 
Etouan?' — {.Loud cries o/ hear, hear.y—Tlua brings me to another point, 
ulUi it is necessary to impress most firmly on your consideration. These 
destroyers, not content with arguing us out of our existence, have al- 



nidy duposed of our property. They have bestowed those littie hoHflu 
^Vdiivehave deposited in * The Etonian' with so much care and ^^^^^ 
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upon other gentlemen, who never were or will be Members of the King of 
Clubs. It shodcs me. Gentlemen^ to see the trifling riches we have collected 
thus openly taken from us : it shocks me to behold the Treasury of the King* 
of Clubs publicly plundered, that the wealth of it may be bestowed iqKm 
Messrs. DuRKFORDy Outram, Ashley, Trower, Curzok, Bbales, 
Praed, and others, with whom the King of Clubs has no connexion what- 
ever— (Zrouf murmurt of indignation,) — ^After the unequivocal assertion we 
have made of our sole right to the property in dispute, I cannot but look 
upon this appropriadon as a most degrading and flagitious attempt. Whe- 
ther the gentlemen, whose names I have mentioned, are parties to the ini- 
quitous transaction I know not. If they have any feeling of honour, any ob- 
Ugation of prindple, let them come forward to disavow any right or ekdm to 
that which is exclusively the property of the King of Clubs."— (i^rOtM^ 
cheers,) 

The President having concluded, I, even I, Richard Hodgson, Knave 
of Clubs, Secretary, albeit unused to the study of oratory, did essay to speak; 
for, indeed, my honour had been attacked, and the distinction which was 
conferred upon m^ by the voice of the Club, had been taken away, and ind* 
diously bestowed upon another. Grieved at heart, I could not keep silence, 
and in truth I was much applauded when I spoke as is here set down : — 

*' Most Worthy Centlemen, — It is impossible for me to heighten the efikt 
of the President's discourse ; .howbeit, one circumstance hath escaped hit 
recollection: our designing enemies have taken from us our honours as 
well as our wealth — I allude most particularly to mine own case. Me they 
have despoiled of the rank to which you have exalted me, and they have 
bestowed it unjustly upon the Gentleman whose name was last mentioned by 
the worthy Chairman. I have no doubt that when the claims of that Gentle- 
man are duly considered, it will be found that he does in no respect deserve 
the title which has been ^ven to him. I pray you to aver publicly, that 
Richard Hodgson, your humble Secretary, has the only just chum to the title 
of Knave of Clubs." 

The President said, he hoped what had passed would have the efl^ of 
securing to the Club the undisturbed possession of their property and dis- 
tinctions. — {Hear, hear,) 

The Thanks of the Club, on the motion of the Hon. G. Montgomery, were 
presented to Mr. Courtenay, for his conduct in the Chur — for his attention 
on all occasions to the interest of Eton, and the ability he had displayed in the 
management of ** The Etonian." 

Mr. CouRTENAT retumed thanks in a neat speech. 

The Meeting then adjourned. 

RICHARD HODGSON, 

KnoBoe qf Cbtbs, Seeniarf. 



Notice is hereby given, that his Majesty the King of Clubs has signified 
his gracious intention of holding a Drawing Room on Monday the 27th Inst. 
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TO RICHARD HODGSON, 

Kfutoe of Clubs, Secretary. 

Mt deab Kn a vb> — Great geniuses are subject from their very 
nature to ebbs and flows of inspiration. Milton and Drjden, du- 
ring the best half of every year, could never rise higher than to 
Essays on Divorce, Prefaces, Translations^ and English Gram- 
mars. Just so it is with me at present; and I, your appointed 
Laoreat, after having put in practice every mean I ever heard of 
for creating verses, as biting the nails, scratching the head. See., 
kive absolutely effected nothing, saving six lines and a half of a 
Sonnet to Mary, and the joke of an Epigram without any begin- 
ning. The very truth of it is, I am at low water mark; and 
accordingly, actuated, as I am, by the purest patriotism for our 
Club and its bantling, I resign my mantle of poetry for this Num- 
ber to. other bards less affected by weather* than myself ; though I 
daim it as my right, virtute officii, that you make them understand, 
diat, like the Caesars of the Empire, they are bound, if their verses 
be good, to refer all their credit and success to the auspicious in- 
fluence of Gerard Montgomery, their Augustus. 

Having doffed, therefore, my mantle of Poetry, I sit clothed in 
my short coat of Criticism, after the universal example of modem 
Poets, who rarely send forth a volume of verses without associating 
it with another in prose, to prove the said verses to be the best 
that were ever written. Not that I am going to waste a sheet 
and an hour in proving my poems such, for that would be super- 
fluous : but what from the vehement desire I have of venting my 
spleen against Golightly and M'Farlane, who cannot endure the 
writings of die Poets nicknamed the Lake School, (whether 
XAT iifixii'^y or directly, is a doubt,) and what from my own long 
and constant admiration of them, I have determined to devote this 
my interlunar page to a short and i>opular elucidation of the genius 
of die most eminent among the said poets, William Wordsworth ; 
Allan le Blanc having engaged to furnish, if called for, a full and 
complete account of the more mysterious and esoteric department 
of his metaphysics. 

I have just before said that these persons had been nicknamed 
a School of Poets ; and I said so, because, if we understand by 
that term what we do when talking of the Schools of Plato or 
Raffaelle, it is to all intents and purposes a misnomer. Every 
one knows that in schools of philosophy and painting the precepts 
and the manner are scrupulously obeyed and imitated ; and when 
any striking aberration from that standard has occurred, the 
audior of such separation has ever been considered the founder of 

* We aie happy to peroeire that the recent change of weather has induced the 
Hon. O. Montgomery to change his mind.— Vide Godiya.—P. C. 
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a new sect or school in his own person. Now whoever is iit all 
acquainted with the writings of the Lake Poets (I use the term at 
present for conciseness) must have perceived, that, so far from 
there existing any imitation of, or intimate communion with each 
other, with respect to the choice of subject-matter, or the manner 
of treating it in their works, nothing can be more essentiaUy dif- '^ 
ferent, in almost all points of importance, than they are ; and as 
far as concerns the individual genius of each person, I will venture 
to say that there do not exist such opposite and strikingly various 
characters of intellect in any other given number of writers of the 
present day, whether English or Foreign. I shall not stay now id 
exemplify this position at length, because it is no more flmn what 
every one who reads these authors must acknowledge, and what to 
those who will turn a deaf ear to a charmer, " charm he never so 
wisely," is inmiaterial whether it be fact or not. 

In the meantime it may be worth while to observe this first 
instance of that liberal and discriminating criticism, that abhor- 
rence of misrepresentation and sneering, which has so honourably 
ffistinguished a certain Scotch (pace M'Farlani dixerim) Review, 
and with which the Lake Poets have been for a long period of 
time so unceasingly and conspicuously favoured, to the no small 
detriment of the shares rightly appertaining to many a famous 
bard of the present time. But the motives, which prompted tbb 
imposition of a nickname are not very mysterious, at least to die 
initiated ; — ^having pocketed all that was to be extracted by con- 
versation and repeated epistolary correspondence with these very 
men, those generous critics found it necessary, in order to avoid 
the suspicion of plagiarism, to turn sharp round upon their bene- 
factors, to whom they owed the reputation by which they got 
tiieir bread, quiz all tiieir little peculiarities, and finally ** spit b 
their faces and call them asses. ^ Accordingly, after sporting 
v<^ole sheets full of admired reasoning, and, as was generally 
supposed, original theory, (almost the whole of which, it is w^ 
known by many persons in this country, was actually stolen from 
the unreserved communications of one of the most distinguished 
of these writers,) they have the charity to fall most especisJly foul 
upon that veir person ; and, in consideration of his favours, plea- 
santly denominate him '' fool," '^ simpleton,'' *' ingenious gen- 
tleman,'' or ^' old woman ; " and, with a discrimination and signi- 
ficancypecutiady their own, pronounce all his writings '' LaJdm!^' 
In short, they know the meaning of the proverb, ** Give a dog/' 
8cc., and acted upon its benevolent principles ; in lieu of allpar- 
ticulars, one formula was amply sufficient. Wordsworth, Cole- 
ridge, and Southey were '* Lake Poets," and their works of course 
** Lakish! " These Scotchmen were bom with the malignity of 
Caligula, but purloined his wit' us uBual, and gst^e ft coQecti^ft 
name to destroy at once* 
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Silica, tottrev^r^ this cota^umttiation dO devoutly widlied for has 
not UdLeil place, and the reputation and pervading influence of 
these bespattered Poets, so far from decreasing to a nonentity 
imdiar dvd " uneeasing stowfe/'have on the contrary gone on slo^vly, 
bttt stttadily vt^idening and deepening, and still continue sO to do^ 
it b^cdmeft a matter of reasonable curiosity to inquire iiitO the 
causes ^hich have preserved and invigorated them under diis 
tynumy of abuse, whilst not a few of their contemporitri^s, who, 
At their first appearance, were bepraised ad nauseaUfi by these 
same leannkl Tbebans, are now sinking fast, some into neglect, 
and otbeTs into contempt. 

Now a Poet, in die highest and strictest sense of that word, is 

be who ia a 'woi^^g^ a Maker, an Itwentor, whose Imagination, or 

Shaping Power, can and does embody the forms of things unknown, 

and can create realities out of airy nothings. This energy, which is 

the hi^est heaven of Invention in a Poet, is not however peculiar, 

in an exclusive manner^ to A writer of verses ; — it may exist as 

iitally and essentially ta prose ; — rhythm and metre are to this 

Power, as two wings to a Soul, investing it with the robes and 

resemblances of a Seraphim. Therefore the Wise Man of Israel 

WIS a Poet, When he burst forth, ^^ Thou art beautiful, O my 

bve, as llr^ah; comeh as Jerusalem; terrible ae an army tmth 

banners/' Therefore fremosthenes was a Poet, when by an in- 

stntaneous effort of his power he evoked the canonized shades of 

bis ancestors, and caused them, as it were, to flit over the spell- 

biemndmob around him, — ^*^'06 /xi rovg iy Mapa6«v/ TjOKivJtn/fiU- 

mruQ rSv Tjoyrfvwy," x.t.A. Therefore Jeremy Taylor was a 
Ptiet Whisn he prayed for humility, — ^^ And yet I know thoii re- 
sistest the proud, and didst cast the morning stars, the angels, from 
beaven, into chains of darkn^sd, ts)hen they eremMdy andprotid, 
w/fcmg upon the battlements of heaven^ oeholait^ the glorious 
Tigions that were abooe them! This power is the essence of all 
r^tful Poetry; or, in other words, it is that without which 
Poetry is not. 

The second accomplishment Of an absolute poet, or, rather, of 
Poetry, is Imitation ; by which term I mean all efforts of the 
mind, which are not in a genuine sense oti^nal and self-springing, 
bot are modelled after prototypes existing somewhere m rerum 
naturd; i. e. all descriptions of passive Nature and Art ; — Dramatic 
representations of manners — and Satire, &c., because all the^e, 
in tiieir etMraal form Md eoMposition, merely aim at imitating 
objectk mt before them, and they become more or less really 
Poeticd^ aa they are ttiore ot less powerfully impregnated with 
tbafimig. soul i*d breiith of the Imagination. The last requisite 
for perfection is, as was hinted above, a cOplous and Splendid 
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Gommand of language, and thorough acquaintance widi die Ian 
of metre, tempered by an ear tun^ up, if it were possible, t 
the '^ noiseless music of the spheres.'' 

It may be fairly questioned whether this heau ideal has ever bee 
realized junongst men in all its members; — the most gloriou 
specimens of ws« the most sublime exaltation of human intellect 
are undoubtedly Homer and Shakspeare^ even without the Mai 
gites. That many have been endowed more or less with detache 
emanations of the Poetical Power^ and that more have possesse 
the auxiliar accomplishments, without that Power, is also as cei 
' tain : but to enter upon that subject would be endless ; — it i 
more my immediate object to show that a large portion of A 
spirit, and an absolute empire over die dependencies, are in tb 
present day centered in the person of William Wordsworth. 

This object, I imagine, cannot be more effectually attained, ao 
certainly not more expeditiously and delightfully to the reader an 
myself, than by extracting a few passages of different kinds, coi 
taming all the essentials, as before laid down, of genuine Poeti^ 
but which shall not be connected particulariy with the Author 
more j^rivate theory, as it is quite necessary, according to all goc 
reasoning, to show that Wordsworth is generally^ a great Foe 
before it can be proved even worth the vmile to invesd^te th: 
theory at all. For I acknowledge diat there is no intrinsic exce 
lence in Singularity of itself, unless it be grounded on, and sprin 
from, the immutable laws of reason and nature, and be therefoi 
singular, simply because it is a straight line exposing the obliqu 
des of a thousand crooked ones. 

My first proof is the beginning of the '' Address to H. C 

six years old:"—- 

^ O Thou! whose fancies from afar are brought ; 
Who of thy words dost make a mock apparel, 
And fittest to unutterable thought 
The breeze-like motion, and the Belf-bom carol; 
Thou fairy Voyager ! that dost float 
In such clear water, that thy Boat 
May rather seem 
To brood on air than on an earthly stream 
Suspended on a stream as clear as sky. 
Where earth and heaven do make one imagery; 

blessed Vision! happy Child! 
Thou art so exquisitely wild, 

1 think of thee with many fears 

For what may be thy lot in ftiture years." 

I make no comments upon this extract, or those which folloiv 
because I really suppose that there can be no lover of poetry i 
any shape who will not confess this and them to be admirable, an 
such as neither Milton nor Shakspeare in their highest momeni 
would have been adiamed of. 
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My second proof: — 

'^She was a Phantom of Delight 
When first she gleam'd upon my sight ; 
A lovely Apparition, sent 
To be a moment's ornament ; 
Her eyes as stars of Twilight fair ; 
like Twilighf s, too, her dusky hair ; 
Bnt all things else about her drawn 
From May-time and the cheerful fawn ; 
A dancing Shape, an Image gay. 
To haunt, to startle, and waylay. 

I saw her upon nearer view 

A Spir^ yet a Woman too ! 

Her household motions light and free, 

And steps of yirgin liberty ; 

A countenance in which did meet 

Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 

A creature not too bright or good 

For human nature's daily food ; • 

For transient sorrows, dimple wiles, 

Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles. 

And now I see, with eye serene. 
The very pulse of the machine ; 
A Being breathing thoughtful breath, 
A Traveller betwixt life and death ; 
The reason firm* the temperate will. 
Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill ; 
A perfect Woman, nobly planned. 
To wain, to comfort, to command ; 
And yet a Spirit stiU, and bright 
With something of an angel light" 

I produce then my third proof from '* Ruth :'* — 

^ The Youth of green savannahs spake, 
And many an endless, endless lake. 

With all its fairy crowds 
Of islands, that together lie 
As quietly as spots of sky 

Among the evening clouds. 

« « « 

* What days and what sweet years ! Ah me f 
Our life were life indeed, with thee 

So pass'd in quiet bliss ! 
And all the while,' said he, ' to know 
That we were in a world of woe. 

On such an earth as this !' 

« « « 

Through dream and vision did she sink. 
Delighted all the while to think 

That on those lonesome floods. 
And green savannahs, she should share 
His board with lawful joy, and bear 

His name in the wild woods.^ 

« « « 

Nor less, to feed voluptuous thought. 
The beauteous forms of nature wrought. 

Fair trees and lovely flowers; 
The breezes their own limgnor lent ; 
The stars had feelings, which they sent 

Into those gorgeous bowers.** ,^ 
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I have written and quoted so much, that I wuat t^ifttea to a 
conclusion, after having gisum to £t«diitwK> more exquisite stanzas 
from *' Peter Bell :"^ 

" At noon, when \a tb« ^9X69^$. «4f^ 
He lay beneath v$(9 htemhm Ugi, 
The sofli ^^^ f kv cU4 n^T^r vam 
Into his h«prt,~r.he n«K«r46dlt 
The wUfibery of th,e 40^1 hlne «)(; ! 

On a fair pio^p«ot some have kwk^l 
And felt, as I ha^e heard them aay, 
As if the moTins time had been^ 
A thing as steadHut a» the f gi^9« 
On which. ^3 gA3'4 tbeiQ4^\v;e^ ^w.*' 

I have but a few words to say more, and I will then put an end 
to a very long, though I cowfld^ntly hope not uninteresting letter. 
If the passages, which ha^e been quoteo, weve the oaly ones known 
by experience to be of that degree of merit, whatever that be^ 
which they may l^y clajun. to^ yet most a^^&uredly all the laws of 
good reasoning would irifer, XhaX it was highly probable, at least, 
that he who could write a buiadr^ad «ucb tines ob (Ufferent subjects, 
could also write other hundreds with fnore or less of the saime 
power. Now I declare^ and evej^ q^q, who Ipiows Wordsworth's 
poems well, will t^ear me out in the tuft&efftion, iJgat almost every 
page contains similar passages ;^ — nay, there are many who will 
think I have not selected the, finest ap^cimjOins ol 149 genius, which 
is indeed true, as I have not tx^uched upon the. Platonic Ode, the 
most magnificent of all his efforts, simply because I W93 aoxious 
to show Wordsworth ojaly ia the character of a ^eat poet, inde- 
pendent of what he noay be bought to gain or lose by his own 
peculiar theory. 

If I find that these remarks hiive i»ot been distasteful to the 
generality, or even to a few of yciir readers, I will at some future 
period advance on.e step farthei;, and endeavour to explain and 
illustrate Wordsworth as a very sio^uUr 9Xkd peculiar poet, quite 
set apart from the troop of every-day metrists, and living and 
breathing in a world of his own. This I think would not be with- 
out its amusement ; at least I am sure the fault would be in the 
critic if it were so^ and not in the Poet himself. I end all by 
leaving in the ears of all o];>JQqtors and sneerers the eloquent 
words of Edmund Burke: — 

^ I am sensible I have not disposed my materials to abide the test of a cap- 
tions controversy, but of a sober and. even forgiving examination ; that they are 
not armed at all points for battle, but dressed to visit those who are willing to 
give a peaceful entrance ta-rtTnith." 

G. M. 
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TES AND NO. 

*' We came into t|ie woild like brother and brotlier, 
And now lef a go hand in hand, not one before another."— Shakspearb. 
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OF SAYING " YES. 

''He humbly annrered ' Yea! Bob.'" 

Anom. 

Our opinion is reiy much 
strengthened by the relief that 
many of onr friends will assent to 
it, when we assert that no art 
requires in a greater degree the 
attention of a young man on his 
entrance into life thaua that of say- 
ing ^^ Yes." A man who deigns not 
to use this little word is a bull-dog 
in soaety ; he studies his own gra- 
tification rather than that of his 
Mends^ and of . course accom- 
plishes neither : in short, he de- 
serves not to be called a ciyilized 
being, and is totally unworthy of 
the place wbich he holds in the 
creation* 

Is not it right to belieye the pos- 
sible fallacy of one's own opinion ? 
—Yes. Is not it proper to have 
a due consideration for the opinion 
of others ? — Yes ! Is not it truly 
praiseworthy to sacrifice our con- 
Tiction, our argument, our obsti- 
nacy, upon the shrine of polite- 
ness? — Agsun and again we an- 
swer — Yes! yes! yes! 

Nothing indeed is to us more 
gratifying, than to behold a man 
modestly diffident of the powers 
which nature has bestowed upon 
him, and assenting, with a proper 
sense of his own fallibility, to the 
opinions of those who kindly en- 
deayonr to remedy his faults, or to 
supply lus deficiencies. Nothing 
b to us more gratifying than to 
hear from the lips of such a man 
that true test of a complying dis- 



MR. Oakley's treatise on the art 
OF saying 



" NO." 



^ My aott^leam betimes to say No.*^ 

Miss Edoewortr. 

Our opinion is not a jot weal> 
ened by Uie probability that many 
of our friends will dissent from it, 
when we assert that no art re- 
quires in a greater degree the 
attention of a young man, on Us 
entrance into life, than that o€ 
saying ^^ No." A man who is 
afraid to use this little word ia » 
spaniel in society ; he studies to 
please others, raiher than to be- 
nefit himself, and of CQurse Hula 
in both objects : in short, he de- 
serves not to be called a qia% and 
is totally unworthy of the plac^ 
which he holds in the creatkan* 

Is he a rational being who has 
not an opinion of his own ? — ^No. 
Is he in the possession of bis fiw 
senses who sees with tiie eyes, 
who hears with the ears of othev 
men ? — No ! Does he act upott 
principle who sacrifices truth, hoM 
nour, and independence, on tbe 
shrine of serYility ?— »AgMn aiiS 
again we reply — No I no ! no I 

Nothing indeed is to us mo99 
gratifying, than to behind ft nmo 
relying boldly on the powers which 
nature has bestowed upon faimy 
i and spurning, with a proper con- 
sciousness of independ^ice, 'the 
suggestions of tlKMe who would 
reduce him from the rank he holds 
as a reasonable creature, to the 
level of a courtier and a time- 
server. Nothing is to us nore 
gratifying than to hwt. 
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position — that sore prevention of 
all animosity— that immediate stop 
to all quarrels — that sweet, civil, 
complacent, inoffensive mono- 
sjllabie — Yes ! 

Yet, alas! how many do we 
find who, from an affectation of 
singularity, or a foolish love of 
argument, do as it were expunge 
this admirable expression from 
their vocabularies. How many do 
ive see around us, who are in the 
daily habit of losing the most ad- 
vantageous offers, of quarrelling 
with strangers, and of offending 
their best friends, solely because 
they obstinately refuse to call to 
their assistance the infallible re- 
medy for all these e?ils, which is 
to be found in the three letters 
upon which we are offering a brief 
comment. 

We are sure we are only chim- 
ing in with the opinion of other 
people, when we lament the mani- 
fold and appalling evils which are 
the sure consequences of this dis- 
inclination to affirmatives. To us 
it is really melancholy to look 
upon the disposition to contradic- 
tion by which some of our friends 
are characterized, to observe the 
manifest pride of some, the un- 
reasonable pertinacity of others.— 
Of a surety, if we are doomed at 
any future season to put on the 
yoke of wedlock, Mrs. L., and all 
the Masters and Misses L. shall 
be early instructed in the art of 
saying '^ Yes." 

Look into the pages of history ! 
—-Yon will find there innumerable 
examples in support of our opi- 
nion. When the Greeks begged 
Achilles to pocket his afironts and 
make an end of Hector, he refused. 
Very well, we have no doubt he 
didaU for the best', but we are 



lips of such a man that decided 
test of a free spirit — that finisher 
to all dispute — that knock-down 
blow in all arguments— that strong, 
forcible, expressive, incontrover^ 
tible monosyllable — No ! 

Yet, alas ! how many do we 
find who are either unable or un- 
willing to pronounce this most 
useful, most necessary response! 
How many do we see around us, 
who are in the daily habit of pro- 
fessing to know things of which 
they are altogether ignorant, of 
making promises which it is im- 
possible for them to perform, of 
saying (to use for once a soft ex- 
pression) thd thing which is not^^ 
solely because they will not call to 
their assistance the infallible re 
medy for all these evils, which is 
to be found in the two letters upon 
which we are offering a brief com- 
ment. 

It is dreadful to reflect upon 
the evils which this neglect must 
infallibly produce. It is dreadful 
to look round upon the friends 
and relatives whom we see sufier- 
ing the most appalling calamities 
from no other misconduct than a 
blind aversion to negatives. It is 
disgusting to observe the flexible 
indecision of some, the cringing 
servility of others. Forgive us, 
reader, but we cannot help solilo* 
quizing — God save the King of 
Clubs, and may the Princes of the 
Blood Royal be early instructed in 
the art of saying '^ No." 



Look into the pages of history ! 
— You will find there innumerable 
examples in support of our opi- 
nion. Pompey was importuned 
to give battle to Caesar ; — he com- 
plied. Poor devil ! — he would 
never have been licked at Phar- 
sailaii lie li^.d learned from us the 
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morally sore that Patroclus would 
not have been slain, if Achilles had 
Imown how to say '' Yes." We 
all know how he cried about it 
when it was too late. To draw 
another illostration from the same 
epoch, how disastrous was the ig- 
norance which Priam displayed of 
this art, when a treaty was on foot 
for the restoration of Helen. No- 
thing was easier than to finish all 
disputes, to step out of all diffi- 
culties, by one ciyil, obliging, 
gentlenuinly ^^ Yes." But he re- 
fused — ^and Troy was burned. 
What glorious results would a con- 
trary conduct hare produced ! It 
would hare prevented a peck of 
troubles both to the Greeks and 
tiie Etonians. It would have saved 
tiie Ancients ten years, and the 
Modems twelve -books, of blood- 
shed. It is almost unnecessary to 
allade to the imprudent, the luck- 
less Hippolytus ; he never would 
bave been murdered by a marine 
iBonster, if he could but have said 
^^Yes:'* but the word stuck in 
his throat, and he certainly paid 
lather dear for his ignorance. 

" Yes," cries a critic, " I agree 
vith all this,— but it's all so old.'' 
We assent to your opinion, my 
good friend, and will endeavour 
to benefit by your suggestion. 
Come then — ^we will look for illus- 
trations among the characters of 
oor own age. 

There's Lord Duretete the misan- 
thrope. He has a to/erad2& fortune, 
tolerable talents, and tolerable 
person. He plays a tolerable ac- 
companiment on the flute, and a 
tolerable hand at whist. Yet, with 
lU these tolerable qualifications, he 
u considered a most, intolerable 
Ban. What is the reason of this 
seenungly anomalous circumstance ? 
The reason is obrious — His Lord- 
sUp can't say << Yes." This abo- 



art of saying ^ No." Look at Ae 
conduct of his rival and con- 
queror, Cassar ! Yon remember the 
words of Casca, — ^^ I saw Mark 
Antony oJOfer him a crowp, and he 
put it by once; but for all that, 
to my thinking, he would fain have 
had it ! " Now this placid " put- 
ting by" was not the thing for the 
Romans : we are confident Julius 
Caesar would never have died by 
cold steel in the Senate, if he had 
given them a good decisive insuper- 
able " No!" Whatever epoch 
we examine, we find the same re- 
luctance to say ^' No" to the allure- 
ments of Pleasure and the mandates 
of Ambition, and alas ! we find it 
productive of the same conise- 
quences. Juvenal tells us of an 
unfortunate young man, one Gains 
Silius, who was unlucky enough to 
be smiled upon by the Empress 
Messalina. The poor boy knew 
the danger he ran — he saw the death 
which awaited him ; but an Empress 
sued, and he had not the heart to 
say <^ No ! " He lost his heart first, 
and his head shortly afterwards. 

" Dam'me," says a blood, ** all 
that happened a hundred years 
ago." — An Etonian has occasion- 
ally great difficulty in carrying his 
ideas a hundred years back. — 
Well then — we will go example- 
hunting nearer home. 

There's Sir PhilhPlausible^ the 
Parliament man. He can make a 
speech of nine hours, and a calcu- 
lation of nine pages : nobody is a 
better hand at getting up a ma- 
jority, or palavering a refractory , 
oppositionist ; he profiers an argu- 
ment and a bribe with equal dex- 
terity, and converts by place and 
pension, when he is unable to con- 
vince by alliteration and antithesis. 
What a pity itisYie caiTt 
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mbibk igionnce of onr fkromite 
Vjrt interferes Jbi the moBt triTial 
Iiicid«>t» of life; it renders him 
•Ulae miserable and disagreeable. 
^^ Will foax LoidsUp allow ate 
to prefix jow naioe to a dedi- 
cation?'' says Bill Attic the sa« 
tirist. << I mwt «o mad first," 
saja his Lordship. ^^ Durctete ! 
lend n^ a couple of hundreds ! " 
aajs S«r Hairy. ^^ Can't« 'pon ho- 
nour !" sayahisLoidahip. ^^You 
dear creature 1 you'll open my ball 
thiseYening!" says Lady Germain. 
<< I'll be damned if I do ! " says 
hb Lordship. See the catastrophe. 
Bill Attic lampoons him— • Sir 
Harry spits in his lace, and Lady 
Germain ?otes him a bore. How 
unlucky that he cannot say 
« Yes I " 



Look at young Stiff ac<> the man 
of honour !-^He came up to town 
last year with a good dress, a good 
O^ftbess, and letters of iutroduc- 
tion to half a ionea great men. 
Be^Bsade hb bow to each of them, 
spent a week with each of them, 
offended each of them^ and is now 
starving in a garret upon inde- 
pendence and cold mutton. What 
is the meaning of all this ? Eustace 
never learned how to say " Yes!"-— 
^^ Virtus poU tmmmos f Eh ! young 
man?" says old Discount the 
usurer. ^^ I can't say I think so," 
says Eustace. ^^Here! Eustace, 
boy," says Lord Fanny, ^^ read 
over these scenes, and let me have 
^our opinion ! fit for the boards, I 
think ! Eh ?" '^ You'll excuse me 
if I don't think they are," says 
Eustace. ^ Well! my young 
friend," cries Mr. Pliant, ^' we must 
have yon in Parliament i suppose ; 
make an orator of you! You're 
on the right side I hope ? " ^^ I 
should vote with my conscience, 



<< Sir Philip,'* sajfi an wmjn 
^' you'll remember my little Imi^ 
ness at the Foreign Office !"-:- 
^^ Depend upon my fii^ndship^^ 
says the Minister. << Sir PhifipP 
says a fat citizen, with two wtei 
and two dozen children^ ^^ you will 
remember Billy's place in the Gm- 
toms ! " — ^^ Rely on my proqutoal'' 
says the Minister. <^ SirPhiUpi'' 
says a lady of rank, ^^ Ensign JBUe- 
buck b an officer most deaeniaf 
promotion!" << He shall he • 
colonel! — I swear by YeBMl? 
says the Minister. ^^ EmUus €f§$ 
quis est? "—-He has outraged Ui 
friendship — he has fovgotten V$ 
promise — hehas falsified his obA^^ 
Had he ever an idea of parfom^ 
ing what he spoke ? (^te ths 
reverse! How unlucky that hi 
cannot say" No!" 

LookatBofrXrt^/ Therelitas 
no finer poet! Epic, elegiac, sa- 
tiric, Pindaric,— 4t is aU one to 
him ! " He is patronised by all the 
first people in town. Eveiy body 
compliments him, eveiy boay asks 
him to dinner. Nay! theraaita 
few who read hiai* He exoels 
alike in tragedy and faroe^ 
and is without a rival in aoi^ 
phibious dramas, which vsay 
be called either the one or the 
other ; but he is a sad bungler io 
negatives. ^^ Mr. Lily," says the 
Duchess, his patroness, " yoii uiill 
be sure to bring that d^ epi- 
thalamium to my conversaiiMMi 
thisevemng!" << There is no.de^ 
nying your Grace^" says the peet. 
^'l say, LUy," says the Do^^ Us 
patron, <^ yon will dine with ua.al 
seven? " " Your Grace does me 
honour," says the poet.. <^ Beb ! ^ 
says the young Marquis, " you 
are for Brookes's to-night?" 
" Dam'me ! to lie sure," says the 
poet. Mark the result HeisgiMft 
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SwtMA ift fitted fiur lUe in t)i« 
Gnib-Stiraet Corpg^ wh«re h« 
|«liBs|>7 s«d expanence how dM* 
f^r^Vi U 13 to ^ay << No" to the 
«m4M itf 911 HMuar, tho vanity of 
fi riiyai^, or iho party-spirit of » 
]MAitki<¥^«*rHow QnliidLy that he 
CIMaot Bay ^ Y«b." 

G^i^^ ii a lover^ anid be bus 

Ofveiy qqaUfication for the offica 

«x^pt OBCU He cannot say << Yes«" 

Nobo^F) witboat this talent^ 

Aoiild pNKmino to be in love* 

<^ Mr. Godfrey/' says Chloe, 

^ dm't yoa think tUs feather 

petfy?'' << Absurd!" says God* 

• fay. <^ Mr. Godifrey I '* says the 

[ lii^, ^^ don't yon thuik this oeckr 

luce boooraing ? " << Never saw 

«y thing less so 1 " says Godfrey^ 

^ Mr. Goodfrey," say a the coqnette^ 

^ don't yon tlunk I'm divine ton 

idi^t?" ^^ Yon never looked 

vsne^ by Jove I " says the genUe- 

nao. Gk>dfrey is a nian of fasMon^ 

aomd of fortune, and a man of 

Mmty hql he will die a baehelor. 

Vkmt a pity t We can never look 

fftenoh a man.wiAeat a arnUe fer 

\k oeprice, anid a. tear for its coo- 

•eipiences. How onlncky that he 

«iiuifli4ay^<Ye8.» 

In Hand poaition we are next go- 
MC to advance we. know every 
Wdy will agree with ns ^ and thia 
tmsi^ffatioii very much atreogth- 
m our opinion^ Nothing is so 
liecoBaing to a female month as a 
dYB and flaltering ^ Yea." It is im- 
faaiible^ indeed, buit that our feU 
bw-eitizeiis shojold here agree with 
Uy when they reflect that they ne- 
le rg — be hnsbanda until their in- 
HMMata shall have learnt the art of 
■9ing ^ Yes." For the most part, 
Indeed, dtUity and good*nature 
aae the charactertetics of our Bri- 
tish fair; and this natural incUna- 



4p e«t tripe vlth bi» tyianaioa 

hoekseUei— ^ baa disafipoiiated 
hie patrone^s^bd baa offBai4ed lie 
patron— he h^ cut the (Subl^ 
How unlufiky that he ^cauuot aay 



Ned Shutile was a dashiof 
young fellow, who, to use his owa 
eziNression, was ^^ above denying 
^ thing ;"*^n pluner terms, he 
could not say <^ No." << Sir ! " saya 
an enraged Tory, ^'you are the 
author of this pamphlet 1 " Jack 
never saw the work, but he waa 
^^ above denying u thing," and 
was horaewhipped for a Ubeller. 
<^ Sir 1 " aays an unfortunate pi^ 
gean^ ^< you hid the king iu your 
sleeve last night ! " Jack never saw 
the pigeon before, but he waa 
^< above denying a thii^" and 
was cut for a blackleg* ^^ Sir ! " 
says a hot Hibernian, ^^ you in* 
salted my sister in the Park!" 
Jack niever saw the lady or her 
champion before, but he waa 
^^ above denying a thingy" a»d 
was shot through the head the 
next momiog. Poor fellow ! How 
unlucky that he could not sajy 
^ No." 

In the position we are nes^ 
going to advance we know every 
body will dUTer from us ; but thia 
only strengthens our opinion. JHom 
thing is so becoming to a fomeh 
month as the power,«-*ay, and the 
inclination, io say ^^No!" So 
firmly indeed are we attached to 
this doctrine, that we never wiU 
marry a woman who cannot say 
^^No." For the most part, indeed, 
the sex are pretty tolerably actu^ 
' ated by what the world calls a 
spirit oi contradiction, but what 
we should rather designate as a 
spirit of independence. This na^ 
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tion to the affirmadfe renders it 
nnnecesaary for us to point oat to 
our fur coantrywomen the beauties 
and advantages of a word which 
thej love as dearly as they do flat- 
tery. While we are on the sub- 
ject of flattery, let ns obiter advise 
all Etonians to say nothing but 
^^Tes" to a lady. Bat as a thoaght- 
less coquette or a haoghty pmde 
does occasionally forget the neces-^ 
sity and the beanty of the word 
we are discussing, we cannot but 
recommend to our fair readers to 
consider attentively the evils which 
this forgetfulness infallibly entails. 
Laurelia would never have been 
cut by her twenty-first adorer; 
Charlotte, with 4,000/. a-year at 
fifteen, would never have been an 
old maid at fifty; Lucy, with a 
good face and not a farthing, 
would never have refused a car- 
riage, white liveries, and a peerage, 
if these unfortunate victims had 
studied in early youth the art of 
saying " Yes." 

Sweet — light — gay — quaint Mo- 
nosyllable ! Tender, obliging, in- 
offensive, affectionate Yes ! How 
we delight in thy delicate sound ! 
We love to hear the enamoured 
swain petitioning for his mistress's 
picture, till the lady, or overcome 
by affection, or wearied by impor- 
. tunity, changes the " No" of coy 
reluctance for the *^ Yes" of final 
approbation. We love to hear the 
belle of Holbom-hill supplicating 
for Greenwich and the one-horse 
ciiay, till her surly parent alters 
the shake of unconvinced obdu- 
racy for the nod of unwilling con- 
sent. We love to see the hen- 
pecked husband humbly kneeling 
for his Sunday coat and '' the Star 
and Garter,^' till Madam, con- 
scious that the Captain is secreted 
IB the closet, transmutes the ^^ No" 
of authoritative detention into tbe 



tnral inclination to negatives i^en* 
ders it unnecessary for us to pofat 
out to our fair counti^ywomen the 
beauties and advantages of a word 
which they use as constantiy as 
their looking-glass. Nevertheless 
they do occasionally iotfs^ tlie 
love of opposition, which is tiie 
distingubhing ornament of tlMir 
sex ; and alas ! they too f reqneDtlj 
render themselves miserable by 
neglecting our conclusive Mono- 
syllable. We most earnestly en- 
treat those belles who honour with 
their notice the humble efforts of 
^' The Etonian," to derive a timely 
warning from the examples of 
those ladies who have lived to 
regret a hasty and unthinking 
assent. Anna would never have 
been the mistress of a colonel; 
Martha would never have been 
the wife of a comet ; Lydia would 
never have been tied to age, ugli- 
ness, and gout, if these unfortu- 
nate victinis had studied in early 
youth the art of saying ^^ No." 

Short— strong— ^sharp— quunt 
Monosyllable ! Forcible, convinc- 
ing, argumentative, indisputable 
No ! How we delight in thy ex- 
pressive sound ! We love to hear 
the Miss of fifteen plaguing her 
uncle for her Christmas ball, till 
Squaretoes, finding vain the ex- 
cuses of affection, finishes the 
negociation with the ^^ No" of 
authority. We love to hear the 
enamoured swain pouring forth 
his raptures at the feet of an in- 
exorable Mistress, till the lady 
changes her key from the quiet 
hint of indifference to the decided 
" No" of aversion. We love to 
hear the schoolboy supplicating a 
remission of his sentence, until his 
sable judge alters the ^^ I can't" 
of sorrowful necessity, to the ^^ No" 
of inflexible indignation. We love 
— >\3iU\. \V. V& lvcQ!& fot us to bring our 
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ss" of immediate dismission, 
lore — but it is time to bring 
treatise to a coocliisioo, and 
fill merely observe, that when- 
' we see Beauty without a hus- 
d) or Talent without a place ; 
neTer we hear a lady consi- 
ed an old maid, or a gentleman 
id a bore, we turn from the sight 
nelancholy mood, and whisper 
ourselres, — ^^ This comes of 
being able to say ^ Tes.' ** 

J.L. 



treatise to a condnsion, and we 
will merely observe, that whenever 
we see a man engaged in a duel 
agunst his will, or in a debauch 
against liis conscience; whenever 
we see a patriot accepting of a 
place, or a beauty united to a 
blockhead, we turn from the sight 
in disgust, and mutter to ourselves^ 
<<This comes of not being able to 
say < No.' " 

M.O. 



A LAPLAND SACRIFICE. 

L 

'TwAS silence all — the glorious Sun 
His daily race of life had run. 
The Moon h^r silver lamp had spread 
Refulgent over Hanga's head, 
And, o'er each hut and lordly tower. 
Soft Sleep had spread his balmy power : 
But when at morn, with giant stride, 
The Sun repaired his golden tide. 
The rising winds impetuous bore 
Loud shouts along the winding shore. 
And Lapland hills returned the sound. 
And dale and grot re-echoed round ; 
In flinty splendor Hanga's rock 
Received with joy the mighty shock. 
And Heaven itself, with arch serene, 
Gaz'd eager on the wondrous scene. 

II. 

No steeds in gorgeous trappings prance. 
No warrior points his feathered lance. 
It is not war's new-kindled sound 
That rushes o'er the groaning ground. 



lit Ji Lmlfwnd Socfifiet* 

Nc faartchet gfitteriog in flte way, 
. No trumpet BhriU — ^no opening bay 
Of dogs ifldpatient for the chase* 
t^rocldms the panting courser's race. 
But Li^iland's sons and Lapland's damea 
Stand gazing o'er tfie rising' dames. 
And watch with pious ken the fire 
To Heaven's bkie-Taulted arch aspire ; 
For woe to him whose impiousf breast 
Shall scorn great Odin's hallow'd feast. 
Who shall not hear his country's call 
To hail the migjity Festival ! 



IIL 

The flames rise high — the ttemblitig sod 

Scarce b«irs tlie host's Htmumber'd ttead. 
And hearts invoke the Guardian God 

To watch abov6 each suppliant's head : 
But still eadk breast, with ehiefest zeal. 
Bums anxious for its country^» Weal, 
And calls the Arbiter of Fate 
To spread his whigs iftf Laphmd^s State ; 
For each, with patriotic eyey 
Can mark Uis son, his father, di^ ; 
And praise the spirit that ffits^ away 

Amid the heart-crop's purple floodf. 
And glory that be priz'd the day 

Of life bdotr Wter Cdtttftry^ gOdd*. 
Such Laptattd'd sons; Ekch bosom pray 'd 
To Odin's ever-watchful shade — 
Odin — who, living, ever saw 

"VfhAff Wfbx&k^ qttail beneadi' his ttod ; 
Dying, be^tne a naticm's awe. 

His Countiy^'iHefld«^fais Country's God. 



oDfi TO Dieisi^Am. 

Hence ! Fiend of Hell, who lov'at to brood 
0*er sad misfortuite's load of woe, . 

» 

And snatch with haste, as sweetest food. 
The tears that pain has forced to flow : 
Nor here, thou stem, relentless Power, 
Prepare to blast each sweetest flower^ 
That e'er adorns life's tedious way. 
And blooms in gentle 70ttth,.and blushes while 'tis May. 

Hence — for not here the guilty soul. 
The conscience-stricken breast thoult find. 

Whom Virtue's laws could ne'er control. 
Whom Honour's pledge could never bind. 

With such as these thou lov'st to dwells 

And give to life the pangs of hell ^ 

While all around fell woes appear. 

Sharp Pai% and moody Hate^ and self-avoiding Fear. 

To thee is sweet the lonely heart 

That owns no tie of love on earth, 
To ease it from the frequent smart * 

That lurks beneath the veil of mirth ; ^ 

Upon whose drear and desert state^ 
Not one last lingering ray may wait^ 
Of all that once was precious here. 
Of all ttiat beauty gave, or ha^pintes BBiade dear. 

To thee is sweet the madden'd breast 

That Fury's boiling passions tear. 
That knows no interval of rest 

From bitterest pangs the frame can bear ; 
To thee is sweet the cold ^az'd eye 
Tlmt glares in hideous vacancy ; 
To thee is sweet the gasping breath. 
The hlood'bespatter'd hand, and agon^ of I>^^^« 
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Go, search thee out the blasted heath. 

Where Madness walks his nightly round. 
Where die owl shrieks, and deeds of death 
Are whisper'd in the night-wind's sound. 
Go, search thee out die darksome shed. 
Where Crime conceals his guilty head. 
Strikes o'er again die last death-blow, 
And hears in every gale the footsteps of a foe. 

Go, search thee out the wretch accursed. 
Who thinks no hope for him remains, 

Whose spleen, by sin and malice nursed. 
Writhing beneath disease's pains. 

He vents alike 'gainst Man and God, 

Careless of all that o'er him nod. 

Of all the terrors Fear inspires. 

Of adamantine chains that wait, and penal fires. 

Father of Heav'n, Almighty Power ! 

Let not such pangs this heart infest ; 
Let not Despair's revengeful hour 

Afflict thy lowly suppliant's breast : 
Give ine the soul, that nobly great 
Can meet unmov'd the shock of fate ; 
Bear — firmly bear — Misfortune's blow. 
And smile beneadi the weight and bitterness of woe. 

Grant me, though doomed by thee to drain 

Its bitterest dreg from Sorrow's bowl, 
Grant me to smile beneadi the pain 

That racks, but not subdues, my soul. 
Grant me the calm, though tortured mind. 
Hopeless and friendless — ^yet resigned ; 
And let me scorn the coward's cry, ( 

Whom misery can move to ** curse his God, and die.'' 

S. D. 
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THOUGHTS ON THE WORDS « TURN OUT.'' 



' We all, in onr TmniSy Tom Out"— 8oM^ 



Turn Out!!! There are in the English languid no two 
rds which act so forcibly in exciting sympadiy and compassion. 
ere is in them a melancholy cadence, beautifully correspond- 
with the sadness of the idea which they express : they awaken 
I moment the tenderest recollections, and the most anxious 
^bodings : there is in them a talismanic charm which influences 
:e all ages and all dispositions; the Church, the Bar, and the 
late, are all comprised in the range of its operation : indeed we 
ieve that in no profession, in no rank of life, we shall find the 
ci who can meditate, without an inward feeling of mental de- 
ssion, on the simple, the unstudied, the una£tected Pathos of 
words •' Turn Out/' 

8 it not extraordinary, that when the idea is in itself so tragic^ 
gives birth to such sombre sensations, Melpomene should 
e altogether neglected the illustration of it? Is it not still 
« extraordinary that her sportive sister Thalia should have 
id indecorously to jest with a subject so entirely unsuited to 
pen ? To take our meaning from its veil of metaphor, is it 
extraordinary that Mr. Kenney should have written a farce oa 
words '* Turn Out ? " We regard Mr. Kenne/s farce as m 
ilege, a profanation, a burlesfjue of the best feelings of our 
ire ; and in spite of the ingenuity of the writer, and the tal^its 
le performers, humanity and its attendant prejudices revolt in 
Qst from the scene which endeavours to raise a laugh by a 
Kly of so melancholy a topic. 

t is not difficult to account for thie pensive feelings which are 
ted by these words : they recall forcibly to our mind the un- 
linty of all human concerns ; they bid us think on the sad 
1, that from power, from affluence, from happiness, we may 
' turned out'' at a minute's warning ; they whisper to us that 
lease of life is held on a precarious tenure, subject to the 
of a Providence which we can neither control nor foresee ; 
oblige us to look forward to that undiscovered country, from 
se dark limits we would fain avert our eyes ; they convince u» 
le truth of the desponding expression of the Psdmist, *^ Man 
it a thing of nought, his time passeth away like a shadow." 
re not these the reflections of every thinking mind ? If diey 
not, we must entreat the indulgence of our readers for the 
mcholy pleasure we take in the discussi(m of the subject. 

OL. I. I 
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The words may indeed be more than ordinarily affecting to m, in- 
asmuch as they remind us of a friend who in his life was ** tomed 
out" from every thing that life can bestow, but who in his deadi 
shall never be '* turned out^' from that consolatory tribute to his 
Manes, — the recollection of a sincere friend. Poor Gilbert! 
the occurrences of his eventful existence would indeed funisk 
materials for the poet or the moralist, for a tragedy of five acts, 
or a homily of fifty heads. His father always propheaied he 
HKOuld turn out a great man ; and yet the poor fellow did ncAing 
.but turn outf. and never became a great man. At fonrCeea he 
tum^ (MUt with a bargeman, and lost an eye ; at sevent^n he iroi 
Uimed out from Eton, and lost King's ; at tfaree-and twen^ he 
was turned out of hi^ father's will, and lost a thousand a-yew; 
4it four-and-twenty he was turned out ot t, tandem^ and krt 
the long odds ; at five*and-twenty he wi» turned <mt of a phee^ 
and lost all patience ; at six-and-twenty he was turned emt of tte 
affections of his mistress, and lost his last hope; mt seven-Bud^ 
ftweo<y h^ was turned out of a gaming-house, where he lost liis hit 
farthing. Gilbert died about a year ago, after existing for son! 
time in a miserable state of dependence upon a rich uncle* To 
(the last he. was fond of narrating to his friends the vieissiitildei 
of his life^ which he constantly concluded in the following naih 
per ; — ** So, gentiemen. I have been turning out durinc ao^ winb 
Ufe.; you now see me on the brink of the grave, and I don't can 
how 900U I t^fm inJ* 

We had not beard from him for a considerable spftce of tima^ 
find were beginning to wonder at his protracted silence, when i 
friend who was studying the Morning Post apprized ua of hii 
ifecease by the following exclamation : — ** My God ! old GiUbert!^ 
d^^d ! here's a auaint turn out I " 

;. Ala3 1 bow otten does it happen that we are not awate of Ato 
value of the blessings we enjoy, until chance or destiny has takaa 
t^em from us. This has been the case in our acquaintance inik our 
lamented companion. How bitterly do we now regret dint we did 
not, while his life was spared, make use of his inestimabie ei- 
perienoe po collect some instructions on the art of tumidso«t,.bodi 
lu the active and the neuter significiEition of the words. For surely 
no two things are more difficult, than the giving or receiTing of a 
dismissal. To go through the one with civility^ and the •ikar 
with.firmness, is mdeed a rare talent, which every man of the woiU 
should study to attain. 

Wheu we consider the various chances and vicissitodea whidi 
await the citizens of our little commonwealth in their progien 
through life ; when we reooUect tiiat some of them wiU enter int6 
political life, in order to be turned out of their places ; others wiii 
^joy dbe titular diatioction of M. P«> that tiiey nuiy be tiuiMdoBtef 
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Bm* 8Mt8 Ibe MMt eleotiod | while others agidti^ by ftn attdthttlettt 
to Chmceiy ^sTj^fioni will endettvour to g6t tuhied out bf their 
estates ; — ^it is surely worth wlate to bestow a little attedtiott upon 
Chtt most t^ro]^ ihoAe of behavi^ Under theHfe littfbitUliate cir- 
MtnSfanoeii* 

. Mr* MoHMtbil receives a turn mt better thaii any pOlitital man 
of oitf aequaibtanee. If was of him that Sir Andrew Freeman^ 
a Hertfordshire Independent, who, to do him justice, would be 
wilty if be <x>uld> broached the celebrated remark : — '* He has 
turned out KO often,- that I should think he's turned wron^ side 
md by this titnei" Mr* Monxtod is indeed a phenomenon m his 
way* The amile he wears on coming into office differs in no 
fiipect ftoxtt that which he assumes on resigning all his employ- 
toents^ He departs from the ei^oyment of place and power, not 
with tbe gravity of a disappointed* minister, but with the self-satis- 
fied air of a successful courtier. The tact, with which he conceals 
die inward vexation of spirit beneath an outward serenity of counte- 
nance, is to us a matter of astonishment. When we have heard 
Urn discussing his resignation with a simper on his face, and a jest 
<A his lip, We have often fancied that Mr. KemMe would appear 
tt^MKs in the sanofe light, were he to deliver Wolsey's soliloquy' witli 
Ae attitudes tand the gestures of a harlequin in a pantomime. Jn- 
feitile politiciiUis cannot propose to themselves, in this line of their 
profeSHOBi, a better model than Mr. Motizton. ' 

Nor is dns art less worthy the attention of the fair sex. There 
are very few I&diesi who have the talent of dismissing a lover in 
pitfpef style. There are many who reject with so authoritative 
t demeanour, that they lose him, as an acquaintance, whom they 
eily liish to cast off as a dangler; diere are many again who 
Mbdy civility to such an extent, that we know not whedier they 
leject or receive, and have no small difficulty in distinguishing 
dieir smile from their frown. The deep and sincere interest 
nUkh We feel in all matters relating to the advantage or improve- 
ment of die Isir sex, induces us to suggest that an Academy, or a 
SeBOBltfyi or atf Establishment, should be forthwith instituted for 
the* instriueCion of yout^ ladies not exceeding thirty years of age, 
ik ihe inbst approved method of saying ** Turn Out." So far 
ibdeed haa por zeal in this laudable undertaking carried us, that 
iM Iwfe actaally cSoimnunicated our ideas upon the subject to a 
lidy, wfco, to quote from her own advertbement, '^ enjoysT the ad- 
vanlUges of an excellent education, an unblemished character, and 
ail iimsfble disposition." We are happy to inform our friends and 
thtf public in genera), that Mrs. Simkins has* promised to devote 
hei^ ^Mention to this branch of female education. By the end of 
natt month she hopes to be quite competent to the iti^tructioti of 
p^jlhi itf erery mode of exjmssing ^' TuM Oa^-^^ T¥vtiX:8»x 

I 2 



118 ''Turn Out." 

Hint, the Silent Bow, th^ Positive Cut^ the CourteoHs Bqrali^, 
and die Absolute Rejection. We trust that due encoufagemeiil 
will be given to a scheme of such general utility. 

In the mean time, until such Academy , or Seminary* or Estih 
blishment shall be opened* we invite our &ir readers to the 
study of an excellent model in the person of Caroline Mowbray. 
Caroline has now seven-and-twenty lovefs, all of whom have suc- 
cessively been in favour, and have been successively turned out 
Yet so skilfully has she modified her severity, that in most cases 
she has destroyed Hope without extinguishing Love: die vie*; 
tims of her caprice continue her slaves* and are proud of her. 
hand in the dance* although they despair of obtaimng it at the 
altar. The twenty-seventh name was added to the ust of hsr 
admirers last week* and was (with the most heartfelt regret wa 
state it)* no less a personage than the Hon.Gerard Monfgomery^^ 
Alas! unfortunate Gerard ! — 

^ Chiant& laboras in Charybdl* 
Digne paer meliore flammiL'' 

He had entertained us for some time with accounts of the pre* 
ference with which he was honoured by this miracle of obdurac|y 
and at last* by dint of long and earnest entreaty* prevailed upoQ 
us to be ourselves vritness to the power he had obtained over hc| 
affections. We set out dierefore not without a considerable lus^ . 
picion of the manner in which our expedition would terminatei ^ 
and inwardly anticipated the jests which " The King of Clttfaf*! 
would infallibly broach upon the subject of Gemd's " iWlf ; 

Out:' . ./;: 

Nothing occurred of any importance during our ride : Geraid 
talked much of Cupids* and Hymen ; but inasmuch as we wen^ 
not partakers of his passion* we could not reasonably be ezpedtd- 
to partake of his inspiration. 

Upon our arrival at Mowbray Lodge, we were showainto f^ 
room so crowded with company* that we almost fancied nfi.. 
had been ushered into the Earl's levee* instead of his dau^^^terfs 
drawing-room. The eye of a lover* however* was more keeOif 
Gerard soon perceived the Goddess of the Shrine receiving dift 
incense of adulation from a crowd of votaries. Amongst thesfli; 
he immediately enrolled himself* while we* apprehensive that our 
company might be troublesome to him* hung back* and became, 
imperceptibly engaged in conversation with some gentlemen of 
our acquaintance. To speak the truth* on our way to " the Lodge 
these " Thoughts on Turn Out" had been the subject of our re-.. 
varies* and whatever expressions or opinions we heard around ni, 
appeared to coincide with the cogitations with which we were oc- 
cupied. We first became much interested in the laments of an 
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M gentleman who was bewailing the '' Turn Out '' of a friend at 

llie last election for die county of . Next we listened 

to an Episode from a Dandy, who was discussing the extraor- 
dmary coat '' turned out " by Mr. Michael Oakley at the last 
coonty ball. Finally we were engaged in a desperate argument 
widi a Wiccamisty upon the comparative degree of talent 
^turned out'' from each of the public schools during the last 
ton years. Of course we proceeded to advocate the cause of our 
CMter-mother, against die pretensions of our numerous and illus- 
tribus iiTals. Alas ! we felt our unworthiness to stand forward as 
IBtona's Panegyrist, but we made up in enthusiasm what we 
limted in ability. We ran over with volubility the names of 
diose dirice-honoured models, whose deserved success is constantly 
the dieme of applause, and the life-spring of emulation among 
Ihsir floccessors. We had just brought our catalogue down to the 
names of our more immediate forerunners, and were dwelling with 
nuich complacency on the abilities which have during the last few 
jears so nobly supported the friir fame of Eton at the Universities, 
when our eye was caught by the countenance of our Hon. Friend, 
iirfuch, at this moment, wore an appearance of such unusual des- 
pondence, that we hastened immediately to investigate the cause. 
Upon inquiry, we learned that Montgomery was most romantically 
displeased, because Caroline had refused to sing an air of which 
ha was passionately fond. We found we had just arrived in time 
fiff die finale of die dispute. " And so you can't sing this to 
Mige me?" said Gerard. Caroline looked refusal. '^ I shall 
know better than to expect such a condescension again,'' said 
Qerardy widi a low sigh. " Tant mieux ?" said Caroline, with a 
low courtesy. The audience were unanimous in an unfeeling 
ki^, in the midst of which Gerard made a precipitate retreat, or 
as O'Connor expresses it, ''ran away like mad," and we followed 
him as weU as we could, diough certainly not '' passibus aquis^ 
Aa we moved to the door we could hear sundry criticisms on the 
scene. *' Arddes of ejectment ! " said a limb of the law. '' The 
fitfOmite distanced !" cried a Newmarket Squire, '' I did not 
dunk die breadr practicable ! " observed a gentleman in regimen- 
tds: We overtook the unfortunate object of all these comments 
about a hundred yards from the house. His woe-be^one coun- 
tenance might well have stopped our malicious disposition to io- 
ciduity ; neverdieless we could not refrain from whispering in nis 
ew — '* Gerard ! a decided 'turn out ! " '* I beg your pardon,"^ 
said die poor fellow, mingling a smile for his pun with a tear for 
Us disappointment, '' i beg your pardon; — I consider it a 

decided take in.** 

P. W. 
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To Mr. Qourtemjf' « 

** Faniim fwir^ VaemuB."— p1{or. 

Sm, — ^I ki^QW it is the general opinioD that hi« few weeb' 
Holidiiys are the happiest part of a schoolboy^s exigt^ce^ iiqd 
ihftt die prospect of going home, with its pleasant ^fod m^tW^l 
accompaniments of cessation from lessons and frofo 0o|j|gipg« Wr 
ihe oply pieans b^ which he is enabled to ke^p yp bu f piriti, 
under the heavy load and presq^r^ of qeces^ary disciplinft* Thii^ 
however, is taldng it for panted that a schoolboy is *pf co^iM 
unhappy ; which I, as an Etonian, must for my own pl^t poOf 
tively deny : but at the same time I am forced to allo^^ f^thQUgl^ 
perhaps it may be injurious to my argument, that I b^jin (o tm 
most uncomfortably, when the busy preparatiQ98 of myjoyiipl 
community remind me of what, of my own accord* I Apuld a^f^ 
wish to recollect — ^that the Holidays are approaching. Yoq w9i 
probably, by diis time, be able to conjecture, that 1 am a •oher 
steady youth, and not one likely to endanger his nedf; fof tibe ndie 
of a boyish bravado, by starting from Eton in a wretjoheif) tap4mt 
torturing myself by riding a lame hack, or whiskiqg aw9J vi'i^ 
ipost ungentlemanlike of all conveyances, a post-cwse uid fiwir. 
In truth, I am usually content with a stage qpach ; the qus^rim 
of that conveyance are so wctH known, and so uniyqrsajlly ^p<&- 
rienced, that they need no description : perhaps, bqw^fveir, tb«y 
may be thought rather increased by the lep^th of ntj jpmift^, 
which requires ^ day and ni^ht for its completionji wd by the ^oU 
of Christmas, which is the time to which I partici^arlv idluda. ; I 
usually r^acb Swinburne House about seven o'doek in the ^feur 
ing. The nyopient that the noise of the wheels is hcnrd, th^ h«ll 
doors fly open, and all the old servants come forward t^ hattd fM 
out of the carriage^ to inq[uire. after my healths wd^fWJ .thW'^ufi* 
est resp^ts to ^^ Young Master. ' After this, &1;igufiid t^ I ^m^ 
I have tQ receive the hugs, kisses, and questions of the> w boki 
^^iy^ assembled around a blazing wood fire in the dic^w^HPOMR, 
with the bottles and dessert still standing on the t^ble, and an dr 
bow chw placed for my reception in the chimney conifnp^ Qh 1 the 
kind ipquiriea and compaaisionate looks which I receive, wlieli I 
stretch out i^y numbed and shivering hands to the bl&:tey while, ift 
spite of trying to look as happy and merry as I can, my teeth bo- 
tray me with their involuntary chattering ! '* How happy he must 



Mimna of the Ckmimas HbMsyt. 121 

b«!^ b the gieneral cry ;— -one proposes a hot dinaer ; another 
rings the bell for dM purpose ; my old Aunt seldom fails to stand 
1^1 for the superior efficacy of a refreshing cup of fi^arm tta after 
a journey. All these prescriptions generally end in my taking a 
l^ys of wine to drink the healths of the party, wad setting off to 
bed, ^PPy AQd tired. Although I declare myself averse to leav- 
ing Eton, when I am comfortably settled there, and indeed lo the 
general tenor of my vacation, I should be both ungrateful and 
nnfeeling if I could receive so many hearty welcomes, and so many 
affectionale good wishes, without a sweet emotion of joy—^if 
I could visit, without a sensible pleasure, the spot endeared to 
me by the recollection of my birth and my boyhood ; where I have 
so often played, and laughed, and wept ; where every nook and 
crarniy is the scene of some ancient enjoyment, in fact I always 
consider the first the happiest night of the Holidays, and lay my- 
sdf down widi wearied limbsr and agreeable thoughts ; periiaps 
too in some degree comforted, by the knowledge that I ha^e that 
Nbcrty which is denied me at school, of lifting up my head with- 
out the danger of breaking it. 

^ The next day passes pleaswitly enough, being employed in a 
fide round the premises, and in looking at the improvements—- 
perhaps some road or footpath turned, which interfered with &e 
yofmg plantations, and from whence the passenger used to stray 
and waiider over the park, to the great annoyance of the pxopri- 
elors ; some unsightly cottages knocked down, or whitewashed 
and beautified ; some clamps of forest trees disposed in dififereat 
dbactions, either to hide a disagreeable object, or to provide 
against the d^caj of the venerable old oaks, which my Father wisely 
considers naust at some time happen, although they are preserved 
with the most religious attenticm. He is dways my companion 
» Ais eircwrsion, points out what he has done, and expatiates 
widi tnie delight upon the advantage of the alterations and the 
•Qfellies, of which he is as proud as any country squjre m Eng- 
land. Sometimes too, 1 am called upon to admire the superior 
farmnig of a fevourite tenant, who, as I am told, has just intro- 
dnced, in spite of all prejudices, a new and enlightened mode of 
agiieirflure, the success of which is fully exemplified by the^ 
flMHishwg appearance of his drilled wheat, the heakhy plant of 
winter turnips, and the fine condition of his sheep and oxen. This, 
lapaated every day, woald be very tedioqs ; however, it might be 
WtOar dian doing nothing, which is positively my unwelcome con- 
dition> After breakfast, or even .earlier, all the members of the 
famfly who can mount a horse, or pull a trigger, set out, aecord- 
inf^ lo their different inclinations, ei&er on hunting or shooting 
parties. Now both of these pursuits I utterly detest; and fishing,- 
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whidi is my only mnd principal pleasure, is totally pniTeiited by 
the coldness of the weather and unfitness of tlie season. 

I dare say j^ou, Mr. Editor, or any other compassionate person, 
will readily pity me, left to myself to write a solitary letter, or to 
explore the treasures of the dusty book-shelves, a sort of invaskni 
which the ancient folios have not felt for the last fifty years. Tis 
true I now and then encounter the cler^man of the parish^ who 
has free admission to this seat of leammg ; but he is a very poor 
librarian, for he only knows a few volumes of divinity ; and, being 
an elderly gentleman, is so heterodox and obsolete in his classical 
opinions, diat he has often put me into a rage by disputing Por^ 
son's learning, and is still inclined to reject the doctrine of the 
Digamma. In addition to this, he is very pertinacious in argn- 
ment, more of a metaphysician than pliilosopher, and more of a 
schoolman than either, totally ignorant of modem literature, whidi 
he holds beneath him, and imbued with rigid notions of discipline; 
so diat I can never converse with him pleasantly ; and I always 

Eerceive an involuntary shrug of his shoulders, and contortion of 
is visage, whenever the name of Eton is mentioned; and indeed 
he has often favoured me with some very sharp and illiberal at- 
tacks on the frivolous system (as he terms it,) of learning pursued 
there, which nothing but his gray head deters me from retuming. 
In such company there is little to learn, .and still less to enjoy; 
so I generally go out of the room, and leave the clergyman to his 
books and sermon-making. The question again occurs to me^ 
What is to be done? To ride by myself is impossible; to go witb 
my Mother and Aunt in the carnage to the post town is still 
worse;- so my deliberation generally ends in my putting on a 
great-coat and gaiters, and taking a turn or two on the gravel ter<" 
race behind the house. Sometimes I extend my walk as ftv^is the 
garden, and pace along the sunny southern wall ; or, as. an extra- 
ordinary effort^ saunter through the hothouses and conservatories, 
and tr^ to fancy myself transported again to the natural warmth and 
beauties of summer. Once, and only once, my younger brothers 
half-drs^ed half-teazed me down to a pond at no great distance, 
where they had been at the trouble of inaking a slide, and fancied 
that it would be a great pleasure to me if I could but dare to 
exercise myself upon it. They tried every means of persuasion, 
showed me over and over again how easily, safely, and pleasantly 
they glided along, and at last enticed me to attempt the passage. 
You may imagine the consequence ; one foot slipped away firom 
the other, and down I fell. Fortunately the ice support^ my* 
weicht, and, with some difficulty, I raised myself up, sordy 
bruised and dirtied, with the satisfaction of a general, laugh 
against me. My retreat was rapidly elBfected, and I^renoluldjE 
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vowed to be wiser in future. I had almost forgottea to menlioii 
that some time since my Father, though he professed that he could 
not exactly see the use of it, after many entreaties, consented to 
become a subscriber to the book club at the county town. Great 
was the pleasure that I promised myself from this indulgence : 
but now my sentiments are altered, and I begin to think that my 
Father was right in his first judgment. If you wish to know the 
reasons, I need merely mention, that, on my last arrival here, I 
found, as a |reat novelty, procured for my particular amusement, 
the first series of the '^ Tales of My liindlord.^ If this had 
been intentional you might have called it well contrived, for really 
I had almost forgotten them, if it be possible to forget such in- 
teresting writings. 

As I hate of all things the stiff formality of a crowded 
drawing-room, I generally enter as late as possible, and creep to 
a comer, contenting m3rself with answering my nearest neighbour. 
This, too, is my case at dinner, where most of the conversation 
turns upon the transactions of the day; and, since I have no share 
m diese, of course I cannot enjoy the description, although it is 
highly seasoned, and ornamented with every technical illustration. 
Very often a long argument about the conduct of the. County 
Members, and from thence, by an easy digression, the late pro- 
ceedings in Parliament, engross every body's attention except 
mine ; for I care as little as may be for either party, and consider 
myself totally unfit to form a judgment on any such matters. The 
iimous spirit and gestures of the combatants please me just in the 
same way as the contests of prize-fighters do an amateur; besides, 
the noise overpowers the knives and forks, which are sometimes 
heard, with an ominous clatter, above the sound of our ordinary 
conversation. Some dashing young fox-hunter frequently asks 
me, whether we had not a hard run lately at the rebellion ? whe- 
dier I was in at the death '^ how many were $pilt9 Upon my an- 
swering, as far as I understood him, that I thought it a foolish 
piece of business, and had nothing to do with it, it is easy to per- 
ceive that he sets me down as a Sawney. Another inquires, as a 
Eie of general infoimation, how many boys, there are at Eton? 
8 is a puzzler, for I never take the trouble to count the list; 
however, about 500 is nearly sure to be right. Then I am dread- 
fully alarmed by a, female voice from the top of the table, — ^* Pray 
4) you know your schoolfellow, Mr. Taylor's son ? " I immediately 
eicose myself, by observing there are so many Taylors diat it is 
impossible to distinguish to which of them the lady alludes. After 
^ minute's interval of consideration, I hear the ominous sound of 
W friend's Christian name, in a satisfied tone and expression, 
which: js quickly changed for an utterance of surprise, when I 
^^ess diat this only adds to my difficulty ; and all the marks o€ 



bokty mm, and di^vliaii^ aro raBorted to in v»ia. Sometim^I 
OMMioi«M tfab evMioii^ nd am obliged to owo that I do kaa» a 
litdfi of dw olyefll of mquiry. ThUbiiottiifficieiit;.Ia«ioxpMtod 
to wideralaiid hit temper^ his ahflkies^ hit characterir-ki fact, to 
me Iba queritt'B eaproMioi^ ^ all about biamJ* Jl fipd njNdf 
pboad in a tenrible dileHima» between the fear of ofEradiiig aiki 
lflUiaf^a.l]e; to get out of !iiUcdi I am, in telfHiefeKe» 
mvow that I have but few intiinate frienda, and that I. am not 
ao|«aHited oven by name mih half my school&Uowa. Thiais 
oeitain to astoniah airery one^ and I am considered, if pot a block- 
bead, at least a very egdraoidinary and singalar yoiMb, ami oae . 
«bo> has v^iy little intercourse with his e<)Bids, As I neither like 
wine nor politics, I contrive to steal away, after some tiaaey. uih 
perceived, firam die dessert, end leitire to my chand>er to conqpose 
a few lines of my holiday task, which becmnea a pUasur^i,. seUy 
because lib an a«eu|>atiien^ oa to doze over a mslrjr oldnoftl; 
then, widi singalar success, I unita myself to the. merry pacl;# joaC 
as tfiey :are ea the point of ^ntSring die dramng^roomu 

I arnxsually sesepsely dismayed when I noderatand that we aie 
to accept the imrilation of some <^.Aiir neighbours; asd, feeKiig 
obbged to go^ I sobce myaalC wids the reflection Aall I may, fei> 
haps, in the course of pnrgatoiy, meet with some coi^eatal apiiit 
i^ the shqpe of a strainer.. But aU these feUits ate ^trifling and 
imaginary compared to the terror wiith which I heafid it once paa- 
posed and nnattimoaaly resolved (for my alarw coaqpleadgr stopped 
my dissentient voke)' that we should give a grand battf and^ to 
my additkmaA constamatkm, giae it on my laitkr^y. In vain did 
I protest as aooo as my nftlerance returned, dwt c^mcing was my 
Irttet abhorrence; that I neither knew steps nor tune ;; and. co»< 
jnrad them most eamcetly, if they reaHy wished to gnUofyme, to 
put off tins entertainment, at. least till I had gcme to Etao^ wluch 
wouM only occasion the delay of a day or two. All my objections 
were overruled; ihey were ascribed to my usual jdiynesa and 
modesty^ I, forsooth, should cut as good a figure as any hacb^ ; 
bow couldi I refusey unless under pain of beings langhad at by 
the whole cowity? Besides, it wa3 necessary for me to lead off 
the ball; and they ev^a meolt so far as to ask me« out of all the fiiir 
ladies, whom I would honour by jpe^esting bee band* Reststn 
aace was vain; so I feigned acquiescence, hooked more, ham; 
1|ian usual as the day approached, and pretended great aniaely 
lest the artist should not arrive in tine to chalk the floorst, or lest 
an ilUnatured fall of snow should totally prevent the intended fSte. 
Liitde did the good people foresee, my resolution, cor they would 
have taken all bars and bolts far out of my reach. On the fatal 
evening, when I should have been employed in preparing myself 
for the gaiety, I secured the door of my bedroom, and remained 
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after messenger announced diat ibe oompaoy wece arriving, that 
they had all come together, and that tibe ]ball ^a^ n% a stand on 
my account. To eac^ of these I gave evasire-apswel^; but when 
all my broibfim bMifged inyfortraM^ I posilmly told diem that I 
would not surrender, and that I did not intend to appear. This 
final determination I suspected wpnld bring up more authoritative 
deputies, so I jumped Into bed, and was soon lulied to sleep by 
the distant sound of <tfae onirio add the merry feet of the dancers. 
I was almost ashamed to ^bow myiielf the ««xl morning at the 
breakfast table. However* I -wisely considered that I might as 
well encounter all Are blame or laugh at on<:e. My mother 
diought It was very odd diat-a young nm of nsy i^ should dis- 
like dancing, and instanced the iq;>|eQdld disj^y wbicb many of my 
equab made on the preceding night. My rather rather defended 
my conduct, and said that he did not see why Mat abould dance 
if he did not like it. My Aunt wais fortunately so knocked up by 
her fatigues, diat she drsiik her fefmUm tea by hctseif up stairs. 
I congratulated myself on haying Qsci^ed 90 easily ^ iiideed, I be- 
lieve few knew the real reason of my absence, for «udden illness 
was alleged as the cause. All suspicions^ which are generally 
very busy in our counter, gradually died awa^, for I luckily soon 
after returned to Eton^ where I now remans and* which I shall 
be die more sorry to leave, since ''The: King of Clubs" has pub- 
Uaked its amusing lucubrations. 

I have the honour. Sir, to remain your constant admirer in every 
dung (the punch-bowl w^ept^d) 

lUTTBBW SWINBURNE. 



THE CONFESSION OF DON QAJILOS. 
( Jt^fW/jf 4p«it»l#d /i«iai 4^ ^p«liA > 

TELL not me of broken vow — 

1 speak a firmer passion now ; 

O I' ted not ine of shattered chain — 
The link shall never burst again ; 
My soul is fix'd as firmly, here 
As die red Sun in his career; 
As Yictbry on Mina'^s crest. 
Or Tenderness in Rosa's breast. 
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TI16I1 do not tell ntf wbilc W6 ^Nuty 

■ 

Of fickle flame, and roving heart ; 

While Youth ahall bow at Beauty's shrine. 

That flame dtall glow^— dmt heart be thine. 

Then wherefore dost thou , bid me tell 
The tale thy malice knows so wUl? 
I may not disobey tfree^l-^Yes I 
Thou bidst me^ — and I mU confess : — 
See how adoringly I kneel-^ ' 
< Hear how my folly I reveal ; 
My folly!— chide me if thbii wJft,. 
Thou shalt not— K»nst not call it-r-gmlt. 
And when my faitfilesBneds is told. 
Ere thou hast time to play the scold, 
111 haste the fond rebuke to check. 
And lean upon thy snowy neck. 
Play with its gloissy' aabtim haii'. 
And hide the blush of falsehood there. 

Inez, the innocent and young. 
First snared my heart, and wak'd my song ; 
We both were harmless, and untaught 
To hoe as fashionables ought ; 
With all the modesty of youth. 
We talked of constancy and truth ; 
Grew fond of Music, and the Moon, 
And wander'd on the nights of June, 
To sit beneath the chestnut tree. 
While the lonely stars shone mellowly,? 
Shedding a pale and dancing beam 
On the wave of Guadalquivir's stream. 
And aye we talk'd of faith and feelings. 
With no distrustings, no concealings ; 



And VLj^We'y>j^:ifk ^UA^^i^mtc^^ • r '' 
And sigk'd^ aod blush -d^«fl4^iMdB(miil^ 
Our loirewiMii indent «Bii M^iBicuTrr ^ { * 
Am} iMt94» B9^-74uilf ilijNMlEl;.; . . 
And then the naidd grew. fickle-heiMrted^ . 

Married Pon, J^c^c^r^P «« piuM* « . i' » 
At twen|3{-piiey I've pf<eq bcMuyii^ ... ; ; , ; 
My bashfulness was quite absurd ; ^> 
For, wit^ a Sj^ueamifbiieas uiic9iy)i||ipi^,; 
I fear'd ta.love a married woi^ap. ; 

Fair I^eoBoraV lai^ing,e]F€ 
Again awak'd my , aong ^aad jiigh r 
A gay intri|{uing dam^ ifiras 8|ie ; , , 
And fifty Dons of high degree,. 
That caippjpd wei|t as t|^ ^er^^bMn < 
Dubb'd her the Beauty of Madrid. 
Alas ! what .constant pains I took 
To merit one approvip^.lpok I 
I courted Valour — and the Muse. 
Wrote challenges7-;-anfl billet-^0|i:^ ; ., -^ 
Paid for Sherbet and S^9aii<^, : , • 
Fenc'd with Pegni and Alyai^e; . . 
Fought at the buU-fi^hts like i^ berOj^, . 
Studied small talk,— and the Bolero ; 
Play'd the guitar, — and play 'd the fool ; 
This out of tune, — ^that out of nde» 
I oft at midnight wandered out. 
Wrapt up in love — and my qapote. 
To muse on beautji^and Uie skies^ 
Cold winds — 'S^nd Leonora's eyes. 

Alas! when all my gains were told^ 

' jj_ J, ••,'■■■'' 

I'd caught a Tartar*— and a coldf . 

fhe original was a StMmbli idimiiirlilelr we Ibviid It ibtotfaible to render 
lUy : we belieye it conies yery near to the J&urlisb ezpresnon which we haye 
litated. , -^ r p^^ 



Itt 
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And 7«t fmtAatiiCB tlMt Icrrtly brow 
Had itSl detMa'd my ctptm vow ; 
That dear Mm eyi^tf eddiaMliig roll 
Had still- endiralVd my pMiaf^ aotil ) 
But snddetdy a vlsioa bright 
Came o'er me kl a veil (at l^h^ 
And burst the bond whose fetters bonnd me. 
And broke the spell that hung aMUnd like, 
Reeaird die heart that macHy rot'd. 
And bade me lore^ and be belor'd. 
Who was it broke the chain and spell? 
Dark-eyed Casdlitt^! — thou eaAst tell! 
And am= I faithless ?«— woe the ^faif«. 
What vow but melts at Rosa'^ ^mile ? 
For broken vows; and feidi betn^ed. 
The guih Is flrine, CwtiHati maid ! _ 



The tale isr told— and I am gone * — 
Think of me, lov'd and kyvely one. 
When none on e&rth shall care beside 
How Catfos Hv'd/ of lov'd, or diedf 
Thy 4ove on earth shall be to m^ 
A bird upon a leafless tre6— 
A baik upon a hopekc^s wave — 
A iBy on a tombless grave — 
A cheering h6pe^— a living ray. 
To light me on a weary way. 



And thus 11^ Lo^d'tf Confession done ; 
Give me thy parting benison ; 
And ercf 1 rise from bended knee. 
To wander o'er a foreign sea. 
Alone and friendless,— ere I don 
My pilgrim's hat^ and sandal s^ioon, — 
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I>mrk-eyed C&itiliBii I let me ^m 

ForgiveHetfi 8w«et for venial Ak ; 

Let lonely aighs^ and dreams of thee^ 

Be penance for my penury. 

P.C. 



SOLItUDB IN A CROWD. 

<< This D to be alone ; this, this is solitade.*'-*BYRON. 

Rbadsr ! were you ever alone in a crowd? If not, thank 

your stars, and bestow a grain of pity upon those who must return 
a different response to the question. A crowded solitude, if we 
may use such a strange expression, is, in sober sadness, as melan7 
choly a sensation as human nature is capable of enduring. 

A crowded solitude !— If you are young, thoughtless, and talk- 
ative, you will be astonished at the idea ; and there will be no- 
'thing extraordinary in your surprise. Tlie ancient poets, — poor 
ignorant souls ! — ^have ^ven us a very different description of being 
alone. They have deimed various kinds of Solitude, suited to 
various descriptiotts of men; but all of them are alike founded oa 
mistaken notions and groundless prejudice; Were we to follow 
llieir opinions, we should place the solitude of the lover in whis- 
pering groves, pulling rills, and moonlight; that of the sage iii a 
Ubrary, or an obsehratory ; that of the poet in a dish of vegetables 
and a Sabine farm ; and, d fortiori, that of die Etonian in an un- 
carpeted domicile, with a fractur^ window on the one side, and 
a smoking fire on the other. Is this solitude ? Far from it ! We 
must most strenuously contend that true solitude is to be found in 
8 multitude. 

We are aware that the Solitude we are now discussing is not 
timt which is generally understood by the term. Many persons 
have probably never heard of any but a corpofeal solitude ; diat 
which we are describmg is mental. The one is to be found in 
Caves and Caucasus ; the other in Theatres and Almack's. The 
formelr delights in moonshine^ the latter in candelabras ; the first 
sets a great value upon the silence and pure ait of the country ; 
the second gives the preference to the noise and squeeze of the 
feshionable world ; — and which of these is real solitude — ^the cor- 
poreal. Which is removed from the sight and hearing of all objects 1 
or die mental, which both hears and sees a variety of things, and 
is utteriy unconscious that it does either? 

We are dis|ittttfrd of our powers of description> and will there- 
fore eadoat o o r to Hhistrate our meaning by exam^e^. V^^ "dxe 
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provided with plenty, for we have still in our recollection Lady 
Mordaunt's last '' At Home." All the world was there. Whist, 
Music, Dancing, and last, not least. Eating, were all going on in 
the usual style at the same time ; the squeeze in the rooms was 
beyond parallel in the annals of ton; and of course we found more 
Solitude in that evening, than we had done throughout the whole 
Season. We made our entr6e when her Ladyship was in her 
highest glory : she was bowing to one, smiling to another, and 
courtesying to a thirds and straining every nerve and feature to do 
the propers to all her guests : this, however, was as impossible ts 
the number of her sateHites was innumerable ; the tumult was 
tremendous ; and there was so much bowing, and begging par- 
don, and getting out of the way, that it was quite impracticable to 
advance or recede a step. Good-breeding and bare elbows were 
thrust in our faces alternately ; we with difficulty preserved onr 
toes from the frequent attacks made on them by lud slippers, and 
with still greater difficulty preserved our hearts from the sweet 
smiles that said, '' I beg ten thousand pardons." It was a vortex 
of delight, and we were hurried so rapidly in its eddies, that mach 
time elapsed ere we were able to collect our Editorial serenitfi 
in order to make a few observations on the scene before us. 

The multitude at length began verjr slowly to diminish; and 
having lodged ourselves m an unperceived comer of the Music 
Room, we proceeded, according to Qur ancient custom, to specn*^ 
late upon Character. Our attention was first attracted by a tail 
gentleman of a very noble appearance, who was leaning against • 
pillar, in an attitude of profound meditation. His dress was aAer 
the English fashion^ but the cast of his features, and his short 
curling hair, sufficiently denoted him to be a foreigner. His eye^ 
were fixed directly upon us, but we satisfied our curiosity by ai^ 
attentive survey, without fear of detection, as his mind waa evi^ 
dently some furlongs distant. Upon inquiry we heard that he wa^ 
an Indian Chieftain, by name Teioninhokarawn, (we have doubts 
as to the correctness of our orthography.) He had done consi^ 
derable services to the British Arms m the American war, and ha^ 
now been invited by her Ladyship as the Lion of the Evenings 
He had been surrounded without intermission by a tribe of Quizzers^ 
Loungers, and Laughers, but one glance was sufficient to con«- 
vince us that Teioninhokarawn was — alone. 

We observed Lady Georgiana Wilmot standing at the other 
side of the room, the very picture of fatigue. She had been. 
singing much, and was evidently quite exhausted. A young star 
of fashion was moving towards her with a languishing step ; and, 
as we had a strong curiosity to hear his address, we changed our 
station for that purpose. , '' 'Pon my soul/' the gendeman began 
whb a bow, ''you are divine to-night.''—^' Am I?'' said the li^y^ 
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with a vacant gaze. — '* Nerer heard you in better voice/' returned 
her assailant. Her Ladyship knew it was the tone of flattery, so 
she smiled,' but she had neither spirits nor sense sufficient to 
ittempt an answer. — We immediately decided that Lady Geor- 
giana was — alone. 

We next proceeded to the card-room : at first the din, and the 
disputing, and the quarrelling, was so loud, that we doubted whe- 
ther we should find any solitude there ; but another look convinced 
as of our mistake. Lord Mowbray was evidently alone. He was 
walking up and down, deliberating whether he should sacrifice his 
conscience or his place at to-morrow's division. Not less appa- 
rent was the solitude of the Duchess of Codille ; although her 
Grace was busily engaged at cassino with a select party of Right 
Honourables. She had been for a long time alone in the contem- 
jdation of her new brocade, and was recalled into company by 
die vociferation of her partner, ** Rat me if I ever saw your Grace 
play so ill! '^ 

We were about to retire to the ball-room, when we remarked 
ov noble hostess reclining on an ottoman, seemingly quite ex- 
hausted with fashionable fatigue. She was still, however, exerting 
herself to do the agreable, and was talking with appalling rapidity 
to every one who approached her, although utterly unconscious 
of what she heard or said. We advanced to pay our respects, and 
were saluted with " Ah ! my Lord ! what has kept you away so 
loDg? and there's Ellen, poor thing, dying to see you ! Ellen, 
love!" With some difficulty we explained to her Ladyship that 
she was mistaken as to our rank. " Eh ! Mon Dieu ! Sir 
Charles/' she exclaimed, '' Pardonnez — ^but I'm really dead with 
ennui," We allowed ourselves to be knighted without further 
^planatiod, and made a precipitate retreat, for we perceived that 
her Ladyship, after the labour of the evening, would be very glad 
to be — alo9i0. 

Th6 first survey we took of the ball-room presented us with 
nothing but cheerful faces, and laughing eyes : at the second we 
^scovered even here much and melancholy loneliness. There 
were moralists without sense, and country squires without acquaint- 
^iH^; beaux without a thought, and belles without a partner, 
v^e hastened to make a closer study of the various characters 
^hich presented themselves. 

We first addressed ourselves to Mr. Morris, a respectable 
Member of Parliament, with whom we had become acquainted 
^ year before in Norfolk. ** What! you're not a dancer, Mr. 
Morris?" we began : *' By the Lord ! Sir," he returned, " if this 
"ill passes *' — We passed on, much vexed that we had intruded 
on our worthy friend's solitude. 
We were hastening to accost Maria Kelly, a Net'j \wXfc\^^X\xv^ 
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gvrl, y9k(fse lovef had Ul^ely left th>».. country- for MiDorca^Dflieii 
we w^e i^Uf acted by $, conversation between an exquisite and om 
old 9<sqmdntaii^e Geoeira) Brose^ ^' Ah! General I" said tke 
Paody, " Vow long have you cea9ed to foot it? " ^ FootT' in- 
temipted the General^ ''by Jupiter! their cavalry, was lO^OOO 
tytfong/'-T^The old loan was decidedly alone. > 

Before w^ could reach the recess in which Maria was sittiaff, 
the b^d byeen assailed by an impertinent. '' May I have die ho* 
m^r f i^d f<9lici^ — " he began. The. poor girl started from hei 
reyerije with a sort of vacant gaze« and replied, ^* he sailed kwt 
TlAead^f ^i/' " Sola in sicc^/' said the impertment, sad 
Ipnpged on* We had not the barbaiity to speak ta her. 

Old ToD^ Morley, the misanthrope, had been adaiiriog a ^wat 
t9|^. in an untlunking sort of way ever since we entered tkerooar; 
Di(^ w^IqA up prepared toi be witty ufon him ; but we had haidl} 
opeu^ our ipoutb when he cut us skort.i^uh ^' For Godfs saks 
leave me alone ! " and we left him alone. We were proceediuf'in 
fur- observations, when, we. saw Ellea Mordaunt^ the beautiful 
daMghter of om? hostess* surrounded by a set of dashing yoiMi|f 
ofS^erSf, at the other end of the room. We had jsst began (» 
^^miu^ tb^. featuf ea of one of theak, who was somewhat smittsi^ 
9b4 api^eared i>rodigiQUsly alon$^ when the idol keaisdf turned 
ffiOA ^^ that bilight and fescinating eye, 

.<^ WJiicli but to see i»to adniiie> 
Ab4 9k I <»rgiv^ tfee wprc^— to Ip.^ !" 

We bdd originally insected here a rIuq>8ody> on Ellen's glanee, 
which would have occupied, as our printer assures us, three pages 
anda hiatf ;. buit, in mercy-to our ftiends, we have erased this, aid 
AM contend oursebres with stating that we were alone for at leas^ 
tfm^ minutes, before vve recollected that it was five o'ctock, slid 
thek weL ought to. thiulc of retiring from the solitude oi, Lady Mslft 
daunt's *' At Home." 



POLFTBNESS AND POLITESSE. 

'^ I cannot bear a French metropolis."— Jobvson. . - . 

We h^\e bea(Le4 our article with two w.ords whidi aj^irery 
often, and. certainly very improperly, confounded together, ^No^ 
body needs to b^ told that the one is frqm the English^ the olhec 
frpm the French vocabulary rbut there may perhaps be aomewbo 
will be surprised to hear that the one expreasea an English* the 
other a French quality. 
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Ftcrnn if you will, Mondienr Dtidos, we most mamtaim that 
» iEnglish are the only people who have a true idea of polite- 
is. If we flfre ti'f ong, our error may be excdsed for the feeling 
ikh prompts it ; but ^Ve betiere we are rights and we will try to 
ike o«r leaders believe so. 

The English are kind in their Politeness ;— the French are offi-* 
<us in their Politesse :— the Politeness of the English ia shown 
actions; — the Politesse of the French evaporates in sound: — 
iglish Politeness is always disinterested ;— French Politesse is 
» often prompted by selfishness* 

When we consider the various forms of these qfitalities, we 
pear to be discriminating between the rival merits of two coin 
iding beauties, who reign with equal dominion/ and divide the 
iairation 6f an adoring world. There are many who prefer the 
Ifenuoss deKcacy of Politeness, and we congratulate ttiem on 
sir truly English feeling; — there are perhaps more who are 
timcted by the coquettish vivacity of Politesse, and we do not 
^ them their French taste. 

A variety of instances of both these traits must have occurred 
everybody^ but as everybody doe» not behold the shades of 
wracter through the exact medium of an Editorial Microscope^ 
fr will endeavour to bring out mofe distinctly those examples 
bich seem to us to bear immediately on the subject. 
When yon dine with old Tom HiEU'dy, he gives yon little more 
m a joint of meat, a bottle of e:arcellent p6rt, and a hearty 
ifconie ;— ^hen Lord Urban *' request* the honour*' of your 
»mpany, you are greeted with' ev^ff d^caey the Reason can 
ml ; yon vtr^ patnpered with every winci " from humble port 
>iaq>erial tokay," and you are put td the blush by every form of 
liAi^n that a wish to be civil cam devise. Yet we had rather 
ne once with Tom Hardy than a hikiicfred times with Lord 
rban ;* for the mutton of the one is cooked by Poiileness, and 
le turtle of the other is dressed by Politesse. 
About a month ago, as we were shooting in die north of Ekigland 
ith the son of a celebrated Tory Baronet, we* w'ere encountered 
jr Mr. Ayscott,. a landed proprietor notorious for his Whig prin* 
pies. We were somewhat surprised to see the latter divest 
iinself of all prejudices in a moment ; he came up to our, com- 
ti^ion with the greatest appearance of cordiality, shook him by 
^ hand, reminded him that politics ought not to interfere among 
'fends, knew he was fond of dancing, and hoped to see him fre- 

* '^ I enter my protest againt this d6cadBe»*'-»W. R6 wley* 
^ So do I — in respect to the wine." — ^P. O'Connoiu 
'^ So do I— for Lord Urban is a Whig."— F. WENTwoatH. 
'^ So do I — for his Lordship never contradicts one.^^-J.LozELL, 
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Juenffy at Ayscott. Now this really looked like Politeness ; for 
^oliteness is that feeling which prompts us to make others hapjiy 
and pleased with themselves, and which for this purpose puts off 
all dislike, all party-spirit, all affectation of supenority. But 
when we were informed the next day that Mr. Ayscott had seven 
marriageable daughters, we decided that his behaviour was not 
Politeness but Politesse. 

We remember, shortly after Mrs. C. Nugent eloped with an 
officer in the dragoons, we were riding in Hyde-park with poor 
Charles, who endeavoured to bear his loss unconcernedly, and 
betrayed not, except to a close observer, the canker that preyed 
upon his heart. We were met in the Park by Sir Harry Souli«^ 
an intimate acquaintance of our friend. He was riding at a brisk; 
pace, but the moment he observed us he pulled up, and kit. 
flexible features immediately assumed the appearance of unfeigned 
sympathy. He came up to us, and began, ^' Ah ! Charles ! bow. 
are you? how is this unfortunate business to end ? I feel for yoa 
Charles ! upon my soul I feel for you ! You know you may cobh 
mand me in any thing " — and he rode on with the same air of 
nonchalance that he had first worn. Immediately afterwards, we 
met Colonel Stanhope, who also halted, and entered into conver*: 
sation. He inquired after our friend's healthy addressed a few 
indifferent remarks to us on the weather, bowed, and passed on^ 
We are sure Nugent felt, as we should have felt under such cir- 
cumstances ; — Soulis had wounded his feelings — Stanhope had 
spared them. The officiousness of the former was Politesse-—^ 
silence of the latter was Politepess. 

But their distinct shades were never so fully impressed upoft 
our minds as upon a visit which we lately paid to two gentlemen^ 
during a short tour. The first specimen of their dissimilarity '» 
to be found in the letters by which we were invited to pautake of 
their hospitality : they were as follow : — 

" As Mr. P. Conrtenay will in the course of his tour be within a few milef of 
MelTille Lodge, Mr. Melville hopes that he will not turn southward, withoit 
aUowing him, for one day at least, the gratification of his company. 

MelvUle Lodge, August, 1820." 

<' Dear Peregrine,— Youll pass within eyeshot of my windows on yourwi^ 
to East Bourne. I am sure youll stop a moment to ask your old friend hx0 
he does, and we will try to detain you for the night. 

Yours as sincerely as eyei^ 

MARMADUKE WARREN.* 
P. S. The girls would send love if Fd let 'em. 
Haslings, August, 1820." 

* N^. No relation to oar worthy and respectable ^London Publisber^^P.C 
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' Our first visit was paid at Melville Hall. We have known Mr. 
Melville long, and we know him to be one who is generally actu- 
ated by good motives ; and when he is swayed by interested pnes 
IB himself unconscious of the fact. On the whole, his character 
ii such, that when he is absent we feel the strongest inclination to 
like him ; and when we are in his company we feel an equally 
strong inclination to say, ^* Mr. Melville, you are a fool." We 
vrived at the Hall in good time to prepare for dinner, with its 
ntual accompaniments of bows from our host^ compliments from 
oar hostess, and smiles from their daughters. A small party was 
ittfited to meet us^ which somewhat diminished the frequency of 
tke compliments we were doomed to undergo, while it rendered 
those which were actually forced upon us infinitely more distress- 

2. We pass over the civilities we received at dinner, the care 
eo to force upon us the choicest morsels of fish, flesh, and 
few], the attention with which Mr. Melville assured us that we 
were drinking his very best champagne. We hasten to take 
Mice of the far more perplexing instances of Politesse which 
Koiderad miserable the evening. When tea and coffee had been 
disposed of, the Misses Melville sat down to the piano ; and, as 
ve are passionately fond of music, and the ladies excel in it, we 
skoold have been perfectly happy if we had been allowed to enjoy 
Alt happiness unmolested. " Diis aliter visum e$t" — Our sisters 
were known to be tolerable singers ; d fortiori, we must be down- 
ligbt mghtin^es ourselves. Upon the word of an Editor, we 
lever committed any further outrage upon harmony than what 
tikes place when we join in the chorus of our witty associate 
Mr.Gwghdy, or our well-meaning friend Mr. O'Connor^ and 
we were now required to assist the Misses Melville in '' L^ mia 
Dorabella/' Horrible idea ! Peregrine Courtenay warbling tta- 
Ban! His Majesty of Clubs sinking into an Opera-singer! — 
t^olitesse was sure he could sing^ — Politesse knew he had a sweet 
iKMce — Politesse knew we only refused from modesty ; — Politesse 
*as disappointed, however, for we were immoveably determined 
not to be made a fool. Nevertheless we felt somewhat uncom- 
fortable at being the subject of general observation ; and this 
feeling was not diminished by what followed. Politesse,^ — ^in the 
dttpe of Mrs. Melville, — whispered it about that the fat silent 
fottog gentleman in the black coat was a great writer, who had 
published an extraordinary quantity of learning, and was likely to 
puUish an extraordinary quantity more. This was all intended to 
latter our vanity, and the consequence was that we were bored 
^ughout the remainder of the evening by hearing whispers 
^und us^ '* Is that the gentleman Mrs. Melville was speaking 
of?" *' I guessed who he was by the family likeness ! " "I knew 
^ was an author directly ! " " How odd that he ^V\o\M \i^ %»<i 
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feserved ! '' At the suggestion of Politesse Mrs. Melville next 
discovered that we were precisely a year older than Kitty, and 
Mr. Melville hinted in a loud whisper that the girl would have 
ten thousand pounds. Finally^ Politesse prepared for us the grei^ 
state bedroom ; and^ when we retired, insisted upon it that we 
had spent a- most miserable evening. Alas ! Politeness had hardlj 
the grace to contradict Politesse upon this point. . . j 

How different was the reception we received on die folbwisg 
day ! Our old frietid Mr. Warren rose from his arm-chair at we 
entered, with a look that set formality at defiance. Mrs. Wairea 
put by her work to observe how much we were growa ; and their 
two daughters greeted with a smile, beautiful because it was tM- 
affected, the scarce-remembered playmate of their cbildhooi 
The flowers which Elizabeth was painting, the landscape wliick 
Susan was designing, were not hastily concealed at the approach rf 
their guest; nor was our old acquaintance Shock, who was oof 
favourite puppy ten years ago, driven in his old age froai Ae ]Nl^ 
k>ur-rug at the appearance of an idler dog than himself. The few 
friends who met us at dinner were not prepared to amiOy nsbj 
accounts of our abilities and attainments. The oonversatioD wai 
general and entertaining ; and on re-consideration we perceived that 
Mr. Warren took pains to draw out what talent we possessedi 
although we could not at the same time perceive that such wai 
the object of his attention. In the evening Elizabeth enteitaiaed 
us with Handel and Mozart, and Susan sung some simple air8,iD 
a voice perhaps the more engaging because it was uncoltiva^. 
We were allowed to enioy the *' melody of sweet sounds " uimo^ 
lested and unobservea. The quadrille which followed was not 
danced with the less spirit because the Brussels carpet snppM 
the place of a chalked floor, and a single pianoforte was substitvteJ 
for the formality of a band. We were happy-— because we wei« 
permitted to enjoy our happiness in our own way : we were 
amused — ^because we did not perceive the efforts which were 
made for our amusement. ** This,*' we exclaimed,-His we 
buttoned our coat and proceeded on our journey the ntitt 
morning,—** this is real Politeness." 

In spite of the endeavours of those who would dress our liatifO 
manners in a Parisian costume, Politesse will never be the moCii'*B 
by which England as a nation will be characterized. As lodg ^ 
France shall be the mother of light heads, and Brkain of wsiiB. 
hearts, the Frenchman will show his Politesse by me profutMSV 
of his bow, aud the Englishman will prove his Politeness by thiS^ 
cordiality of his welcome. Who is not content that it sbonhl 
be so ? 

■ . p.-c;'' 
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Wk have often thought that the endeavourd of a dancing-mHster 
i,g9 but a very little \vay to prepare a lady for a ball. Were it pos- 
i|jble to procure such an acquisition, we should recommend, to 
our sisters not only a Maitre A Danser, but a Mqitre it Purler, 
inasmuch as it is usually much easier to dance than to tilk. One 
djoes not junmediately see why it should be so ; dancing and talk- 
ing are in a ball-room equally mechanical qualifications ; they 
dmfer indeed in this, that tne former requires a '' light fantastic 
toe^ and the other a light fantastic tongue. But for ndnd — se- 
rioV«ly speaking, there is no more mind developed in small-talk 
than diere is in chassez a droit* 

We do not admire the taste of Etonians who dislike dancing ; 
we are not of the number of those who go to a ball for the pur- 
pose of eating ice ; on the contrary, we adore waltadng, and feel 
our.. English aversion for the French much diminished when we 
recollect that we derive from them Vestris and Quadrilles. NeVet*- 
dieless^ if any thing could diminish the attachment we feel fortius 
our favourite amusement, it would be that we must occasionally 
submit to dangle at the heels of An icy partner, as beautiful, and, 
alas ! as cold as the Venus de Medicis ; whose look is torpor, 
whose speech is monosyllables ; who repulses all efforts at coa- 
versation, until the austerity, or the backwardness of her demea- 
nour, awes her would-be adorer into a silence as deep ds hei* oiiirii. 
NoW; all this gravity of demeanour, in the opinion of some people, 
is a proof of wisdom : we know not how this may be, but for our 
own. part we think with the old song, — " 'Tis good to be iticrry 
and wise/' — and if we cannot have both — why then the merry 
without the wise^ 

These are the ideas which occur to us upon looking back to 
the last time that we heard ^' Foulez vou8 darner f" played at the 
Town Hall ! — Start not, fair reader ! do not throw us into the 
fire; we will not be vertf libellous; atid if. you shall erroneoucfly 
suppose that your own defects have afforded matter for our 
malicious pen, we are sure your indignatioil will forthwith subMde 
when you recollect that you may possibly have listened to the 
colloquial raptures of Gerard Montgomery, or been honoured 
with an Editorial t^te-a-t^te by the condescension pi Peregrine 
Courtenay. Think over your favourite partners. Did »Dy one 
ask your opinion of the Bill of Pains and Penalties ? It could 
be no one but Sir Francis Wentworth ?— Did any one hold forth 
upon the beauties of a Scotch Reel ? Of a surety it Was Mr. 
•^Jexander M'Farlane. — Did any one observe Vo ^om >i&^ ^ 
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Quadrille was a '* strange cross road, and very billy ? " Doubt not 
but it was tbe all-accomplisbed Robert Musgrave. — Did any one 
remark upon the immorality of waltzing ? — ^Thrice-honoured fair 
one ! You have danced with Martin Sterling. 

Alas ! we intended, as Mr. Musgrave would say, to drive 
straight to the Town Hall^ and we have got out of our road a full 
page. It is indeed a cruel delay in us, for we know, reader, say 
what you will, you have been all the time turning over the leaf to 
meet with a spice of scandal. Well, then, suppose all prelimi- 
naries adjusted ; suppose us fairly lodged in the Ball-room, with 
no other damage than a ruined cavendish and a dirtied pump ; 
and suppose us immediately struck dumb by the intelligence that 
the beautiful, the fascinating Louisa had left the room the mo- 
ment before we entered it. It was easy to perceive that some- 
thing of the kind had occurred, for the Ladies were all looking 
happy. We bore our disappointment as well as we could, and 
were introduced to Theodosia No ! we will refrain from sir- 
names. (Vide No. 1» page £1. Resolution IX.) Theodosia is a 
woman of sense, (we are told so, and we are willing to believe 
it,) but she is very unwilling that any one should find it out. As 
in duty bound, we commenced, or endeavoured to commence, t 
conversation by general observations upon the room and the 
music ; — by the bye, we strongly recommend these generalities to 
our friends in all conversations with strangers ; they are quite safe, 
and can give no offence. In our case, however, they were an"> 
availing, — no reply was elicited. — A long pause. — We inquired 
whether the Lady was fond of '* the Lancers ? " To our utter 
astonishment we were answered with a blush and a frown, which 
would have put to silence a much more pertinacious querist than 
the Etonian ; — we ventured not another word. Upon after-con-' 
sideration, we are sure that the Lady was thinking of a set of^ 
dashing young officers instead of a ^e^ of Quadrilles. 

We were next honoured by the hand of Emily. Whea we 
have said that she is backward, beautiful, and seventeen, we have 
said all we know of the enchanting Emily. Far be it from us U> ■■ 
attack with unwarrantable severity the unfortunate victim of 
mauvaise'honte ; we merely wish to suggest to one for whoso 
welfare we have a real regard, that modesty does not necessarily 
imply taciturnity, and that the actual inconvenience of a silent^ 
tongue is not altogether compensated by the poetical loquacity c/f 
a speaking eye. 

Being again left to ourselves, we sunk by degrees into a pro^ 

found fit of authorshfp, and were in imminent danger of becom'* 

ing misanthropic, when we were roused from our reverie by a tap 

on the shoulder from George Hardy, and an inquiry, ** what were 

ireams ? " We explained to him our calamities, and assured 
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bim, that had it not been for his timely intervention we dhould 
certain] J have died of silence. " Died of silence ! '* reiterated 
our friend, *'^ God forbid ! when Corinna is in the room! " And so 
saying, he half-led half-dragged us to the other end of the room, 
and compelled us to make our bow to a girl of lively manners, 
whom he described to us in a whisper as ** a perfect antidote for 
the sullens." Our first impression was, *' she is a fool ;" — our 
second, '• she is a wit ;'* — our third, ** she is something between 
b(^ ! " — Oh ! that it were possible for us to commit to paper one 
half of what was uttered by Corinna ! Our recollection of our 
tSte-a-t^te is like the recollection of a dream. In dreams we 
remember that we were at one moment in a mud-built cottage, 
and were the next transported to a gothic chapel, but by what 
means the transmutation of [dace was effected, our waking 
Noughts are unable to conceive. Thus it was when we listened 
to Corinna. We were hurried from one topic to another with an 
Unaccountable velocity, but by what chain one idea was con- 
nected with its predecessor we cannot imagine. The conversa- 
tion (if conversation it may be called, where the duty of talking 
devolves Upon one person) set out with some mention of fresco ; 
from hence it turned off to Herculaneum, and then passed with 
inconceivable rapidity through the following stages : — ^Kome— the 
Parthenon— National Monument at Edinburgh — Edinburgh Re- 
view — Blackwood — Ebony bracelets — Fashion of short sleeves — 
Fashion in general dress in Queen Elizabeth's time — ** The 
Abbot'*— Walter Scott — Highland scenery. In the Highlands 
ve lost our route for some minutes, and soon afterwards found 
ourselves (we know not how) at Joannina, in company with Ali 
Pacha. By this time we were thoroughly wearied, and were 
finable to keep up regularly with our unfeeling conductress, so 
that we have but a very faint idea of the places we visited. We 
femember being dragged to the Giant at the Windsor Fair; 
from whence we paid a flying visit to the Colossus of Rhodes ; 
^we attended Cato, the Lady's favourite pug, during a severe 
illness, and were shortly after present at me Cato-street con- 
"pinicy. We have some idea that after making the tour of the 
l^es, we set out to discover the source of the Nile. In our 
^V thither we took a brief survey of the Lake of Como, and 
^1^ finally for some time immersed in the Red Sea. This put 
^e finishing stroke to our already fatigued senses. We resigned 
ourselves, without another struggle, to the will and disposal of 
our sovereign mistress, and for the next h^lf hour knew not to 
^hat quarter of the globe we were conveyed. At the close of 
that period we awoke from our trance, and found that Corinna 
had brought us into the Club-room, and was discussing the cha- 
'^cters of the Members with a most u\\wa\taivVA\Afc ^x^^^wsv ^\ 
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speech. Before we had time to remoustrate against this msiiifest 
breach of privilege^ we found ourselyes in the gallery of the 
House of Lords, and began to think we never should make oar 
escape from thb amusing torture. Fortunately at this moment a 

freeholder of **^-^ entered the room. One of the candidates 

was a friend of Corinna's, and she hurried from us, after atfaoiif 
sand apologies, to learn the state of the poll. 

"Sic noB serratit Apollo.'' • 

Our next companion was Sappho the Blue-stocking. We en- 
joyed a litc^rary confabulation for some time, for which we beg our 
readers to understand we are every way qualified. The deep 
stores of our reading, enlivened by the pungent readiness of our 
wit, are bon&Jide the admii*ation of London as well as of Windsor 
belles ; we beg our friends to have this in mind whenever t&ey sit 
down to peruse us. But to proceed — we veiy shortly perceived 
that Sappho was enchanted with our erudition, ana the man- 
ner ii^ wpich we displayed it. She was particularly pleased wuh 
our critiques on ** Zimmerman upon Solitude,*^ and was dielighted 
by the praise we bestowed (for the first time in our life) on 
Sou^hey'^ " Thalaba.^^ We had evidently made considerable 
progress, in her affections, when we ruined ourselves by a piece of 
imprudence which we have since deeply regretted. We were sa- 
tirical,— ^this satire is the Devil ! — ^we were satirical upon German 
literature* The lady turned up her nose, turned down her eyes, 
bit her lip, and looked — we cannot explain how she looked, but 
it was very terrific. We have since heard she is engaged in trans' 
lating Klopstock's '^Messiah'' into the Sanscrit. 

We were next introduced to one of those ladies who are cele^^ 
brated for the extraordinary tact which they display ib the disco^ 
very of the faults of their sex. Catherine is indeed one of tb^ 
leaders of the tribe* She has the extraordinary talent which coia^ 
veys the most sarcastic remarks in a tone of the greatest kindi^ess^ ^ 
In her the language of hatred assumiss the garb of affectjon^^j^^ 
the observation which is prompted by envy appears to t>e dicta^te^ 
by compassion. Tf in her presence you hestow commen^atio^^ 
upon a rival, she assents most warmly to your opinion^ and fn^me 
diately destroys its effect by a seemingly extorted " Jii*.** W" 
were admiring Sophia^s beautiful hair.—'* Very beautiFulJ*' sai-?^ 
Catherine, ^^ but she dresses it so ill!'' We made some aJlusio^i^ 
to Georgiana's charming spirits. ** She has everlasdi^g vivaci^ ^ « 
said Catherine, ** but it's a pity she is so indiscreet." Thiai &I* 
lowed something in a whisper which we do not feel ourselves 0f 

* Sir Fraaeis Weatworth points our ^uotatioii thos^-- 

. "Sicnosservavit A.— Poll— 0!"---HoB. . . :.^ 
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liberty to repeat. We next were unguarded enough to find some- 
thing very fascinating in Amelia's eyes. *' Yes/' replied Cathe- 
rine, ^* but then she has such an unfortunate nose between them»'' 
Finally, in a moment of imprudent enthusiasm, we declared^that 
we thought Maria the most interesting girl ia the room. We shall 
JMirer, (idthough we. Uye^ like our predecessors^ Gjriffixi,and Gdl^ 
drigy to the good old age of forty Numbers^) .we shall never, 
we repeat, forget the " Some people think so ! *' with which our 
amiable auditress replied to our exclamation. We saw we were 
disgraced, and, to say the truth, were not a little pleased that w^ 
were no longer of Catherine's Privy Council. 

Now all these Ladies are foolish in their way. Theodosia is a 
silent fool, Emily is a timid fool, Corinna is a talkative fool, 
Sappho is a learned fool, and Catherine is a malicious fpol. 
With their comparative degrees of moral merit we have nothing 
to do; but in point of the agreeable, we hesitate not to affirm 
that the silent fool is to us the more insupportable creature of 
the five. 

We lately were present at a large party, where an Etoniiein, for 
whom we have a great esteem, was terribly abused by a witty 
Marchioness for his inflexible taciturnity. Without entering upon 
the merits of this particular case, let us be allowed to plead in 
behalf of our sex, that a Gentleman may be silent when a Lady 
18 Hlly; and that it is needless for a Beau to be entertaining, 
where a Belle is decidedly impracticable. 



SIR THOMAS NESBIT'S DEFINITION OF A GOOD FELLOW. 

" Vir bonns est qnis I " — ^Hob. 

Being desired by his Majesty to draw up, for the instruction 
^f all whom it may concern, " a Definition of a Good Fellow/' I 
thought it proper to apply to the Members of the Club indivi^ 
^ually» for such hints as they could furnish me with, for the pro^ 
^ecution of the design. I received the following: — 

• .-»•-■ ■ mm 

4 m 

MR. OOUGHTI^Y, 

A dood Fellow is one who. rides blood horses, driTes fb^r-in-haiid, speaks 
'When he's Sftoken to, sings when he's asked, always turns his back on a dnn<77 
and never on a friend. 

MR. LE BLANC. 

A OiDod Fellow is one who studies deep, reads Trigonometry^ and bnms Ix)Te- 
songs, has a most cordial aversion for Dancing and D'EgYille, and would rather 
eoeoiiater a C«iiiioii than a Fancy Ball. ... 
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RON. O. MONTOOMERY. 

A Good Fellow is one who abhon Moralists and Mathematics, and adorei 
the Classics and Caroline Mowbray. 

SIR F. WENTWORTH. 

A Good Fellow is one who attends the Fox Dinner^ and drinks the Qaees's 
healthy — ^who would go the Indies to purchase Independence, and wonld rather 
enoonnter a Baffido than a Boronghmonger. 

MR. M. STERLING. 

A Good Fellow is a good neighbour, a good citizen, a good relation, — ^in shorb 
a Good Man. 

MR. M^PARLANE. 

A Good Fellow is ^ a bonnie, braw John Hielandman." 

MR. o'CONNOR. 

A Good Fellow is one who talks loud and swears louder, cares little about 
learning and less about his neckcloth, — ^lo?es whisky, patronises bargemen, and 
wears nails in his shoes. 

MR. MUSORAVE. 

A Good Fellow is — ^prime — flash — and bang-up. 

. MR. BURTON. 

A Good Fellow is one who knows '' what's what," keeps accounts, and 
studies Cocker. 

MR. ROWLEY. 

A Good Fellow likes Turtle and cold Punch, drinks Port when he can^t get 
Oiampagne> and dines on Mutton with Sir Robert, when he can't get VenisoA 
at My Lord's. 

MR. LOZELL. 

A Good Fellow is something compounded of the preceding. 

MR. OAKLEY. 

A Good Fellow is something perfectly different from the preceding^-Hmd 
Mr. Lozell is an Ass. 

And now, after so many and so excellent descriptions^ what 
can Sir Thomas add ? 

Why to be sure I am placed in rather a difficult situation; 
however, with due deference to the opinions of the above highly- 
respected Gentlemen, I must conjure up the beau ideal of '' a 
Good Fellow." — First of all, as a foundation for a multitude of 
virtues, he must be abundantly good-natured. Now^ by good- 
nature I do not understand that easy, timid, unmeaning sort of 
complaisance which says " Yes'' * to every body, merely from the 
fear of saying '^ No ; " nor that soft simplicity, which, v^ithoiit any 
will or control of its own, suffers itself to be turned about like 
the weathercock on the steeple, hardly inquiring whether it moves 
to right or wrong purposes ; and which, by taking every thing in 

^No rejection on oar worthy friend Mr. LozeU, on the word of a true Nesbit. 
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good party however ill-meant, acquires the enviable distinction of 
standing as a public butt, at which any fool thinks himself entitled 
to take a random shot, and invariably confers upon its possessor 
the honourable appellation of Cawker, My hero should have just 
enough of this temper to enable him to give a Joke and take one 
with equal pleasure. He must be seldom passionate, and never 
sulky; not inclined to quarrels, but still less to stand calmly by« 
if his schoolfellows or himself were unprovokedly attacked. He 
would never give up his accomplices, although threatened with 
tenfold punishment, and would run the risk of a flogging himself 
to save another from the certainty of one. I would have him with 
just sufficient reading to have something to say for himself, and 
just sufficient wit to make what he says agreeable. I will admits 
however, that there is not much objection to his being a pretty 
good scholar, provided he is ready to communicate his knowledge 
when there is occasion,t — to construe the lesson for the general 
good, — and to do a few verses now and then, upon a push, for 
some unfortunate blockhead on a regular week, — provided, too, 
that he is never caught out in a quotation. He ought to like all 
sorts of games, though it is not at all necessary that he should ex- 
cel in any one, provided that he enters into the spirit of them, and 
takes particular care not to give his adversary a wilful kick at foot- 
ball^ and not to direct his cricket-ball against the legs instead of 
the wicket of the player. With all these perfections, it is his ab- 
solute duty to hate pride as he does lying, — to hate lying as he 
^loes hypocrisy, — and hypocrisy as he does the Devil. Thus you 
see he will be kind, generous, pleasant, and useful — and what 
further can any one desire? Perhaps you may be inclined to 
think I have exacted rather too much. 

I have, indeed, some reason to suppose that very few of the 
above-mentioned qualities are requisite to form what an Etonian 
would call a Good Fellow ; and that term seems so often applied 
to undeserving and opposite characters, that I am inclined to 
think that the judgment of the School in this respect is neither 
very severe nor very consistent. Once I was extremely surprised 
at hearing a boy mentioned as a Good Fellow whom I had always 
beld m the light of a reputed bully, whose tyranny, in common 
with others, I had frequently felt, and abused. This change was 
accounted for by his having assisted a party in a contest with some 
blackguards, either out of wantonness, the mere love of fighting, 
or perhaps, after all, because he could not help it. I have often 
been present when the epithets of Beast and Good Fellow have 
been given to the same person in less than a minute, the latter of 
which was apparently used as a conciliatory, upon his consenting 
to lend a book which he had before refused. What way of en- 
treating can be so effective, so moving, as the usual foTUxl — ** V w|. 
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do me what I ask, aod you will be a Good Fellow." . The name, 
hackneyed av it is, seems to have an inexpressible charm — it is 
equivalent to thanks and to flattery — an inciteiTient to perfiurm s 
Service — a reward when it has been performed. I for my own 
port entertain a great respect and veneration for this honourable 
title, and I cannot sufficiently regret that it should be given to die 
illHiatured because diey happen once to have deviated from their 
usual practice; to the sullen, because they sometimes laugh; b 
the stmgy, because they now and then squeeze out from their 
purses an extravagant shilling ; to the bully, because he for once 
ut ff way bullies those who deserve it. I think^ however, it maj 
with great justice be applied to whoever is strongly attached to 
bis own. pursuits, . but never abuses those of others . Id this opi- 
nion I am the more decided, from my wiHingoess to allow tbii 
title to many, vdio are deficient in most of the above-mentioned 
qualifications. In short; I am very ready to eixteod tfaie appellation 
to every one who has a kind heart; to every one who ^* lives -is be 
ought to do;" to every one who sweetens his last glass cf port 
by drinking ^ Prosperily t<y Eton, happiness to his schoolftrilowsi 
and long bfe to ' Jibe JbVomaii/ '' 
.- . . • T."N. 
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LOVERS' VOWS. 

■ • ■ ■ ^ ' What grace Kast thou, thus to improve 
^ . . These womui for loyiiig ? ** — Shakspe are. 

We were engaged the other day in making some purchase at 
Flint's, whea Lady Hoiloria SaviHe entered/ attended by the 
Hon. George CoMyn. As the kdy is a professed Coquette, and 
the gentleman a professed Dangler, we conceived it by no means 
impropef to play the Kstener ; for the conversation of these cba- 
nctev* is: seldom such m to require much seevesy. We l^refore 
placed ourselves in a convenient situation for hearing whatever 
was said by the Bean^' the Belie, and the IVfilliner, which faMt I 
cimsider the mo9t rational person of the three. The quesHiom 
which were pot to her by her Ladyship escaped us ; they seemed 
ttybe cotfv^yied; liot in tibeianguage of common moptaU, but k 
signik which werd to us incomprehensible. Without • exp o s i n g 
ourBelvev'to the ^otien ^' eitJher party, we were beyond) nteaauie 
MQulsedat the timely^ aid> which the Milliner's deseriptioA of ber 
wares afforded to the Lover's description of his passion; for 
whenever the latter was at a loss for words, the former stepped 
i» to finish his sentence, and occasionally gave a point to \t, in 
which hov^ Vows are geaentll^ deficient. 



Whep they first made their appearance, the Gentleman was de- 
^sing upon, pftth to the truth of something of which his compa- 
lioii seemed tp entertain doubts.. He had run through some of 
he usual forms of adjuration^ such as Sun, Moon, StarSy Vencts^ 
mid Blue. Eyes,. whea he was stopped by ** Lovers' vowi J Co- 
DSiyn ! loversk' vows ! where do they come from ? ^ — ^' Wherie ?"* 
repeated the Gentleman, in a theatrical attitude, " they come from 
a sincere affection, from a passionate^ heart, from a devoted adora- 
tion, from /* " From Paris, I assure you. Madam/' said 

the Mil^Unei;, who was turning over some silks, ** But I wonder, 
Coiuynl" resumed her Ladyship, "I wonder you can continue 
to bore me with this nonsense ! Lovers' Vows have given me the 
vapours these last five years, and after all, what *re they worth?" 
"Worth!" reiterated the Fop, " they are worth the mines of 
Peru, the diamonds of Golconda,the sands of Pactolus !**—*• They 
m worth five shillings a pair. Madam,'' said the Milliner, ** and 

it's really throwing them away." She was talking of some kid 

gloves. 

" Yott Gentlemen," said her Ladyship, " must think us very 
weak creatures, if you fancy that we are to be imposed upon by 
any folly you choose to utter ; Lovers' Vows have been proverbisu 
since the days of Queen Bess, and it would be strange if, in 1890, 
we should not have found out what they are made of.'^ '' In my 
case," said the Exquisite, ^* your Ladyship is cruel in supposing 
them to be made of any thing but the purest sincerity,** — 
''They are made of the finest materials," said. the Milliner/' ''and 
your Ladyship can see through them like glass." — She was hold- 
ing up to the window some stuff with a hard name^ which we 
know nothing about. — " Say what you will, Comyn," said her 
Ladyship, — 

** Men were deceivers ever ; 
One foot on land, and one on sea, 
To one thing oonstantneyei^'^ 

" Lovers' Vows are never intended to last beyond a day ! " 
*' Your Ladyship is unjust ! " replied the Dandy, — " they will 
last when all other ties shall be broken ; they will last.when the 
bond of relationship shall be caitcelled-, and the fink of friendship 

riven! — they will last" '* They will last for ever, Madam, and 

wash afterwards ! " said the JVlillinei:* She was speaking of some 
scarfs. 

** Reallf, Geor^i** observed' her Ladyship, '* you would 
tUnk me an egregioits. ibol> if' I- wer^ td< believe one quarter of 
what you say to me. Speak the truth* George, for once, if it is 
in your nature — should I not hefolle-^folle beyond measure?"— 
" You love to trifle with my passion^" sighed the Honourable ; 
*^ but this is what we must all expect ! Ftecinating ^ "^oxsl ^\^» 
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you feel not for the woes of your victims: — you are more insen- 
sible than flints — nothing is dear to you/' — "^ Flint's will make 
nothing dear to your Ladyship/' said the Milliner, wrapping up 
the parcel. 

** In this age of invention/' said Lady Honoria, ** it is surprising 
to me that no one has invented a thermometer to try the tempera- 
ture of Lovers' Vows, What a price would a boarding-school 
Miss give for such an invention ! I certainly will make the sug- 
gestion to young Montgomery^ that writes the sonnets ! " — '* Gooc 
God ! cried the worshipper, '^ where shall I send for such a tea 
of sincerity ? " I would send to the suns of India, to the snows o 
Tobolsk ; I would send to the little-toed ladies of China, and th 

great-hatted chieftains of Loo-Choo ; I would send" " Sha 

I send it to your Ladyship's house ? " said the Milliner, holdin 
up the parcel. 

** Well," said her Ladyship, rising to leave the shop, " I sha 
contend no more with so subtle a disputant; my opinion < 
Lovers' Vows remains unchanged, and I desire you wont pest< 
me with them at the Opera this evening, or I shall positively d 
of ennui/' We saw that this was meant as an assignation, an 
the Honourable George Comyn saw things in the same ligh 
*^ How," he cried, ** how shall I thank your Ladyship for th 
condescension ? How shall I express the feelings of the heart yc 
have rescued from despair ? Language is too poor, utterance 
too weak, for the emotion which I feel; what can I say?"- 
** Much obliged to your Ladyship," said the Milliner. 

P. C- 



GODIVA,— A TALE. 

L 

Whoe'eb has been at Coventry must know 
(Unless he's quite devoid of curiosity,) 

That once a year it has a sort of show, 

Conducted with much splendor and pomposity. 

I'll just describe it, if I can — ^but no. 

It would exhaust the humour of a Fawcett, I 

Am a vile jester — though I once was vain 

Of acting Fawcett's parts at Datchet-lane. 
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n. 

Ah ! those were pleasJEUit days, when you and I^ ; 

Dear Fred, Golightly^ trod: those boards of yore ; 
I often grieve to> think that they're' past by> 

. As ym must— ^n a rainy after-four : 
Though, now. it's fairly quashed, you w(»i't deny , 

That that same stage was frequently a bore; 
It spoilt our cqck'et^ which we're all. sb-proud* on/ 
Nor let ujs beat the Kingsmen — as we\e now done* 

in. 

Oh ! sweet is phase to youtbfiil poet's ear. 
When gently warbled by the lips he loves : 

'Tis sweet one's exercise read o'er to hear> 
(Especially the week before Removes) ; 

But sweeter far, when actors first appear. 
The loud collision of applauding^ gloves. 

The gleam of happy faces o'er them cast- 

Moments of trium|)& not to besurpast !. 

IV. 
Oh ! stolen joys, far sweeter for the stealing. 

Oh ! doubts, and fears, and hopes of Eton all. 
Ye are departed ; but a lingering feeliog . 

Of your endiahtments holds my heart in ihrall. 
My eyes just now are fixed upon the ceiling — 

I feel my cheek flijish — ^hear my inkstand MA ; . 
My soul is wandering through the distant groves ; 
Of that dear sdboolhoy'KlweUing which it loves. 

.■V. 
But to my tale — I'm ismiewhat given to prating, 

I* oanCt but own it, but my theme was fine. 
And all the feelings which I've been narrating 

Are worth enjoying-^-and they've aU been mine ! 
But 111 no longer keep the reader waiting, 

So, without wasting^ now another iine,. 
My Ftoeih I'D begin, as Poets use^ 
Wilfa 4 skorlulvacatioii to; my Muse< .\ ^ ■■ ^ 
^^^' h I. 
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Yi. 

Spkit iwhiohr art .withio me^ if in. jtradi 
Thou dost jemt in my soiil's depths, and I 

Have notonistaken the hot pulse of youth. 
And wandering, thoughts, for dreams of poesy, 

Rbe from, thy lone.recesses, rise and soothe 
Each meaner tlH>ught to appirations high, 

Whehn me in musii^s of deep joy, and roD . 

Thy radiaat visions on my kindling «oul. 

vn. 

If, when at mom I view the bright blue Heaven,. 

Thou^ts ju^ aronnd.me which not alf have felt 
If, in the dim and fading light of Even, 

A Poefs rapture on my soul hath dwelt; 
If to my^ wayward nature have been.given 

Dreama that i^orb; and phantasies that melt, 
Sweet te«rs, and wild attachment&^^lend thy wingi 
Spirit, to bear me in. my wanderings. 

VIIL 
But theseajpe bc^ish dreams. — Away, away. 

Ye fond enchantments of my foolish :brain ; — 
And yet, meihkiks, I woulda while xielay, 

'Ere i»y frail vessel tempt lif^s dangerous main 
Stilt, tlear delusions (rf my boyhood, stay, 

StiH lei me pour my weaky but harmless strain ! 
In fancied drau^ts my thirst poetic slake. 
And nevw, never from that 'dream awake ! 

DC. 
Hsis ia a very pietty invocation. 

Though soaDoe- adapted .^o my poesent style ; 
I wri^^it kit a fit of inspiraliony . 

Thefinert I've enjoyed .a monstfoua while ;- 
For most*uneertaia'a my>imfigination> 

And 'tis but aeldom thati my^ Muse. will sniile. 
Come reader, we'll her present Jkumour try ; 
Draw up the^ eiirl|aki«^lte4m * 
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x: 

It is an ancient and a galtant town» 
Nor all unknown to loftier lays than mine ; 

It. has of old seen deeds of high renown — 
Its situation's not extremely fine. 

Its name it wishes to be handed down. 
And still in England's annals longsf to shine; 

And Mr. Cobbett wants to represent 

This self-same Coventry in Parliament. 

XI. 

Bat at ibe period when my tale commences 

There were no Cobbetts — ^'twas a barb'rous age ; 
The '' Sovereign People " scarce were in their senses. 

For Radical Reform was not the rage : 
Though then Sir Francis * might have found pretences 

Just war against the Government to wage ; 
For King and Nobles thought it no great crime 

To be confounded tyrants at that time. 

xn. 

There was of yore an Earl of Coventry, 

Famous for wine and war— one Leofnc ; 
A genuine Saxon^ — ^be^d a light blue eye. 

His stature taH — his frame wdl-built and thick : 
His flaxen locks fell down luxuriantly 

On his fine shoulders — and his ^ance was quick. 
But though he rttHj was a handsome Earl, 
He was at times a most uncommon churl. 

XIII. 

He had fought well and often — ^miles around 
Chieftain and Tassal trembled at his name ; 

He held some thousand acres of good ground. 
To which his weapon form'd his strongest daim : 

His legal title' was sometimes unsound— 
And he was wedded to a matchless dame. 

The fair and chaste Gtodiva-^whom alone 

He Meem^dio hjfve^ of all^at wabloii oim. 

* Ventirorth— not BuideU. 
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XIV. 

Well might he love her ;-T-in that shape of lightness 
All woman's choicest beauties were combined ; 

Her long dark locks set off her bosom's whiteness 
In its calm heavings^ warm^ and chaste, and kind. 

Her deep blue eyes shone with peculiar brightness^ 
When through them flash'd the sunbeams of her mind; 

When swiftly sparkled joys, or hopes, or fears. 

Or sorrow bath'd them in delicious tears. 

XV. 
Hers was the face we look on once and love, 
, Her voice was Music's echo — like the strain 
. Of our own land, h^ard, when afar we rove. 

With a deep sense of pleasure mix'd with pain : 
And those who once had heard it vainly strove 

To lose its echoes lingering in thc^ brain : 
As for her figure — ^if you once had met it. 
Believe me. Sirs, you never could forget it. 

XVI. 

She was the idoL of her native land. 
The comforter and friend of its distress ; 

Herself, unchasten'd by Affliction's hand. 
Felt .for the woes of others dot the less. 

The serfs, who trembled at her Lord's command. 
Forbore to curse him for her loveliness. 

They were a pair one often meets in life,^ — 

A churlish husband with a charming wife. 

XVII. 

It chanc'd, A. D. Eight Hundred and Eighteen, 
(T love to be correct in my chronology. 

And all the tables which by chance I've seen 
Concur in this dates Whep I was in College I 

Conducted once the famous Magazine, 
Th' Etonian's predecessor. This apology * 

Will serve, I hope, among a]| folks discerning, < 

For my coirectness-^botih iii\a^Xi^ «s^ ^ ^ 
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XVIII. «' 

It chuic'd, A. D. Eight Hundred and Eig&teen^ 

'Twas'a bad season : rain^ and bligbt> and frost 
Destroyed the harvest^ while the crops were green,* — 

Wheat — barley — oats — and turnips, all were crost. 
The ruin'd peasants grew extremely lean. 

There's no computing what that year they lost : 
They lookM just like so many half-starv'd weasels. 
The sheep all died — the pigs had got the measles. 

XIX. 

Leofric's table sufferM : he was ever 
(As Earls are sometimes) an enormous glutton ;. 

Venison he lov'd, but, tho' a dainty liver. 
He was a perfect Colleger at mutton. 

He now discovered that his table never 
A decent leg or shoulder could be put on ; 

Dry was each witherM joint, where fat was not. 

And sometimes tasted strongly of the rot.* 

XX. 

There was a sad deficiency in greens ; 

Parsnips and carrots nowhere could be found,rt^ 
The very horses scorned to eat the beans. 

The turnips were frost-bitten and unsound. 
In fact the hungry peasants had no means 

To pay their rents : — ^the Earl lookM grim and frown'd ; 
And wisely judged it would be saving trouble. 
Like Harrow cricketers, to tax them double. ;(: 

XXI. 

Whether this plan was likely to succeed. 

Is more than I can possibly divine ; 
Physicians seldom think it right to bleed . 

A patient dying of a deep decline. 

lie Devil !— W. Rowley. 

ery possibly— in the ninth century. — ^W. Rowley. 

If any member refuse to pay a fine imposed by the CIpb, the fine shall be 
'd/'— jRttk» of the Harrow Cricket Club, 18J8. 
icoinmend the same measure to the adoption of his' Majesty of Clubs. 
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The poor petition^ in thift utmost need ; 

Alas ! they found it was in vain to whine ; 
The hongry'Eietfl refused to hear a word ; 
(We know pttitums are sometimes absurd.) 



^' He griev'd,^ he said^ ** but 'twasn't Aw look-out. 
If all his serfs and vassals starved together ; 

The year had been a rainy one, no doubt; 

But what of that? — he didn't make the weather. 

They should have minded what they were about. 
And not have sent^uch muttbn^-'twas like leather. 

In short, unless they paid in their arrears^' 

He*d beat their houses down about their ears.^' 

xxin. 

Then fell despair upon them : — ^home they went 
With wild and gloomy aspects, and tat down 

Each by his desolate hearth ; some^ weepings, leant 
Their heads on their dasp'd hands ; throughout the t 

Went female shrieks and wailings ; all content. 
Domestic joy, and peace, and hope were flown ; 

And each look'd round upon his family. 

And said that nought was left them — ^but to die. 

xxtv. 

One had been lately wedded, — ^his young bride 
Graz'd, as he enterM, on his frenzied eye. 

And read her fate, yet she essay'd to hide 
Her own forebodings of deep misery ; 

And strove to smile, and, seated by his side. 
Used all her lov'd caresses cheeringly ; 

And said those sorrows soon would be forgot. 

And fondly whisper'd hope — ^where hope was not; 

XXV. 

And then she spoke of their long mutual love. 
Their youthful vows, and lately plighted troth,— 

And thep she said that there was One above 
Wjho had protected^— wouVd ^toX<^ct \k^isL both. 
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Remorse might yet the ^RnVs stern nature rnove^ — 

'' Herself,'^' she ^ddad, '^ to despail* was facfa.? 
But whett she- found her arts wdre^wn, -sfaecitpt 
IntO' his bosom— 4udiherfcce*^and wept. 

It was a night of faor^^ and ^despair! 

Mothera were shrieking in^distfabtion wild. 
And Fathers^ with a fix'd nnconsctons glare. 

Gazed on the wan cheeks of each* starving chUd ! 
A few were kneeling, wrapt in fervent pray'r. 

And these alone, in their devotion^ smiled ; 
While he, the author of an earldom's woe--^ 
Slept upon fair Godiva's breast of snow. 

xxvn. 

Alas ! Godiva, that a heart like diine 
Should by so stem a tyrantf s head be presti— 

Short' were his dreams, he woke at half-past nine. 
Feeling a strange'oppression at his chest ; 

And yet that day he'd drank five quarts of wine,"*^ 
Which one would fancy, would have made him rest. 

Whether 'twas conscience or an indigestion 

Produc'd this nightmare, still remains, a question. 

xxvin. 

Godiva was awake-— she had not slept 
For sad reflections on her country's woes. 

And bitter floods of anguish had she wept. 
Her grief was far too burning for repose. 

As down her cheeks the tears in silence crept. 
At last they trickled to her husband's nose , 

Who in plain terms (he seldom used to flatter) 

Demanded '^ what the Devil was the matter.*' 

A great achievement, no donbt, bnt not eqnal to that of the celebrated 
"«, of Moore-haU, who, itnmediately before hfn colOlbat ^th the Dragon of 
^7, is said to have swallowed, 

-• 1*0 make Him strong and mighty, 

Six quarts of ale, and one of aqvavitto.'' 



Gidmkt. 
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Her tean lell foter, but the intwef^d-Dot ; 

Ift TIM at Arft she strove her toice ta find ; 
The courteoiMi Sexoirlfabiight his -mfe had got ' 

The toothache and grew wonderfully kind. 
But when Godiva gendj told him .wbrt ; 

So much afflicted not her teef A«-'4iut mnii . ^ 
He scratched hia head, and atared like one confounded- 
Never was man so perfbetly astoundckl. ' ' 



He could not form, for hia part, the least notion 
Of what appeared ao mnguUir a whim> • 

He'd always fancied thsit^his wife's devotion; 
Thoughts, passions, wished, centred all in him. 

Much was he pusszled by this strange' emotion, — ^ 
Hbw was it possible a dame so slim, 

So elegant and tasty as'his wife. 

Could feel fEur wretdies quite in humble life ? 



It was a problem which he could not solve, 
'Twas just what mathematics are to me, 

A science which the longer I revolve. 
The surer am I we shall ne'er agree : 

And so I very prudently resolve 
To give it up, and stick to poetry. 

Which is, in. fact, extremely pretty sport. 

And I'm inclined to fancy quite my forte. 

xxxn. 

My Simpson's Euclid, youVe a cursed bore. 
Although, no doubt, a treasure in your way. 

And those who doat on science may explore 
Your problems — with what appetite they may, 

I have no head for mathematic lore. 

Therefore, my Simpson's Euclid, I must say 

(Though I'm desirous not to be uiQcivil) 

I most devoutly wish you at the Devil. 



xsexnt: 

But oh! tbe'thottsaiid joys of iwraiffili^!^ 
One writes^ and bltfts/atid reiidi 'em o^er lOMfo'er^ 

Andy every titne one retdn ''em, cwi't iK^ 'Spying ' 
A thotifland beauties undbserv^d before'; 

And then one fanoieisaUtiie ladies oryi^g*^*-' . •/ 
Reviewers make somerhymesfers'imfiftei^sore ; 

I» for Aiy own pait/ am a careiesB deg> - ./ 

And love to hear mine ditictaed<*«^-4fioo|g^; " 



I f 



But pou'<3odivft — in her teara she lajy- ^ < 

Twas a sad pity^ that 'twas tn^ die m^t,- • 

Because, had it buthappe&M in the day^ ' 
Her weeping beautjr had prevailed outright : 

E'en then she chann'd her husband's rage awiqr^ 
And neariy gain'd her purpose— tfiough not quite ; 

For, after all her eloquent persuasion. 

He tried to dbeat her by e mean evasion. . 



'^ My dear/' said he, f' you've argued woihIfovb well, 
I'm quite delighted with your long oration. 

On all its beauties I forbear • to dWelly^ 
£nough that it hath met my appik>bation ; 

So much so, that toHuorroW^you ftiay tell 
Fair. Coventry, it's free from all taixation^ 

If but these terms your approbation meet — ' 

That you ride naked through the public street."' 

XXXVI. 

Godiva started — well indeed she might. 

She almost doubted her own ears' veracity ; 

My modest pen can scarce endure to write 
A speech of such unparallel'd audacity. 

Leofric thought he had perplex'd her quite. 
And grinn'd immensely at his own sagacity ; 

For which I hold him a consummate beast. 

Deserving ef the pillory at least. 



.J 
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xxxvn. 

Shame on die hMrtie«i^ cborl 1 — could he repose 
Ott thut so loTdy.boson^y which^.he knew^ 

For him» nlbeit the wdior of its .wo^Sj 
Throbbfd^vrith.affectiQPy WArm^.wdi^bast?, and true ? 

And couldliie tbu«iib».bQly.dbi4nilAJ»xp^^3e 
Unp^^M^^IMl^bb&shuigito.tl!^ public view? 

Ay, bid slaves i^aa^^QU b^wUeSj, which alone. 

(Though Kiiigff.had jrigbffi for) he might call his own ! 

xxxYin. 

And yet I can^t but own that modi^ni: spouses 

In his QpiniQUS 3eem Jto 4cquie»€^ ^ 
I've seen, in. many fashionable. bouscuB, 

The .ladies waltaing in complete undress ; 
A cu^teim which i no .^oft of feeling irouses , 

Amongst .their .husbands-p-<mud J must confess, 
(Being unmaijied) that I ^see no faults in . 
Ladies, youi^ lovely^ j^d half-naked, waltzing. 



I vomt aay J eiyoy itr^'tis apleasnre^ 

GooirmiUT^ fair ones grant tp .amorous swains ; 

I like to whirl to that bewildering ^neaeure. 
Which, ''just like love'''— -or brandy, turas one's brains ; 

I like to view my partner's charms at l^ure. 
Till sciux:e a secret for the bride remains ; 

While round her waist each wantcm finger strays. 

And counts jl^ whalebones in her panting stays. 

XL, 
Let jealous husbands (if sudli still there be 

In this impraxdng age) cry out/' F<Mr shame ! " 
Let Quakers say our manners are too free, 

And gouty folks quadrilles and waltzes blame ; 
I here protest I never wil) agree 

In such reproaches — till I'm blind «nd lame. 



Gacfylfa. W7 

Let maids of fifty prate ijffvaimonlity, 
Vm for the s^es' rational equality •* 

XU. 

These are new doctrine : in 6ddiva*s age 

Husbands alone were.privileged to kiss ; 
I said before. Reform was not die rage. 

So that such nonsense was not then amiss ; 
And, though I've ransack'd n^any an apcient page^ 

I find but one case similar to this,-— 
That of Candaules — ^handed down to us 
By Barry Cornwall, and Herodotus. 

XLH. 
Oh ! matrimonial love, which I so long 

Have fondly painted to my fancy's eye, 
In vain would I embody now in song 

My young conceptions of thy purity. 
Thou should^st be chaste, tho' ardent; mild, tho' strong ; 

Thou should'st be — ^hang it, it's in vain to try, — 
Thou should'st be— all that in my heart's recess 
I long have worshipp'd, but can ne'er express. 

xLin. 

And thou, fair image, whatsoe'er thou art. 

The lov'd creation of my boyish brain. 
The deslin'd partner of my cares and heart. 

To share my pleasures, and to soothe my pain ; 
Still of my dearest visions be a part. 

In many a midnight dream appear again ; 
Still let me dasp thee to my glowing breast, 
Enjoy thy converse, and in sleep be blest. 

XLIV. 

And if not all a Phantom of my thou^t. 
And thou indeed hast being, may thy young 

* Left these three stanzas startle folks PUtoido— all 
My eulogies on Waltzing are ironicaL 

Q. M« 
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And sinless years be hapi>y, and may nought 
That tastes of sorrow m thy path be flung :* ■ 

May purest lessons thy young heart be taught. 
And each 6spluiding thought to virtue strung ; 

Ma/st thou have 9ome acfpmplishments — much grace. 

And lovely as thy spirit be— thy face. 

XLV. 
I shall be quite enraptured if you sing. 

So but your taste is pure as was the Attics* ; 
I only beg you'll take cane not to fling / 

Your time away in learning Mathematics ; 
Nor to my arms a heavy portion bring 

Of Chemistry — and Grreek — and Hydrostatics ; 
You may nurse pinks and tulips; if youVe got any. 
But be no florist, love, — ^nor deal in Botany^ 

XLVI. 

I 'mention this, because I know tatne ladies 

Whose conversation is almost a bore ; 
But I should laud them, as the Poet^s trade is 

So wont pursue this topic iany more. 
Return we to our tale, which, I*m afraid is 

Too long in telling — ^but it's nearly o*er : 
Godiva tum'd pt last, with looks imploring. 
And found her husband (like my reader) snoring. 

XLVII. 

Too well she knew to wake him would be vain ; 

She thought 'twas best to let him slumber on> 
Or else his humour might relapse again, 

And all she had effected be undone. 
She lay, and commun'd with her heart and brain, — 

Her thoughts I know not, but when morning shone, 
She told her husband, with a steadfast eye, 
She had revolv'd the matter — and would try. 



* Tlds line contains a violent confusion of metaphors. F6r ^^patk" I would read 

" pku:' -n " May nouglit 

lliat taite$ of sorrow in thy pUtU be flang." 

W. Rowley. 



Godioa. ]^, 

Her speech on this occasion Fd: recorded . : .. : . 

In my foul copy, and we all agreed * 
That it was most astomsfaihgly woirded^ • '/ •. 

For~^nB who never leariit to write or oretd ; ■ '. t 
Yet scope for mirth it n^ght have w^ll^afff^ryled ^ ; 

To modem misses oC port British breed ; 
And grave blue-8tockiiig9 woiildinO:.d.wbt^.)iax6;44id 
*' Godiya^s^Aear^: was bettec diaA U^ keadJ^ 



Had she at some snug. boardmgv-aJBhool been placed 
Of modern growth for female, education. 

She would hay^ had a moat uncommon .taste, * ; / 
And I might now have printed Jier oration. .' . 

Her naiiive genius she would then have graced . '. 
With stores of every $ort of information,. 

And had, at twelve yqars old, more general humkdge 

Than boys of .fifteen gain at £lton College. 

She turn'd andjefjt h^. Lordship sore perple^'djL 
He almost questipn'd if he was awake. 

And knew not whether to feel pleas'd or yex'd ; ^ 
Still less, what step it would be right to take. 

He '^ wonder'd what the Deyil she'd do next, 
Who could so bold a resolution make ;'' 

And felt a sort of; shame that he'd consented. 

And, for the first time in his life, repented. 

LI. 

But then he fel^ he never could retract, 

(At least he would not — which was much the same) 
And if his wife thought proper thus to act. 

He could'nt help it — he was not to blame! 
So diat day, after brei^fast, olBF he pack'd 

A Trumpeter (I quite forget his name) 
To tell the people, in the market-place, * 
His wife's intention— and his own disgrace, . 

* We, the « King of aabi,''— R. H. 



It was an ide aioni in Coventry, 

The people wander'd dir oug h die glooiny mart ; 
Labour with hope was o*er, and liadenl j 

Their footsteps traversM each unheeded part; 
Despair was yielding fagt to apathy — 

They were prepared to die, — and every heart 
Its weight of woe had half foigot to feel, — 
When m didr ears shrill rang a trumpet-peal. 

UIL 
There was a sudden crowding round the space 

Whence the sound came — and then from man toman. 
Throughout the full and spacious market-place, 

A sudden, coM, electric shudder ran ; 
And each glanc'd quickly on his neighbour's face. 

As if the working of his thought to scan, — - 

And then in every countenance were bl^t 

Joy, love, and anger, and astonishment. * 

LIV. 
A breathless pause succeeded,*-Hhen arose 

A low and gathering murmur in the crowd, 
Like the far peal that breaks the dread repoee 

Cast by die shadow of a thundi^-<lottd : 
And fast and far diat thrilling fnurmur flows 

On throng the multitude — yet grow0 not loud — 
Slowly it died,— and nought but trampling feet 
Of crowds' dispernng sounded in die street. 

LV. 

Noon came, yet ne'er in Coventry had reign'd ' 

At deepest midnight silence so profound; 
In the wide streetsno human form remainM, 

It seem'd as Death had swallowed all around : 
It was likb that enchanted city, feign'd 

In Oriental TaleiB, where all were' bound ' 
In magic slumbers, and trlmsformMto stoite — 
A story pretty generally kn^Vvn. ' 



G$dka. ^ I6i 

LVL 
What were Godivfefs thottghu at that dreacthoiir 

In her lone dmmberl^ 93ent did she bieeli 
Her deep Uue eyes -faisM^meekljrli^ the Power . 

Of- Heaveik, iir thimb^' yet eloquent itppeal.' < 
Thus prayM the geode lady in her^boweri - v * 

Tin o'er her sorrows' ^eace began to ateal^ 
And the calm rapture of the silent ekies • • 
Had sunk into her spirit through her eyes.. • 

tVII. 

The lady ros€^ from prayer^ with cheek o'erflush% 

And eyes all radiant with celestial fire. 
The anguishM beatings of her heart were hush'dy 

So calmly hearenward did her dioughts aspire. 
A moment's pause— and then she deeply blush'd, 

As, trembling) she unclasp'd her rich attire, • 
And, shrinking from the sunlight, shone confesC 
The ripe and dazzling beauties of her breast, 

LVni. 
And when her white and radiant limbs lay bare, ' 

The fillet from her brow the dame unbound. 
And let the traces of her raten hair 

Flow down in wavy lightness to the gronnd. 
Till half they veil'd her limbs and bosom fiiir^ 

In dark ami shadowy beauty floating Tound, 
As clouds, in the stiQ firmament of June, • < 
Shade the pale^sptendorsofthe^midiiigkttMeon, 

List. 
But then her spirit fell when thw aI<Hie 

She stood in the* deep silence of her bower. 
And felt that iUere she wa9 beheld by' none 

Save One unknown, supreme, eternal Power. 
She darM n6t raise her meek eyes,- tremblng one, 

Again from reardi-; she could have imUd that hour 
Rather in' tiew of thowmnds to have stood, > • 
Than in tha^«it/J>4Uidaiwfril eottthide^i v 



Itt Godha. 

Away — away, with wild and honied pace, * ' 
Through many a long and echoing room she. stole ; 

No voice arrests her ear, ho human ikee 

Bursts on the dreamy wildness of her soul. ■ 

An silent now is that, proud dwelling-place^ — 
Oi^— on she presses till she reach the goal; 

The portal's past — she sees her palfrey stand. 

Held by a weak and weeping maiden's hand. 

LXI. 
AwHj, away ! — the Lady hath departed ; 

The freedom of the land will soon be won : 
Rejoice, ye wrong'd, and spum'd, and broken-heaHed, 

R^oice!--^or your deliverance is begun. 
It*s full five minutes since Godiva started, 

She'll be among you before half-past one ; 
Therefore, take care, both bachelors and spouses » 
All but the blind> to keep within your houses. 

hXU. 
Godiva pass'd, but all had disappeared. 

Each in his dwelling's innermost recess : 
One would have thought all mortal eyeiEf had feared 

To gaze upon her dazzludg loveliness. 
Sudden her palfrey stdpp'd, and neigh'd; and resold. 

And pricked his ears — as if he wduld express 
That there was something wicked in the wind ; * 
Godiva trembled and held fast behind. 

Lxm. 

And here I also must remark that this is 
With ladies very frequently the case. 

And beg to hint to all Equestrian Misses, 
That horses' backs are not their proper place. 

A woman's forte is music— love— or kisses. 
Not leaping gates, or galloping a race ; 

I used sometimes to ride with them of yorip. 

And always found them an iD{«xi»»\.\»(ne. 
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LXIV. 

The steed grew quiet, and a piercing cry ' 
Burst on Godiva's ear ; — she started, and 

Beheld a man, who, in a window high, : 
Shaded bis dim eyes with his trembling hand. 

He had been led bj ctfrtosi^^ 
To see her pass, and there had ta^en his atand; 

And as he gaz'd ('tis thus the story's read)> 

His eye-bails sunk and shriveU'd in his head. • 

LXV. 
I know not, gentles, whether this be4rue; 

If so, you'U own the punishment was JAist ; 
Poor wretch! — ^fuU dearly had be pause to rue 

His prying temper, or unbridled bist* : 
No more could he his daily toil piursue — 

He was a^tinker— but his tools might rust. 
He might dispose of all his stock of metal. 
For ne'er, thenceforward, could he m^i^d a i^ettle. 

Lxyi. 

Alas ! poor Peeping Tom ! — Godiva kept 
And fed him, — Reader, now my tale is told; 

I need not state how all the peasants wept. 
And laugh'd, and blest.their Coqntess — ^youngand old. 

That night Godiva very soundly slept — 
I grieve to add she caught a trifling cold ; 

Leofric's heart was so extremely full. 

He roasted for the populace a bull. 

LXVII. 

There stood an ancient cross at Coventry, 
Puird down, of late, by order of the Mayor, 

Because 'twas clear its downfall must be nigh. 
And 'twould be too expensive to repair ; 

It bore two figures carv'd* — and you might spy 

Beneath them grav'd, in letters large and fair^ 

dolrtto, WMftitf for lobe of tjee, 
BotJl inate ^mtOtttfi fait Cabentrs UU free. 
^UU M 
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LXVIII. 

The tale's believ'd by all the population. 
And still a sham Godiva, every year. 

Is carried by die Mayor and Corporation 
In grand procession — and the mob get beer. 

Gentles, Fve spent my fit of inspiration. 
Which being over, I must leave you here ; 

And for Oodiva — hope you'll decent think her, 

Laugh at her husband, and forgive the tinker. 



No. 111. 



THE KHrO OF CLUBS. 



THB DRAWINO-ROOM. 



LufUB 27^, die Novembris, 1820. 
^His day was fixed for his Mijesty's first Drawing-room. The measure 
i been adopted in consequence of the anxiety expressed by several ladies 
beauty and fashion, for a sight of the '' King of Clubs." Indeed the 
iosity he had excited among all ranks of persons was beyond parallel, in- 
duch that measures were obliged to be attentively taken, to prevent too 
srpowering a crowd. It would be tedious to relate the usuid interesting^ 
ticolars of the '* Morning Post/' viz. where the carriages were to stop, 
I what dresses were to be worn, &c. I shall therefore throw up my own 
I, and give you the sentiments of some of the visitors upon the subject, 
low me then to unfold to you some 

INTERCEPTED LETTERS. 

ArtJmrMamarkuf, Btq., Btom CdUg; to F. ChSghOg, B§q, 
Hoih C. Seymour*s, MarUm, 

iiVhat have you not lost, my dear Oolightly, by your abominable plan 
rustieating I They tell me you have got all the characters at Rawsdon 
urt to the life ; but upon the word of one of your disciples, you may peep 
Rawsdon Court 364 days out of the 365, and not find a tenth part of the 
iracters which attended lus Mijesty^s Drawing-room yesterday. 
[ managed to link my arm in that of Gerard Montgomery, for I wished to 
t as much as possible of the arcana of the Club. The room was tremen- 
osly full at an early hour. The company was tolerably select. A vast 
Uitity oi safu-cuhttes endeavoured to force a passage into the presence of 
ijesty. O'Connor pleaded for thdr admission, afifirming that their rasca- 
f and cudgels confirmed their claims to the title of *' Knaves of Clubs,** 
^gson bristled xa^ upon tlus, and ** averred" they were all impostors. La 
mgUle was finally ejected. 

Twelve o'clock beheld honest P. C. seated in the President's chair, (I beg 
B Pttdon-*the Throne) receiving the homage of Ms Subjects. His Migesty 
^ttied the transactions of the mcNming mth an harangue, in which he stated, 
tit IB he did not intend to regulate lus Drawing-room by the exaou^l^^i 

M S 
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any otiier Prince in Christendom, any person, who had a chum to urge, or a 
petition to prefer, might make use of that opportunity. 

Gerard and I situated ourselves near the Throne, ia order to see the pre- 
sentations. Gerard, by-the-bye, contrived to make us both conspicuous by 
spouting. I could fill a folio if I had time; — as it is, I shall content myself 
with a brief list of a few of our Visitors. 

Thomas Heavyside, a thin spare young man, presented an address from 
the '' Operative Rhymers" of Eton. Gerard looked in a terrible pasrion, 
and muttered something about " Genius" and " Ploddmg/' which nobody 
understood. 

Andrew Caustic petitioned for the po9t of Head Physician. 

A lively cousin of yours, Fanny Harrison, occasioned much merriment by 
presenting a petition to be appointed—*' Queen of Clubs." The petition set 
forth that the petitioner was eminently calculated for the Throne to wliicii 
she aspired, and concluded by referring to her cousin, (you, my dear Ck>- 
Hgfatly) for a certificate of her proficiency in the " Managemeni of a (M^ 
I shrewdly suspect old Perry will have no objection to grant the request 

But by far the greatest sensation was excited by tiie appearance of two 
personages, whom we have long known by fame, but have now for tiie lint 
time actually seen. Towards the end of the ceremony, two elderly gentle' 
men were presented imder the names of Gregory Griffin, and SokMDon 
Grildrig, Esqrs. You see by this, that there is no reason for creditiDg die 
reports of their death which have been so long received. Grildrig IbelieTe 
is the younger man of the two \ nevertheless Griffin had the Uvelier and 
sprightlier ur about him. They both promised to attend the Club Dinner 
the first opportunity, and paid many compliments to our good Mend Coarte- 
nay, whose good-natured fiace manifested unusual satisfieictioQ at the congra- 
tulations of his celebrated predecessors. Perry went through the whole 
ceremony very properly, and with a very n^al wr. 

I must breaJi; off abruptly, or I shall be too late at the Terrace. 

Yours, 

A. MANNBRING. 



JfariaLeiy, Wmdior, to her mUr, Mrs^ S, Crmffwd, 

My dear Sophy, 

I am just come from the Drawing-room. My head is too flurried to p^ 
you any thing like a connected account. There was an immense crowd. 
.ThatuglycreatureLadyNorris was there with such a costume! Icanteon- 
ceive for my part what it is that makes people admire her. 

Well! but do you know Sophy I kissed his Mijesty's hand, and he made 
me a speech, but I forget what it was ; and I was introduced to Robtfi 
Musgrave, who talks so much about horses, (such a horrid^ impert]iient4ook- 
ing fellow you never saw)^and to Allen le Bhmc, wfaois the ugliest ^oaaa f 
ever saw nei^ to your husband^ and to Martin Sterling, who is toleffable» 
only he frowns rather too much j and to Gerard Montgomery, who Is ^ 
most delightful man I have seen since Capt. Mellish sailed to Minores- 
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jenurd is the author of Godiva, and the Sonnets about Mary. — (You know 
11^ name is Mary.) 

Well ! but Sophy ! I wish you to send me down a great packet of gloves 
md lace, and every thing that you can conceive, for I can get nothing hese. 
Fhe natives are quite horrid. 

I was dressed quite plain. White leno, trimmed with point lace-^Head- 
dressy feathers, and pearls (pearls siut my complexion you know Sophy.) 

There were two old men who I understand were great authors in their day. 
They looked mighty wise and clever, but not a quarter so merry as the 
" King of Clubs." They had very extraordinary names, which I don't 
lemember. 

I had a little confabulation with Joseph Lozell, but I hate him: he 
liu a reg^ar vocabulary of his own, and the word ** No" is certunly 
•track out of it. You know, Sophy, and your husband knows, that none of 
II can live mthout contradiction. Mr. Lozell is a sad puppy. 

Talking of puppies, Sophy — ^Uttle Venus is terribly indisposed. That great 
awkward creature. Lady Diana, trod on its toe as we were coming away yes- 
terday, and the poor thing has been dying ever since : you must send down 
M&e of that stuff that did the dear creature so much good when it caught 
tte fever in town last winter. Gerard wrote an Impromptu about Venus's 
mUbrtune, which I lost at Mr. Knighf s, when I went to inquire about 
** The Etonian, No. II." I dare say it will be in print by and by. 

Agreat many fii8hionableswei:e present: Theodosia, one of the heroines of 
fte ** Windsor Ball," staid aviray ; I believe she was afraid of the Punch- 
Bovl; by^he-bye. Lemonade was substituted, out of compliment to the 
U£e8. Corinna was there; I thought she would have been offended by 
the abovementioned paper, but I hear she thinks herself complimented. I 
Nad you the few names which I picked up in the room ; I suppose you will 
lee the list at greater length in to-morrow's Morning' Past :•*- 

Ihichess^Co^We. 

Counteu — ^Mordannt. 

La^s-'^. Mowbray, Honoria Saville, G. Wilmot. • 

Mistress — Simkins. 

Miues — E. Mordaunt, F. Harrison, Kelly, Lely, &c. &c. 

^Bf^Mowbray. 

Hmumrabies"^. Montgomery, G. Comyn. 

Svrs^Y. Wentworth, H. Soulis, T. Nesbit. 

(rfs^n^Brose. 

if«Mr«.^-Griffin, Hodgson, Grildrig, Sterling, Le Blanc, Bloomfield, 
M*Firiane, Mosgrave, Swinburne, Norris, Heavyside, O'Connor, Caustic, 
Uielly Oakley, Mannering, &c. &c. 

I think I did pretty well to learn so much in one morning. I shall see you 

^ Portaiaii-square, on the sixth day of next month, till when, believe me, 

l^fs^i very affectionately, 

M. LELY« 
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SUCCESS OF N°. II. 

Mortis, 28o NmfemMs, 1820. 

The Club met at the usual hour, wheu the names were caUed OTer» and 
Mr. Courtenay proceeded to open the business of the evenhig. 

'^ Gentlemen, — ^In caUing your attention to the success of our second Num- 
ber, I feel I have little else to do but to repeat the congratulations I offend 
you upon the reception of our first. The partiality of our schoolfeUows has 
again overlooked the numerous defects of the work, and has again bees 
more anxious to find subjects for praise than to invent topics for disapproba- 
tion. I have no doubt that this partiality and disposition to be pleased mil 
continue, and this idea has been my piincipal reUance in every difficulty. 
(Hear I hear! hear!) 

** I have now to lay before you. Gentlemen, an implication from a Cor- 
respondent, which will show you the high estimation in which the " King 
of Clubs'' is held in foreign courts,— I mean the Courts of Law. Mr. Se- 
cretary Hodgson will read to you an Extract from the Letter of an ' Un- 
doubted Old Etonian.' " 

Verily, Reader, I did essay to comply mth the President's desire, but, ia- 
asmuch as I was somewhat perturbed by the suddenness of the oidar, my 
hand had some difficulty in extracting the letter of our friend the Law- 
yer from the contents of the Green Bag ; for the first letter I opened began 
thus, — " Mr. C. Knight begs leave to inform Mr. P. Courtenay," &c ; and 
the exordium of the second was, — ** Lady Emily Htz-Hardinge pvesoits her 
compliments to Mr. Courtenay, and requests," &c. ; my third choice, how- 
ever, was right, and I proceeded to read an extract from the letter as fol- 
lows :— 

** The First Number had afforded me unmixed gradficatimi, and I an 
such a voluptuary in Eton matters, that I earnestly looked for an incresse of 
my pleasure. The Table of Contents promised me no disi^pofaitmait, and, 
flinging a large bundle of papers, a porter's load, 8iq>erscribed * Inatmo 
tions for Counsel to amend Bill,' to the extreme verge of my Chambers,— 
armed with my paper-cutter, I opened the Pleadings, By the way, Sir, I 
should inform you, for the benefit of Long Chamber, that the tables are 
turned in London ; and that we cut the sheepskia to get at the woebs/^f 
not the wool to get at the sheepj. By this you will perceive that I am a mem- 
ber of the learned profession of the Law ; and I would beg to hin^ that in 
the event of the situation not being promised, I shall be glad to aoce^ th^ 
cKgnified appointment of 4ttomey'General to his Mijesty * the ISisg of 
Clubs.' But while you continue so moderate in your language,, and so VV" 
personal in your topics, I am afraid you vnll not excite any enemies or pro- 
voke any libels, and then what will become of my ew'4jffim0i inlbraiationSt 
ready cut and dried ?"— -(The reminder of the letter consists principally ^ 
compliments, which deserve our warmest thanks, but which it would ^ 
become us to publish.) 

Variotts were the jests sported b^ tVie !A^ixvb^t% ^i th& Club upon the fore* 
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going passage ; but having been accused of a disposidon to pun, I mil not 
repeat the whole of them^ 

Mr. M usGBAYB '^ could have no opinion of a coachman who stood in need 
of instructions to mend his ^ay-bill, — ^he hoped such a person would never 
be appointed — the Guard.'' 

Mr. GouoHTLT observed, that if our friend *^ cut " Sheepskin, he would 
never sit on the Woolsack. 

Sir F. Went WORTH begged leave to protest against ecB-offido Informations. 
— (Order, order. No Politics,) 

The President informed the Meeting, that the office of Attorney-General 
had been already conferred upon his brother, Mr. M. Courtenay ; but " An 
Undaunted Old Etonian,'' was welcome to that of Soluntor-QeacnX.--* 
(A laugh,) 

This topic having been dismissed, Mr. GoUghtly introduced another, in the 
following manner:-— 

** Sir, — I wish I could give my assent to the assertion of our friend, as to 
the unpersonality of our last Number. I think that if you look at the Essay 
on Wordsworth's Poetry, you will find some contradiction to lus opinion. 
It is not my wish to say any thing offensive to my Hon. Friend, Mr. Gerard 
Montgomery ; but I must take advantage of this opportunity to express my 
tfissent from almost every argument and opinion he has adduced. I must 
protest against any agreement with his ideas upon this subject, and hope that 
the opinion of Gerard Montgomery mil not be considered as the opinion of 
the King of Clubs."— f^^ar, hear^ hear,) 

The Hon. Gerard Montgomert was not aware of the objectionable 
passages to which lus Hon. Friend had alluded. He had no idea that his 
siogle opinion could be taken for the opinion of the Members collectively ; 
and he had particularly guarded against any such mistake by the usage of the 
nngle "I," instead of the Editorial "We." 

The President was sure that if any thing had been sent to the Press, of 
the nature lunted at by Mr. Golightly, it would b3 attributed by the world to 
its right sources — ^Youth and Inexperience. 

SERIA MISTA JOGIS. 

Mr. Sterling stated, that he had heard many complaints made of the 
fiivolous style which pervaded the labours of the *' Etonian." The. Hon. 
Gentleman observed, that it was currently reported that it was the intentioa 
of the Editor of the work to decline all articles which manifested llie least 
iq^proach to a serious or instructive manner. He (Mr. S.) hoped these re- 
ports were groundless, for in the event of their proving true, he should feel 
lumself compelled, however reluctantly, to retire firom an undertaking to 
which he could be of no service whatever. 

Mr. Peregrine Courtenat rose to repel with astonishipent the charge 
wMch had be^n brought against him. He was sure such a report could only 
have originated with some one who, from motives of pr^udice olr ma%nity, 
>vu hostile to the Publication. He was sensible of the geiiActll«<H^ qCaVk. 
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articles in the '^ EUnuMHk,** and depended upon Mr. Sterling for thepr^an- 
tion of some essays of a grayer cast. — (Hear, hear.) 

UMPASAIiLBLSD INSULT TO MR. MONTOOMSBT. 

The Hon. 0. Montoombrt wished to inquire who corrected tiie proof of 
No. n. page 161 ? After some demur it was ascertidned that the duty hid 
dcYolved upon Mr. Musgrave. The Hon. O. M. then addressed the Mee(- 
Jng in a terrible passion : — 

'* Sir, — ^I have bestowed, yon are well aware, much time and much study 
upon €k)diya, but it is the last time and the last study I will employ in tlie 
service of the * Etonian/ unless a proper apology b made to me for this no- 
paralleled outrage. In the fifty-eighth stanza, Mr. Musgrave has introduced 
an alteration, quite in character with Mr. Musgrave, but quite out of charac- 
ter with Godivaj for ' the tresses of her raven hidr/ he has inserted 'the 
traces of her raven hair.' — (Laughter.) — I see in this. Gentlemen, no sub- 
ject for huighter ; to compare the hair of a Beauty to the harness of a Coach, 
I consider Uttle better than sacrilege, and I am at a loss to concdve what de- 
fence Mr. Musgrave can set up for this extraordinary aflfront.'' 

Mr. MusoBAVs proceeded to defend his alteration with some warmtL 
He maintuned that hair and harness were in many instances synonymoUi 
and supported his assertion by various arguments. He observed that the 
Greek word ayrvyes signified properly a part of the carriage, but might also 
be translated ** small rings, or ringlets.'* He said there was but the differ- 
ence of one letter between '' the poll" and " the pole,'' and concluded by 
an allusion to the Irish custom of fastening the plough to the tul of the 
horse, arguing that the Hibernians, by such a practice, undoubtedly made 
''traces" and ''tresses" synonymous terms. — (Laughter J 

Mr. O'Connor begged to assure his Hon. Friend, that great improvements 
bad taken place in Irish agriculture; and that the custom to which he alluded 
bad been abolished many years. 

The Hon. G. Montgomery observed, that he supposed no one but aa 
Hibernian, or Mr. Musgrave, could mistake " tresses" for " traces/' and 
hoped he should have no occasion to repeat his complaint. 

THANKS OF THE CLUB. 

On the motion of Mr. Courtenat, the Thanks of the Club were voted 
to the Authors of the following productions, which are in a state of active 
preparation : — 

A Greek Version of Johnny Gilpin, by W 

Review of the " World at Westminster." 

Ditto of " Wallace," a Tragedy. 

The Eve of Publication, a Poem. — (N. B. The author returns thanks to an. 
unknown fiiend for his suggestion of this subject.) 

What shall I do ? 

The Genius of iEschylus, contrasted with that of Sophocles. 

Remarks on Periodical Writing. 

Thoughts on Faces. 

Sdence wasted on Trifles. " He makes Breeches by the Rules oi Trigoi 
metry."— The Mirror. 
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Sterimir on Pkindple. 
s of Cknurd Montgomery: Nos. 1, 2, 3. 
and Away ;" a letter from Natlumiel Homely, 
itry Wedding. 
Booksellers' Season, 
kley on Flattery, 
zell on Plain-speaking. 
1 r. Cricket,— (A Dialogue between a dml^-keeper and a Secmd- 

urdn Sterling^ Poblic Appeal to Sir Francis Wentworth and the 

£nj[land. — (Under contiaartUionJ 

Wuidsor DiaJect. 

teal Description of a Stag Hunt ; by Mr. Musgrave. 

epshearing. 

talaam," 

irtation on "Leads ;** by Mr. Barton. 

zles. Riddles, CSommdrums, Anagrams, &c. &c. &c. , 

Brieve's Poetry. 

periority of a west-conntry Barge over a Dutch Treschnyt. 

>n Weathercocks. 

s of Essays on the res]>ectiTe merits of Chemistry, Astronomy, 

s, Hydrostadcs, Galvanism, &c. &c., considered- in a sdentinc 

lew, and contdmng some free animadversions on many of the re- 

nions of Mr. Walker ; by Mr. A. Le Blanc. 

anks of the Club were also presented to our fiiends, under the fol- 

^tures ; thdr favours are with many thanks declined : — ** T. P.**— 

►f a Jockey."—" An Irishman." — " A Novelist." — " Juvenis."— 

je no Robbery."—" Black Stockmgs."— " A Cricketer."—" Found, 

3und."— " A."—" No Mannerist."—" A Critic."—" A Pigeon.?*— 

Shilling."-" Shade of King Henry."—" A Queer Querist." 

anks of the Meeting were next presented to all who had contributed 

B of Assistance to our Third Number. 

REPRINT OF NO. I. 

ssident then rose and informed the Meeting, that the demand for 
" The Etonian" was so great, that a Reprint of the First Number 
ly necessary. 

3 thought proper," continued Mr. Courtenay, " to exclude frt)m 
d Edition many local allusions, which having already had the de- 
t, need no repetition. By this omission, and by compressing the 
ne other pieces contcuned in the Number, room will be made for a 
ch is deserving of a much wider circulation than it has hitherto ob- 
!lie Poem to which I allude is one of those which were contuned in 
lection of Poetry, privately printed some time ago, under the title 
Poetry of the College Magazine.' I see. Gentlemen, by your 
tt ypu hare already guessed the object of my speech, and it is un- 
for me to tell you that the Poem I mean is ' My Brother's Grave.' 
and eonttnued cheers J — ^Notwithstanding the small drculation 
I given to these Lines, their reputation has spread very widely, and 
ies for them have been so frequent, that I have prevailed upon th^ 
allow of their insertion in the pages of ' The EtomAsu'— >(CKeeT%.^ 
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-—The ad^don of these beautiful lines will probably oblige us a little to ex- 
ceed the usual limits we assign to extra-Etoman productions, but I am sore, 
in the present instance, no one will find fault with us for a transgression 
which will be the means of giving publicity to ' My Brother's Graye.'"— 
(Hear^ hear, hear,) — Mr. Courtenay concluded by moving the thanks of the 
Club to the Author of " My Brother's Grave." 

The motion was carried by acclamation. 

The thanks of the Meeting were then voted to Mr, Peregrine (Courtenay, 
for his constant services in the good cause, who, after returning thanks, pio« 
ceeded to address the Meeting in these words : — 

MR. COURTBNAT'S PARTING SPBBCH. 

** Gentlemen,— -I believe we have now gone through all the topics con- 
nected with our publication. As this is the last time I shall have the honour 
of addressing you until after the Christmas vacation, allow me to say a few 
words upon the design and success of ' The Etonian,' before we dismiss the 
subject altogether. 

" ' The Etonian,' Gentlemen, originated in no motives but a real r^[ard 
tor the character of the School, and a ^h to restore it to the exalted sLtus* 
tion which it held in the olden time. Emolument was out of the quesdpn, 
where the work bore so small a price, and was confined to so small a drcula- 
tioiu Personal vanity was equally out of the question, where every P^ 
must appear anonymously. * The Etonian,' therefore, has ventured into 
publidty with the most honourable intentions, and has deserved the praise he 
has recdved, if not by the excellence of his writings, at least by the purity of 
his moUves. — iHear, hear, hear.) 

** It is my real opinion. Gentlemen, that ' The Etoman' has been a somce 
of no inconsiderable benefit to the School. It has recalled many of her 
€tiumni from habits of idleness and dissipation -, it has opened a new cnrrent 
of exertion to many, who before attempted nothing beyond the theme or the 
verses of the week ; and it has roused into animation the energies of many* 
who had been accustomed to waste the most exalted talents upon less worthy 
pursuits. — (Hear, hear, hear.) 

''Apprehensions have been expressed that in the attention reqiusite to b^ 
paid to the work, the studies of the School might be neglected. If I thougl^^ 
this could possibly be the case, I would immediately give up the undertaking 
which woiUd reqidre such a sacrifice. But in the Hfe of an Etonian moment:^ 
of leisure perpetually occur, which, if they were not devoted to the pages cp^ 
' The Etomao,' would be given to for less improving occupations. I ha^^ 
bestowed no inconsiderable portion of time and study upon ' The Etonia9^ 
but I can safely affirm that I have not spent upon it one single moment whi<?^ 
ought to have been employed in more serious studies. 

" For myself. Gentlemen, I wish, before we separate, to return you vm^ 

most grateful thanks for the assistance I have received. I must confess th^ 

when I took upon me the office of Editor to ' The Etonian,' I looked fo^ 

ward to it as a laborious and an invidious task, but the cordiality and unam-^ 

mity—CNo/rom Mr, OaJi%J— wMckkaa prevailed among you, has prov^* 

my apprehensions groundless. 
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It has been my wish to enlist in our undertaking (in adcQtion to the mem- 
bers of the Club) all who are distinguished among our schoolfellows for 
genius or attunments, and I have in a great meastire succeeded. If there are 
any to whom I have omitted to make a personal application for their support, 
I hope they will impute the omission to any cause rather than to intentional 
neglect. — (Hear, hear.) 

" I cannot express in too warm terms the gratitude I feel to our correspon- 
dents at the Universities. The interest they have taken in our success has 
been so universal, that it has been found necessary to restrict the portion of 
the work allotted to foreign contributions to twenty pages. I hope this will 
serve as an apology to many Gentlemen, whose favours we have been obliged 
to decline. 

*' 1 beg leave to repeat to all our friends, my most sincere thanks for all 
&vours past and to come, and wishing you all a merry Christmas, in my 
capacity of Editor, I bid you for the present Farewell." 

The worthy Chairman sat down amidst loud and unanimous cheering from 
all parts of the room. 

The business of the Meeting having been thus disposed of, the remunder 
of the evening was spent in mirth and conviviality. 

In the course of the evening the foUovdng loyal and patriotic toasts were 
given: — 

" Floreat Etona." — ^Nme times nine. 

" The Higher Powers.** — ^Three times three. 

'' Six, five, four, three, two, and one. May their interests never be 
separated.'* 

'* Cricket ;"--a second beating to the King's-men, and a second meeting 
wSk Harrow.*' 

« FootbalL*' 

*' Rowing.** 

" The King of Clubs, and 'The Etonian.' Popularity to the first, and a 
iiood sale to the second.** 

The evening was concluded by the following Eclogue in Grand Chorus, 
composed expressly for the occasion by the Hon. G. Montgomery, and sung 
in great style by all the vocal strength of the company : — 

CHRISTMAS, AN ECLOGUE. 

I. 

HON. 6. M0NT60MSRT. 

Hdl to thy wrinkled visage, bleak December! 

Hul to thy frozen hiur, and purple nose! 
Successor merry of morose November, 

Hail to thy radiant £adem of snows ! 

MR. COURTENAr. 

We humbly hope each Honourable Member 
Will fiutbfully transmit his verse ot pto^e. 
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MR. O'CONNOR. 

Och ! Honeys !— its O'Connor won't be sober. 
When jovial Christmas taps the bright October! 

II. 

SIR T. NB8BIT. 

Hail to Ihee, *' old October, brown and bright," 

Thou princely offspring of John Barleycorn! 
Honest dispenser of most rich delight. 

From peer's cut glass and peasant's humble horn. 
Hul mighty TAP !•— on one auspicious night 
THOU and HIS MAJESTY OF CLUBS were bom,« 
Nor shall your merits unfoigotten slumber. 
Ye ''tvdn-bom stars/' in this our Christmas Number. 

III. 

MR. OOLIOHTLY. 

I'm very fond of Christmas — 'tis a season 
When all things wear their most attractive looks ; 

When Fun and Frolic break the bond of Reason, 
And Eton Scholars fly from birch and books. 

MR. ROWLEY. 

And iced Plumb-cakes at every turn one sees, in 
The tempting windows of the Ptotry-cooks -, 

HON. O.MONTGOMERY. 

And churches shine with mistletoe and holly. 
And houses ring with laughter, song— 

MR. OAKLBY. 

and folly I 
IV, 

HON. 6. MONTOOMERT. 

And the shrill voice of children carolling 
At break of morning melts into your ear. 

Rude, but most eloquent music; — ^not the string 
Touch'd by a master's finger, nor the clear 

And thrilling voice of ladies, e'er could ring 
Notes half so touching to my simple ear. 

As the wild strains those sinless songsters ply— 

Their artless unaflfected minstrelsy ! 
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V. 

MR, OOLIOHTLY. 

Pm devilish fond of music. — ^When in town 

I often go (most country people do) 
To hear the public singers of renown. 

The 'Etching Stephens, and the young Carew. 
The former lady I prefer, I own — ' 

But Pm no critio-*Lozell, what say you ? 

MR. LOZELL. 

I only idsh the manager, next year. 

In Ascot Race-week would bring both down here. 

VI. 

MR. COURTENAY, 

N.B. I wish it to be understood. 

That I mean no oblique insinuation, 
Agsdnst the present most melodious mood 

Of our serene Etonian population. 
Golightly's concerts are extremely good — 

Though worthy Martin Sterling's condemnation 
Of those immodest melodies from Moore, 
Is very right and proper, I am sure. 

VII. 

Quo Musa tendis .'—What a long digression 
From the calm tenour of your way you've made -, 

You'd best make haste and re-obtcun possession. 
Or you'll provoke the reader, Pm afraid. 

I hear him now, in a tremendous passion, 
Exclidnung, " Curse you for a prosy jade ! " 

But tlus same metre loves to be digressive. 

The plan's convenient— the effisct excessive. 

VIII. 

HON. o. MONTGOMERY (rovti^ wUh intpiraiunL) 

Now to my theme — the wintry storms are sleeping. 
The stars are floating through the cloudless sky. 

And Heaven and Earth, a breathless silence keeping. 
Repose in beautiful serenity : 
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While playful Dian, through my window peeping. 

Attracts, in silence, my enraptured eye 
To where her amorous radiance sleeps, below. 
On the white bosom of the virgin snow. * 

IX, 

Tit sweet on this most solemn scene to gaie — 
There is deep beauty in a winter night— 

MR. OOLIOHTLT. 

^Tis sweeter far to s^ the coal'^fire blaze. 
Flinging its warm and comfortable light 

On the wide cirde, while around it plays 
The passing jest— ? 

MR. ROWLBT. 

Andob! with what delight. 
When the bndn flags, our crai^g stomachs hall 
Fat oysters !— 

MR. O'CONNOR. 

Wluskey punch ! ! — 

aim T^ NXSBIT. 

And htunming ale ! ! ! 
X. 

MR. ROWLBT. 

People may talk as warmly as they please 
0{ true love's joys— they can't compare mth this. 

Gerard and Ered may prate, upon thdr knees. 
About the raptures of a lady's kiss— 

MB. 8TBBLIN6. 

I never kiss yoong Udies— joys like these-^ 

MB. BOWLBT. 

Dont sidt the notions that I've fbrm'd of bliss : 
I'm but a simple, tasteless, sensual sinner- 
Give me a good, substantial, Christmas dinner. 

« I cannot conceive how a person of Mr. Montgomery's known veracity ci 
golUy of sneh a tiarae of fiilsehoods as are comprised In this stanza. At tl 
when It was ottered, there was no soow on the grouod, and no moon above i 
rizon ; and If there had been, she coald not well have made her way thro 
Christopher window-shutters. The fact Is, Mr. Montgomery was half-seas < 
the moment. I 
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XL 

All hdl ! tliou Monarch of the smiling board, 

Mijesdc TuRRST^ thus I bow before thee 
In humblest sapplicationr-mighty Lord ! 

Most dainty victor !•— thus I do adore thee. 
All hail ! the forc'd-meat balls with which thoiM stored. 

All hul ! the sausage fetters steaming o'er thee ! 
Hul ! sweet-bread sauce» on which my soul is gloating ! 
All hail ! the gravy-^Qood b which thou'rt floating. 

• 

XIL 

Hail I ye inferior, yet deUghtfiil dishes. 

O'er which, in trance extatic, roves my eye ! 
Ye savoury fowls, ye most alluring fishes. 

Thou brandy, flashing in the burnt mince-pie I 
In you are centred all my earthly wishes, 

'Midst you, metlunks, 'twere happiness to die ! 
Hail ! cod and oyster-sauce ! — quail l^partridge ! — ^bustard ! — 
Lobster !— plumb-pudding !^pple-pie !— and custard! 

XIII. 

No more— no more-*I've fifty more to mention. 

But I'll omit them for the reader's sake. 
Yet to pass thee would merit reprehension. 

Thou best and biggest, most beloved plumb-cake ! 
I understand it is the King's intention * 

A most superb one for Twelfth Night to bake ; 
Therefore, my Muse, repress thine iU-timed haste,— 
I'll not describe it till I know its taste. 

XIV. 

MR. COURTENAY. 

Well, then, adieu until agun we meet, 

A merry Christmas, gallants, to you all !— 
Gay be your pleasures, and your slumbers sweet, 

Fidr be the feast, and brilUant be the ball ; 
But don't forget th' ETONIAN— I repeat 

This maxim— for its wisdom is not small. 
Hunt, drink, shoot, dance ; be merry while you may,— 
But write like devils on a rainy day. 



^ Mar? el not, reader, that Che King of Clubs ahonld make twelfUi-cake at Christ- 
>• Did Dot the Qaeen of Hearts make tarts at Midsiiimner ?— 

« The Qoeeo of Hearts 
She made some tarts, 
AH on a summer day."— R. H. 
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ON THE PRACTICAL ASYNDETON. 



Tun diflpar sibt.**— Hoiu 



<< NU fait iiiiqiiam 



The Treatise on the Practical Batbos which appeared in our 
first Number^ and which we have the vanity to hope is not entirdj 
blotted out firom the recollection of our readers, was intended as 
the first of a series of Dissertations, in which we design to apply 
the beauties of the figures of the Grammarians to the purposes <rf 
real life. We» are very strongly tempted to pursue this desigs* 
when we reflect upon die advantages which have already been die 
result of the abovementioned Treatise. We are assured, fix>m the 
most indisputable authority, that the number of the specimens of 
that most admirable figure exhibited by our schoolfellows in the 
exercises of the ensuing week vraa without precedent in the 
Annals of Etonian Literature. We have no doubt but those apt 
scholars who have so readily profited by our recommendation of 
the Bathos, as far as regards Composition, will, at no very distant 
period, make the same use of this inestimable figure in the regu- 
lation of their Disposition. But it is time to quit this topic, and 
to enter upon the second of our proposed series ; '^ a Tileatise on 
the Practical Asyndeton." 

First, then, as in duty and in gallantry bound, we must constrse 
this hard word. The figure Asyndeton, in Grammar, is thatbf 
which conjunctions are omitted, and ati unconnected appearance 
given to the sentence, which is frequendy inexpressibly beantifiil* 
Who is there of our rising omtoxs who has not glowed with all 
the inspiration of a Roman, when Fancy echoes in his ears the 
brief, die unconnected, and energetic thunders of the Cooiol; 
** Jbiit, excissit, evarit, erupit f " What reader of Tragedy doer 
not sympathize with the Of osmane of VdLtaire, when, upon the 
receipt of the billet from Zayre, his anxiety bursts out in those 
beautifully unconnected expressionS| . 

^Doiiae-t-*q«i 1ft ported— domie!'' 

The use of connectbg jparticles in either of these cases would 
have ruined every thing. They would have destroyed the majesty 
of Cicero, and reduced to the level of ati every-day Novelist the 
simple tenderness of Orosmane. 

The use of this figure, however, is not confined to particulsr 
sentences or expressions. It sometimes pervades the five Acts of 
what is miscalled a Regular Drama, or spreads an uncertain 
transparent gleam over the otherwise insupportable sameness of 
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me inexplicable Epic. Numberless are the writers who have 
en indebted to its assistance ; but our own, our immortal coun- 
man, Shakspeare, preserves an undisputed station at the head 
the list* Fettered by no imitation, but the imitation of Na- 
re;. bound down to no rules but Uie vivid conceptions of an 
tutored, self- working Genius, — ^he hnrries us from place to place 
tfa the velocity of a torrent ; we appear to be carried on by a 
diing stream, which conveys our boat so rapidly in its eddies, 
It we pass through. a thoiisand scenes, and are unable to observe 
* a moment the abruptness with which the changes are effected. 
Our modem Earce-writers have, with laudable emulation, fol- 
ded the elample of this great master of the Stage ; but, as in 
or use of this figure they possess the audacity without the 
alius of the Bard they imitate, they cannot prevent us from 
iceiving the frequent Asyndeton in place, in plot, or in cha- 
pter. The beauty of the countries to which they introduce us 
not such as to withdraw us from the contemplation of the 
trageously miraculous manner in which we were transported to 

We have delated the reader quite long enough with this pre- 
linary discussion, and will now enter at once upon our main 
bject ; — the Asyndeton in Life. 

We should imagine that few of our readers are ignorant of the 
amis of novelty; few have lived through their boyhood and 
sir jouth without experiencing the disgust which a too frequent 
petition of the same pleasure infallibly produces. There is in 
ovelty a charm, the want of which no odier qualification can in 
y degree compensate. The most studied viands for the grati- 
ition of the appetite please us when first we enjoy them, but 
e eigoyment becomes tasteless by repetition, and the " Crambe 
l^itA ** of satiety provokes nausea instead of exciting desire. 
BUf it is in other and weightier matters. The pleasures which 
3 first devoured with avidity lose much of their relish when they 
cur a second time, and are mere gall and wormwood tons when 
eir sweets have become familiar to our taste. A common every- 
y character, although its possessor may. enjoy abundance of 
>rth and good sense, makes no impression on our minds; but 
e novelty of capricious Beauty or uncultivated Genius finds a 
ife road to our hearts. 

This is something too long for a digression ; but novelty is a 
ry pretty theme, and must be our excuse. We will return 
rdiwith to our subject. 

Since novelty then has so much weight in influencing the jud^- 
^ or at least the prejudices of mankind, it is right that this 
ost desirable qualification should not be neglected by young 
inoQs on their debut upon the stage of life -^ Yre mxi^lVi^ TCL^%\ft;t^ 
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of this excellence before we can expect to sbine in any odier; 
we must be ftew before Mre can hope to ht amusing. 

Now the Figure which wc have been discussing^ or rather, the 
Figure which wie ought to have been discussing, is the very essence 
and quintessence of novelty. It is perpetually bringing before 
our eyes old scenes in a new from, old fnends in a new dress, old 
recollections in a new imagery : it is the cayenne of life ; aad 
ftxNh it the dishes, which would without it cloy and disglist, deiiie 
a perpetual variety of taste and pungency. It takes from the 
scenes we so often witness dieir unpleasing uniformity, and givirt 
to our mortal career an air of romance which is inexpressibly 
amusing. All ranks of persons may alike derive benefit from it 
By its use the charms of the Beauty become more irresistible, the 
exploits of the General more astonishing, the character of A6 
Rake more excusable. It gives in an equal degree pleasure to 
those who behoM, and advantage to those who practise it. 

How th^n is it to be practised ? The manner and the method 
are sufficiently obvious. Never wear to-morrow the saaie cim- 
racter, or the same dress, that you wore to-day. Be, if you cw^ 
^* puncto mobilis hortt,^* Be red one hour, and pale Ibe next; 
vary your temper, your appearance, your language, your manners, 
unceasingly. Let not your studies or your amusedkents contimt 
the same for a week together. Skim over the surfece of eveiy 
thing, ^nd be deep in nothing ; you may think a little, read t 
little, gamble a little : but you must not think deep, read deep, or 
play deep. In short, be everything and nothing ; the bntterfiyis 
life, tastmg every flower, and tasting only to leave it. 

Do you think too much is required ? Far firom it. Antiqui^ 
has handed down to us a character possessed, in a most tras*- 
feicendent degree, of all the qualifications we have exacted. We 
idWays like to get an example or two from antiquity, because it 
looks feamed. Alcibiades then we can safely propose as a model 
for all juvenile practitioners in the Asyndeton. Was he grave o» 
day? He laughed the next. Was he an Orator one (by? He 
was a Buffoon the next. Was he a Grreek one day ? He was » 
Persian the next. To sum up his character, he was skilled IB 
«very profession ; an amateur in every fashion ; adorned by eveiy 
virtue ; made infamous by every vice. He moralized like a philo- 
sopher, jested like a mountebank, fought like a hero^ lied like • 
-scoundrel, lived like a knowing one, and died like a fool. 

We assert, and we defy the soundest sophist in the world to 
contradict us, that these mixed characters obtain and preserve t 
greater p6rtion of the admiration of the world, than more ooa* 
sistent and less interesting personages. We wonder not at tbs 
uniformity of the Fixed Star, but oiKr imagination is actively e0^ 
ployed upon the'nnusosll appearance of the Condet. Tbm 4p 



ton r)( fifm md undhangifeable steadmesb of pnneiple reociires 
oor-esiteett, 'aaid ffs forgdtten-; *«v)iile the tneteoriG appeaorance -of 
kicdiiftisteiit'tecenftficity takes instant hold of our adonraticni, and 
b decorated with ten thonsMind indefloibabk attradiciiis Iry the 
prooer exercise of the Asyndeton. 

lout why do we dilate so much t^n ihe authority of Alci- 
biades?. It has been the almost invariable practice of all great 
itkt^, in tiH ages, te ptiy particttflar attciiition to the cultivation ^ 
dmi iBgtire. What a prodigy of die A^detonwfls Alexander! 
His father PfaiKp -may iiave Irad more Boienee, |mfaaps more 
bottom ; but the eccentncities of Alexander^ the extraordinary 
rapidity with which he 'changed the ring for the gin-shop, and 
hud down the thunderbolt of Ammon to assume the quart-pot of 
Hercnles^ have given, and will preserve to him/ the ftrst leaf in 
die good boolcs of the young and tiie hai^. 

Axe we Hot more delighted b^ the capricious mutability of 
Queen Bess than *hy the moral uniformity of Queen Aifne ? I« it 
not a pleasing marvel, -and a marvellous pleasure, to look at the 
lut days of Oliver Cromwell, iVfaen die usurper, perpetuatlly 
stretched upon the tenter-hooks of conscience, dared not travel 
die same road twice, nor sleep two nights following in the same 
bed ? ^ Spirit of mutability, what pranks must thou have played 
with the Protector ! 

Since these are the charms of ihe Asyndeton, it is ucrt aurpris- 
ing that the poets should have so frequently thrown a spice of it 
mlo the characters df their Heroes. Puttmg Fingal and MattiB 
out of the wajjT, we have no Hero of any importance who can 
tazke pretensions to a consi^ncyin perfection; and even fhe 
latter of these trips occasionally into the Asyndeton ; especially 
when he puts off his usual denominations of ** plus*' or "jpaterj* 
in order to be simply " Dux Trojanus'* at the court of Queen 
Dido. As for Achilles, his whole life, " magno si qukquam credii 
Hofoero,'' is an Asyndeton. He is equally a warrior and a ballad- 
ainger, a prince and a cook. To-day he oitB up olcen, and to- 
morrow lie cuts up Trojans. In battle he is as stout a Gltttton 
aa ever peeled at Moulsey-hurst. At supper he is as hungry a 
glutton as ever sat down to a turtle. Homer has been blamed for 
die faults of his Hero. For our part we think widi his defenders, 
flilit the character which slims with success at perfection, inma in 
vain at interest; and the feats of Achilles appear to its to derive 
■na^ of Iheir lusrtKi from ifae Asyndeton which pervade them* 
Aware of the charm which a character receives m>m the use of 
flib figure, modem writers liave foDowed, in this pomt, the 

* UakiB the first of these circniiiBtances Mr. Musgrave remarks that Oliver 
«nst have nm a stiangeirfegolar coach; upon the secondy Mr. Burton observes 
ttat Mr. CitmiweU onwt have been bat indiffBrent in the wviy ol «cowns) « 

N £ 



188 On the Practical Jt^nddon. 

eiample of their great forerunner^ and have thrown i 
characters of most of- their Heroes a particle of this^fiisi 
inconsistency. Hence we have the Soldier of Flodden 
something between a freebooter and a knight, 

** Now forging scrolls, now foremost in the fight. 
Not quite a felon, yet but half a knii^t" 

Hence we trace the unconnected wanderings of a nol 
ruined spirit in Manfred ; and hence we wonder at the myi 
union of virtue and vicQ in the gloomy Corsair, who 



** L&KftB'B. name to other times, > 
linked witik one mrime and a thousand crnNet." 

» . _ _•' . .■ • , 
Now, for the instruction of oij^r readers in this elegai 
necessary accomplishment, we must begin by observing 1 
Asyndeton may be practised in various manners and i 
There is the Asyndeton in notions, the Asyndeton in dre 
the Asyndeton in conversation. The first of these is ada 
the capacities of promiimg youn^ men, who have some 
some wit, and just sufficient vanity to render both of no 
The second is very proper to be used by the Lady wil 
Beauty, who wishes to be *' Britiantef* and the third is 
suitable to the Lady with littie wit, who wishes to be ** Picq 
We have made our treatise so prolix^ and indulged in si 
quent digressions, that we feiar bur desicri|>tibii will be con 
a specimen of tiie figure we are.describuig;' — we will tl 
bri^fljf conclude tiiis, as we concluded our former Ess 
throwing togetiier a JPew proiniscuous specimens of ue Asy: 
in the above classes of its professors :— 

Wmiam Mutable, Jannary 81, 189D, Left Caibftti^ge a writngierin- 
Studied ^Ftocy'' with Jadcsoar— Maich 10, Eotsfed the <<B 
Club."— April 1, Married ! the day was ominoiu. 

Charles Random, Feb. 20, IsiM), Bonght a oommlssion^-^ih ditto, 
himself of the Temple.— -March I, Entered die Chiiroh, and sported 
March 6, Left off the wig and fell in love.— -March SO, Despaii 
tamed Quaker.— March 80, Caught a feyer by dancing.— Feb. 1, C 
GOfreredr— Feb. 9,Died. 

Sophia Mellonw— First Masqu^Ude in the season, a Venus.— 2d, a Vest 
Qeorgiaar^th, a Qipsy. 

Lanra Voluble^— Seven oV^lock, Talking mor^ty with the Doctor. 
Nonsense with the Captain^— Nine,' Greek with the Pedant— Ti 
with the Poetp-£leve%— £fitoil///— This was the mostmanreUoui 
of an, and Lanra is without a rival in the Asyndeton. 

E 
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THS CONTENTED LOVER. 

rhat whkh is eitabHAed omght always to be«oiiaidered as tke beat** 

Morning Post, Sept 14, 18—. 

I ASK not if the world enfold 

A fairer form than thine/ 
Tresses more rich in flowing gold. 

And eyes of sweeter shinei?; 

It is enough for me to know ' 

That thou art fiiir to sight ; 
That thou hast locks of golden flow. 

And eyes of playful light. 

I ask not if there beat on earth 

A wanner heart than thine, 
A soul more rich in simple worth, 

A genius more divine. 

It is enou^ for .me to prove 

Thou hast a soul sincere^ 
A heart well made for quiet love^ 

A fiuicy rich and clear. / 

Already by kind Heaven so far 

Beyond my wishes blest, 
I would not, with presumptuous prayer. 

Petition for the best. 

While thou art wise, and good, and fisir. 

Thou art that best to me ; 
Nor would I, might I choose, prefer 

A lovelier stiU to thee. 
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OK SIGNS^. 

■f* Q^aoby, Borgpiriie, Kepi^eL Hoire,. . 

ETflandKpo4;liaYeh«dPAelrttt]leof taUty 

And flU'd^elr ti^pdsts then, like Welleiley now/'— Don Joan. 

One often hears it oeMovksd bj pcopt^iaoiinrgineral the most 
ready to dlloMv the superiont]^ of modern, tastei that a Tisibk im- 
provement has been effected in our streets by the removal of those 
various emblems whieb every shopkeeper thought himself entitled 
to displav over his doop, jus« as hb fancy mi- judgment might 
direct. Now, if these worthy folks had paid more attention to 
beauty and regularity, perhaps- Ae^min^bd'- rows* of birds, beastSi 
and fishes, not to mentioai griffiaa and otkei ooo-descripts, might 
have had a very natural and pictu^qsqiie^ aiXDiearaiKe, to the mani- 
fest detriment of Exeter 'Chaiaj^e and Mr, roJitQ, who would never 
have been able to equal them eiAer m varii^tyorsingularity. But 
an unaccountable aqabition qeems to. have seizedr the otherwise 
sober citizens in this instance, for each tried to rival his neighbour 
in originality of invenlion airf sjplen^p of eaieciition, without due 
regard to the limitation of Iheur g!&iiitis,.Qr i» tba; sgfety of the jas- 
sengers, which was frequently endajogf^d. bj the' eccentric position 
of these ornaments. 

Thanks to Educatioi^ ComoiiltQe«c» and M(bss(s, ;Bell and Lan- 
caster, or, prior to them, to SubscriptiQn and Sitoday Schools, the 
learning of later times is so much increased and forwarded, that 
there are really not many people wh9 g(> mCo- » shop without being 
able to read the name of th^ QWAMrol H;- so Ihiit the old devices, 
formerly necessary for distinction's sake, soon got out of use, and 
are now almost totally disooatimttd. 

A curious observer may still tsace many wj evident relics of 
this notable custom. Need I exemplify tha chubby little Indians, 
standing ok rolKs of the precious herb, which graCe the entrance 
of the tobacconist's shop ; the equally etegctnt Mandarins con- 
spicuous in the grocer's window ; or the branches of gilded sugar- 
loaves which nb(f on the outside ; the glorions cocled hat^ sigmfi- 
cant of the hatter's trade; the borbePa pcla ; the pretty yellow 
fishes depending^ &om their taper rods, a specinusii of all diat an 
angler requires ; the three balls of the pawnbroker ; and a thousand 
others which doubtless any old Cockney would* readily point out to 
me^ diough at present they escape my memory? Any one may see 
that these which I have enumerated are as appropriate as possible; 
the pawnbroker's is the most obscure, and the explication of that 
is supposed to be, according to the most learned authorities, two 
to one against their unhappy customer. The barber's pole ex- 
plaiaa hia obsolete art of bleediug^ and the meaning of the rest 
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is easily- comprehended. It may be justty doubted ' whether thk 
gorgeous exhibition of the King's arms is quite so applicable, 
'which many show off in all the magnificence of painting, gilding, 
and heraldry, merely because they happen at some time or other 
to have furnished some one member of the Royal Family with a 
pair of gloves or a wax candle. 

However, all the above-mentioned devices, although they may 
be ipore exactly adapted for the purpose of illustration, certainly 
fall far short of the majesty and the dignity of those greater and 
nobler ones in former timies. Nothing more clearly shows the 
superior taste of Mr. Smith, perfumer, (with due deference do 
I say it, to Me ssrs. Delcroix, Rigge, and others,) than that he 
has dared, amid the general defection of his neighbours, to retain 
that correct and illustrious monument of his house, the civet cat ; 
and indeed I seriously recommend to his namesake, Mr. John 
Smith, of Etonian celebrity, that, to adorn the front or rather 
roof of his shop, elegant as it already is, he procure a faithful 
representation of the same odoriferous animal. 

More I dare say there may be who have firmly withstood the 
tide of general custom, whom I should be happy to mentioq with 
equal honour ; but to return to my subject, the real amateur of 
signs must seek them in their legitimate and now almost only place, 
where they have lived, and still live in all their pristine glory, be- 
fore houses of hospitality. Now I am not very particular whether 
^ese be represented on wood or on tin ; whether they be carved or 
cast;. — but one thing I gre£(tly grieve and strongly protest against, 
naniely, the substitution of a name in mere letters. What are 
those people to do, poor souls, who cannot put syllables together, 
if any there be such, who, on being recommended to take a drop 
at the King's Head, upon their arrival at the imagined place, find, 
in lieu of the Royal Portrait, a board scribbled over with unintel- 
ligible characters : What is to become of that useful, that respect* 
able| that skilful, that much-vilified body of men, the sign-painters, 
if tlyeir talents are not encouraged, and their perfprmances, unde- 
servedly called vulgar daubs, are not exposed to public admiration? 
For their vindication from the common censure, I shall merely say 
that one of the great Italiap masters first employed his brush in 
touching a sign ; and indeed this much-djespised profession must 
be considered as a great nursery for genius. I cannot help think- 
ing that sign-painters have conferred considerable celebrity upon 
some persons, which they never would have had otherwise— or at 
least of so long a duration. Who would ever think of the Mar- 
quis of Granby, unless his features, as well as his name, had been 
rescued from oblivion by the diligence and art of sign-painters ? 
Who would have heard of Bishop Blaize, of the Golden Farmer, 
and many other worthies of local interest, unless their fame had 
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beea perpetuated by the same means? These' uiiibittaiiiAte arlbfs 
are so far from receiving any thanks for their mamfest setvices^ thtt 
they are even blamed for not preserring likenesses more 'exaetfj^ 
It IS generally understood to be extremely difficdilt for any painted 
to please the person whose likeness he takes. Whist theft mM 
be the hardship which these performers labour uiider/ when the; 
are obliged to give satisfaction perhaps to some tfionsands of eyes 
which may see die identieal work at different times ? No* Wooiei' 
that they should sometimes' take the fevOtirabte' side,' i^'peilmbs 
flatter a little too much. H<yw much better it isf timMownVpeftf^ 
and villagers should believe Lord Nelson to h&ve been-i^ jdltyi 
braVe-4ooking tar^ as they view him represented^ than that troth 
should be too much studied, and that they should know his hollow 
weather-beaten visage, hisianlrhairy and unprepossessing appear- 
ance^ all of which things, no doubt, would diminish their respect 
for him? Perhaps they wonldiiiot Kke the Duke of Wellington 
quite so well^ did they know his Grace's real and natural appear- 
ance. It would be easy to mentioh a thdtkSand more examples of 
great men, such as our late revered^Mpnarch^ and many other 
Kings in ^e English history; whose l^k^hkv^^dt suffered at all 
by being entrusted to the taste of a si^Uf^paidter;^ ^T 

The humours and fancies o£ innkeepers ia the, choice of their 
emblems have been so different, that, passing: over the human 
heads, the red and white lions, the black imd 'Miite s%ans, in fact, 
the ''a/2Yutii7i^ecz<Jtim;teeg^«s/'jtwoukl be amatter of endless 
labour. But it really is very mm;h,to be. desired tl^t some accurate 
and scientific observer woi^ld particularise the . most uncommon 
ones, and investigate their brigiil aiHd elyihoTogyi in fact, that he 
should compose a r^gnhir Tiiettlise- oiif 'Si^^l' w !^^ course of 
this, he might give some very salutary instructions to landlords 

respecting the size, arid .arrang<pn^ep$^ ^^»i^^ inil}^^^^®'^ ^^7 *^ 
better affixed to the side of the hoiise'/or swinging, li^n a good 
oak post; — ^Whether tkey should rather be sinn6unted with a 
merry young Bacchus^ or nvith a bunch of grapes ;t«-^nd, in fine, 
what mask is the most alluring and most irresistible* I perfectly 
well remember the little inn, where, under the virprds " The 
Crooked Billet,*' a little piece of wood wad dkpIS^yed, twisted in 
the most fantastic manner; and another, knoWn'by a great gilt 
raven, before which a bird of that species hpps about; perpetually 
croaking the sweetest notes of invitation. Luckily the people 
there are not superstitious; of, perhaps, much to 'the detriment of 
the host, they might think the place ominous. 

The author of the work I propose can never "be in want of ma- 
terials ; he will be able also to enliven his histories with the most 
agreeable reminiscences. How he may dilate over the Shak- 
speare's Head, or the Mitre Tavern, where Johnson and his Club 
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to hold their meetiiigs! If he is incUned for. satire and in- 
e, where will he find, a finer field than in dedaimung against 
herds of thieves and profligates, who make the Sign-post 
refuge, their banner, and their rendezvous ? If he be desirous 
>ralizing« he may talk, in two or three groans, about the in- 
B of intemperance. Finally/ if he be a '^ good Fellow/' he 
Irink now and then a glass of beer at some, of the neatest 
to refresh him during his .tedious an^ personal researches, 
le will writ0 most lustily against Hotels, Ca^s, and, in fact, 
aces of hospitality which disdainthe ancient and honourable 
nents of a <$tgii. ,.' 

T. N, 
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TO jrULIO, 

ON HIS COMINO OF AQB. 

JvLiOf.whila Fancy's tints ad0ru 
The first bright beam of manhcfod^s mom. 
The cares of boyhood fleet away. 
Like clouds before the face of day ; 
And see, before your ravish-d eyea, 
New hopes appear, new duties rise. 
Restraint has lefk; his iron throne, . 
And Freedom smiles on twentyHUne*. 

Count o'er the friends, whom erst you knew 
When careless boyhood deem'd them true. 
With whom you wiled the lazy hours 
Round fond Btona's classic towers. 
Or strayed beside the learned mud 
Of ancient Cam's meand'ring flood ; 
The follies, that in them you view. 
Shall be a source of good to you. 

With mincing gait, and foreign air. 
Sir Philip strays through park and square. 
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Or jpaww in Grange't twect r^ofM, 
In all the studaed emae of drew ; 
Aptl; the manlio^s tongue, I deem, 
<^ igq[i»« op II lo% dieme,-^ 
Whkdi damsel hftdi the SMfrier eye. 
Which fop die bett^fEUided tie. 
Which ff^fB^' ^^ flie ^^e^ter ^V9*^ 
Which nQUp the mm inv}^ flsi^OMr » 
And Fashion, at Sir Philip's call^ 
Ordains the colkur's rise and fall^ 
And shifts the Bnunmel's YVjing hue. 
From blue to brown, from brown to blue. 

And hence the motle; crowd whoe'er 
Bear Fashion's badge— or wish to bear. 
From Hoekley-hole to Rotten-row^ 
Unite to dub Sir Phifip^<«4eau. 

And such is Fashion^ empty fame — 
Squire Robert loaths die very name ; 
The rockets hiss, the boofires blaze. 
The peasants gape in s^ amkae ; 
The field miplougb'd'^the ox unyokM, 
The fiu'mer's mouth with pudding choked. 
The sexton's vest of decent brown,' 
Th^ village maiden's Sunday gown, 
In joyful union seem to say, 
*' Squire Robert is of age tonlay." 

The bupipkiiBs biuty to the Bcli» 
And clam'rous tongues in riot swell ; 
Anger is hotr^and so is liquor ; 
They drink confusion to the Vicar — 
And shout and song from lad and lass. 
And broken beads — and broken glass. 
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In co««^ hoi{ribU>; ^M^f ; : : ' / : ) 

Their Xojdivf^'ffm^Jw ^ hwi ' 
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Rigbtjui||.j|9aiqftlMB]QulUttlfl«^ .. 
These tfWW<>l^ i<^'bw.4vm 1110^ 
At ever]^\&^i^ tJbffQUgh.^19 p|a^ ^ 
He*8 wel^wpi^ m^ ciM«to> gTM^ i : , . 
He tella hU q|tt>i;](< cmckAHj^ jqkfS^ 
And drinks his ale, '' like other folk ;^ 
Fearle3A ^ f lAkfi tUat O^n^^ ., .; 

At cud^ellipg and ^iiigllcifttick \ . 
And then his slud j^Wlgr ! far/fi^ m^ 
It is the cowpitys cbiefest pride! ' - 
Ah ! had his ateed no finnec bfiuoa . . 
Than the mere thb^^.that holdt the ;reiiif i 
Grief soon wquU hid the b<Qer to. rua 
Because thei aq^uire'a qtadrai^e.vaA.doQe^ 
Not lesa than nQW it froths 9cmy^ 
Becauac^ *< the ^^juire's of age to^daj.** 

Far different ]K>mp inspijr'd of ^14 
The youthful Roman's bosom bold. 
Soon as a father's hooour'd hwd- ... 

Gave to his (p?8jp the caaq^^e and bimd^ 
And off the li|;ht pratcata thrs^w^ 
And from his meek the bulla drew.- 
Bade him the toga's foldings scan. 

And glory in the aame <^f " Mfoi,^' 

Far different pwip lit ardoiM^ high 
In the young G^rmw'a eager c^e^. 
When, bending o*er hia aQspring'9 hesidi 
An aged sire half-weeping aaid,— ^ 
*' Thy duty to thy father done. 
Go forth — and be thy country's son." 
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Heavens ! ho# his boiKmi bntllM to dare 
The grim ddight bf nmiihood't war, 
And brandish in no mimic field 
His beamii^ hmeeand osier shield : 
How his y&ntf^ bosom loQK^d to daim 
In war^s wfld^tfiiflQh'maiihbodVBaiiie, 
And write it, ^midst the batde'b foam. 
In the best blood of Irembliug Rome ! 

Such WIS the lu^, the bttilwroas joy. 
That neiyd to MM the Genmb bdy $ 
A flame as ardent, more refin'd, 

ShaU bright^ ftow* in JiiBb^' niintf V 

But yet I'd rathbr<8^tb«d smBiS -''•' '"' ' "'' 

Grimly on ^rar'^'bnbutfle^ Ok, 

I'd rather see thiN) ^(jld W^yfi^" ' "' ' ' ' 

The German bob^ieA niiireiM'&iiilg, ' ' ' '^ 

Thinidn; thy dSfintf to iiudih<»^ ^' " ' ' 

From each pale'ddrteifiiatlA^V^WV^^' 

I'd rather vie«"di^ thus, Aairs^ 

A modem blockhead rise in tfiee. 

.. ,li. ji: -ft f /!■ "• 'I tn'.'Ci f.o-lim i-ioi 

Is it a stod^'lbf a'Pfeer^' ''' '-■"" ''' '''"* ''^' ' ' 
To breathe WnfWiSfeliay'i' *'*;■' •'""*' '" 
To choose a ^ba^oi-Wpiiiili,-* ^' «"■»"■• 
To win an heii^i^r ablate r'' •* "" "/''V'^ 

Far nobler sttdliWU l^ Mn^'' '^" '""' ' 
So Friend8li!^'ibrffi^"Miise ^^": '"' "'' ^' 
It shall be yours, &'&ii^W'feb4"''" '""'''' 
To goide fhfe lidfiii iV'BJhSt'pil^ft;^ '""^ '^ 
And 'midst thy'ciHm'U^'s'lSiJ^'dcyeivra'''' ^'" ' 
To mix a gai;Iad<I all ftineWfa.*'" "" ' ^ ' \ 
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Julio, fropi .tlMi,aujifkiow> iayy 
New honours gild IMj^ pnward ifMyi 
In thee Po8tei;ity «h»ll vi^w . >.. 
A heart to /«ill|.i^idife«l^,trii(v 

And F^nw h<M?^^i6«9t.l«l:«^lw^(«blIL>l«M^- 
ForVirt^^'Sl,fUl4,)tbfv,pQCf,Il^H^>.^ ,:i 

TO JULIA, , . , 

■■-•-'■"■■ ^ ■ ■ ■> J •■■-•>■ - 

PRBPARIVp; T<H^«ia& FiUlT rftq^Olf iH TOfVli^il 

Julia, whil^l4uidan>j%gijiiedfUis«d i^*r 
Bids jou despjiaie^A l|fQ>^ikc^thif^r-^ s^i ^-,7 ^5?V 

While and its ^y^^u»tle»ye,^, ; v- -^r > 

For hopes* thafc.flaUea|o jdje^eisie^^n - ;:* •: ' ' i 
You will nol;fCQni(uU;|r;vefQ«|f|^ I ^^^<^-^;% -^/•':, 
(Though dull the ,lheme^>aiid.i«eak4he M^Mff) 
To look ufNopi ptjil^ie^taiHdU^eart^.:^^^^ ^-,^^ ;^-^v: 
What Friend^Up send«f to Beaii^jfVear,;: r ^ ; 

Four miles from Town, a neat abode 

Overlooks a rose-busht^apd. 94pa4;;|tn y^. r': :} 
A paling, ci^'dswitik cxm^ta^ . , <• n 

Surrounds tenjards of fieaf jjari^rire^ 
Where dusty ivY strives tacra;^' r 
Five indies up the whiten'd wall. 
The open window, t^ckly S9%,^ ' t v 
With myrfle, and with migniopi^tte,- - 
Behind whose cultivated ^ ow ^ , 
A brace of ^obes peep out JFor show. 
The avenue — ^die bumish'd plate. 
That decks the would-be rustic gate. 
Denote the fane where Fashion dwdls, 
— ^* Lyce's Academy for Belles/' 
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'Twas here^ an cariier, iMjppier •Aiiyi, 
Retired ftom fimtMrn^^Weurf imuse^ 
You foundi unknoim to«ttfe or ]Mftb 
The peace yott iriH Mt fitid iigiMi. 
HJQie Frieodaiups, ftur IM fottd to tail/ 
A briglity .but fleetiaij^ tudHMioe teaat. 
On every aport that Mirth devised. 
And every scene that Childhood prized. 
And every bliss, that bids you yet 
Recall those moments with regret. 

Those fiienda have mingled in the strife 
That fiHa the biiay soaoe'o£ lifey 
And Pride and Foiif>^-^afes and Fears, 
Look dark Bpon their Aitfire }«afs : 
But by their ivredds may Jaiia4a*ra, 
Whither her fragile haik<to Hmi; 
And, ^'er the ^folribkd aea t}{ Arite, 
Avoid the rocka *they foaad toa latOi: 

You know Camilla — o'er the plain 
She guides the .fiery ihiioter'a rein ; 
First in the chase she ;80ttnd* she diom. 
Trampling to earth, the farmei^^s oom. 
That hardly deignU to bend ite kead. 
Beneath her namesakfe's lig^itertfaMd. 
With Bob the iSqaire, iher polished ki9cr, ■ 
She wields the gon, or beata theioover ; 
And then her steed l*--^fay4 Ofiery^down 
Tells how she rubs Smolensko iowm. 
And combs tke.mvim^ ««Bd dedns <tbe Atoof^ 
While wondering hoatlergataaJ nloof* 

Atoig^lMtfnmdieCttttiatflMHifirli • ■ 
She plays backfsMnwi ividi tbo S^toire^ ^ 



Shares in kiiiHigti».itttdni'hMbqaor, ' 
Mitnica fa«rfctl>era«Ll}ie Vioa^;. : 
Swears M the fnMfin>^tnthDut • bluah 
Dips in her «te <&>& tmftmreA fomh. 

Until faer Aubcvduly>tir«A^: - , 

The parBon^i OTgwdiilyAftd 

The doga «U Btill>-'~<ke 9«[Kte Mteep, 
And dreaming of feii ummI leap,'^— 
She leavea dn drega of white snA-'redt 
And lounges l^guidl; to bed'; ■ 
And still in nightly visions borne. 
She gallops o'er the rustic's corn ; 
Sdll wields the lasb—still ^^eslWbox,- 
DreaiDtng of " sixea " — lad the fox: 

And this is bhs»— the staiy ram, 

Caroilta ncTCT-wep t ■ ww «pce^ 

Yea ! once indeed Camilla cried — 
'Twaa when her dear Blite>«tookibgs died. 

Pretty Catdeliii AiiAv Ae'a ill- 
She seeks her med'cine A Qoadrilte ; 
With hope. Mid fear, and em; nek. 
She garee on the <hibioiiB trick, 
Aa if Eternity were laid 
Upon a diamond, or a spade. 
And I have Men a transient piqoe 
Wake, o'er tint mft and girlish >«^eek, 
A chilly and a feverish hue, 
B%htin^ Ae aoil where Beaa^grew, 
And bidding Hate tad M«Kee rove 
In eyes thMtoog^to beam with love. 

Turn w« taFomi— die'ww liar ' 
As the BoA'floaiitig ■fommti'itM^^ . . ". ^i 



Shap'd by the hacj, — ^fiiting theme '. 
For youthful bard's enamour'd dream. 
The neck, on whose transparent glow 
The auburn ringlets sweetly flow. 
The eye that swims. in liquid fire. 
The brow that frowns in playful ire ; . 
Ail thes^y when Fannia's earty youth 
Look'd lovely in its native truths 
Diffused a bright, unconscious grace. 
Almost divine, o'er form and face. 

Her Up has lost its fr^rant dew,. 
Her cheek has lost its rosy hue. 
Her eye the glad enlivening rays 
That glittered there in happier days. 
Her heart the ignorance of woe 
Which Fashion's votaries may not know. 



Hie city -s smoke — the ndxious 
The constant crowd — the torch's glan 
The morning slef^p— the noonday call — 
The late repast*— the midnight ball. 
Bid Faith and Beauty die, and taint 
Her heart with fraud, her face with paint. 

And what the boon, the prize enjoy'd. 
For fame defac'd, and peace destroy'd ! 
Why ask we this ? With conscious gmce' 
She criticises silk and lace ; 
Queen of die modes, she reigns alike 
O'er sarcenet, bobbin, net, vandyke, 
O'er rouge and ribbons, coQkbs and curls. 
Perfumes and patches, pins and pearls ; 
Feelings and fiiiiiltings, songs and sighs, . 
Small-talk aqd scandal, love and lies. 
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Circled by beaux bekdid her 8^1 
While Dandies, tremble at het wh; 
The Captain bates *' a :vrQmaii'fli gab;'*. . 
*' A devil ! " cries the ^j .Gsyntab-; . . - • : 
The young Etonian •atriveS' la ^fly: . ...: > 

The glance of bee '.siEundastiQ.egrar.. v : ' . !^ 
For well be Ji^noiws abejookf! hioivo'ff^ j ^ r'^, . 
To stamp him'^'bud^iV or.diib bim ^'bore.'/^* 

Such is her;liifi««»« lift of ^MPpatB^:; ; m. '■. 
A life of wretchedness— and tatie: 
And all thegfenjr Fum&iaboasis^ vri 
And all the price that glory conta; '■. 
At once are reckoned .up^ in lon^^! . . 
One word of bUsst^od felly-*f-*H^oiK ; i 

t 

Not tbeseJbe Aoiigfat»>tbat^c«dd pcr^ 

The fancies of our fickle, sex^ 

When Eng1and?»:ffiyoiQitei.*gQ!Qd-QiloeA«Bess^ 

Was Queen alike .o>irmairitod>ciiMi^t'. . : "t -. 

Then I^wties.yyj^yM^A cu e ^. iaid^l^^ 

And lean[itito;(k^itibiW.bair^n#iill Htod^V 

Sweets— wdf ^M»jBtI^kfe^*l*.*?fi»*4ift4* 
And both.vi;ere.I^a(iil}§rt||^^Q/jil^l 

For cookery was allied to taste» 

And girls were taught tp bl^s))^p-faiid 

Dishes w«ra;lijiigHTi7fo4,.^P:^ 

And Itwrds.wHte. loyfVpW4l!l^y^ J^ . .% 

Then yri(^;WP9,fi^.W??e!FiiW4fi^<V»i.^ 
By dint pf^^ijj>er|^^,^|^.;^^ ^ ;/ ; 
And Beauty Wf^ Ae j.]ffgiK9^,.))e^ 
By dint of pickle, and of tart. 
The minuet was the favourite dance. 
Girls lov'd ih^ needle—boys tke lance ; 
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198 To Julia. 

And Cupid look Us foafrfwrt fost 

At dinner^ by the boil*4 vid rOMt, 

Or s^retly wu woHt to lurk^ 

In touraanMiit, or aeedle-woriL. 

Oh ! 'twaa a reign of til del^kto. 

Of hot 5iV-1cms,<^"4nd hot 8ir knigfatB; 

Feastiag nd fightiiig» hftiid ia hand^ 

FMHked, 4Mkd glorified the land ; 

And noble chiefs had noble cheer. 

And knigbta grew strong upon atrotig "beer ; 

Honour and oxen both were noiiririi*d. 

And Chiva]iy»-«iid Podding Aouridi*d. 

I'd rather aee that magic tm». 
That look of love, thM foroi of fi«ce. 
Circled by whalebone, and by ruffs, 
latflBt pi paddingSy and ehi po&, 
I*d rather view ibee thus, tiian see 
s ^ ft Fasidonaldd*' rise in Ifaee. 
If Life-is dark| 'tis not for you» 
(If )mtial Friendship's 'voice is true) 
T6 cure its griefs, and drown its oares. 
By leaping gates, and murdering hares. 
Nor to ediififte tiiat feeing aoal. 
To winning lo¥D^,-^-oir the vole. 



If these, and such pomuts are Aide, 
Julia! Abu iutnao Itfend of nmel 
I love plain dress,— -I eat plain joints, 
I caniiot plfty ten guinea poinUr, 
I make do study of -a pii^* 
And hate% ItitvOt ^AApp^4k. 
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J>£AB CovnT^^fAY^-r^Yoin cannot tl«ink what si treait you 
lived by refttsing 9 M^eek'd leave to Mr. Seywo\Jtr*9, wiAh .Burton^ 
t«viey, uttd mie, and itbfut too meu^sly oq the |]^eteoce of being 
notployed ill bringing out tbe Second Niimber of your '^ Etonian/' 
II .poor esoase indeed ! «xid J fancy I can see you already tort»»red 
^ith a grievoMUi repentance. However, to ms^ke intends for your 
btppoiolaDent, I have Just es.Qa|)ed from tbe^foptany-to give you 
flight sketch of a grand annual dinner party al the house €i a 
lei^bbouring Squire^ io whieh our hoftt and we, of course by cour- 
Mqr« shared the luck of being invited with more than half ^ the 
SMity. We «et off in tip-top spirits. Rowley was all alive wilb 
le ei^pectation of good fare M»d plenty :<^ it ; indeed I ohseirved^ 
Bft veny rare occurrence^ that he had eaten scarcely any luncheon, 
tinton wa)B quiie in his dement, calciilattng how much it mn&t 
lot ip entertain so many people handsomely — «nd I myself was 
«dNips the hap^sty feom the hopes of meeting a rare medley of 
km^bers. The immediate approach to the house lay through a 
biaight avenue, and the sound of our -carriage every mow and then 
drtled aome straggling deer. This circumstaace was not lost 
fhSQ Rowley, for he iowiiediately .asked if the venisoia from the 
^ was reckoned good ornot^ The toes I thou^t were ifine 
•d handsome enough, but I saw aothing jiarticular in Ifaem* 
jbwever, Rowley remsurked that they were w^uts of .uncommon 
Me, and Burton woadened imuch that due iwoprietor had wmi 
At some .of ithem down in the war lime, when the/ would have 
iiehed any jprice he wished. I was luwamlly poiulering wath 
9wlf how It was that n^ cockney £iend knew ihe di&Kama 
^eea a walnutand an oak, when a «uAden tmn brought us 
f to die door of ihe lionse« You must not «xpeot me to be 
Me >lo describe its external beaiities, for 1 haodly had tme iQ 
* Ifaat it was built of hripk, or that there wene two^great stens 
^ on jeither side of :the steps which led its into the haH« 
kich was, as far as I observed, like all others of the same stand*- 
g. There h«s an old oak tdble, which £unton .aaid looked as 
tit was made Cost a counting-lioiifle. Rowloy ^e^an to sniff a 
c^^avonry ssaell, wliich entesed as one of ^tibte aide doors was 
tened. 1 was ra&er <glad that 'lliey were ^bo& of ihem inter- 
|itsd:by omr being marshalled, l^y^abouta dozen ^dumsy-looking 
Hoars w gaudy iiveries, into the drawing-room. 
Hens <we iiad the pleasure to find that we were the firat <of 
^inaaijfmof. The important < state apartment was empity^ and 
one might judge iaj its fusty smeU and general appeamnoe, fcad 
itm 'amply for asove than av^year. The avaiaacet was oAen ; 
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^' What can be better? *' you will say. WeU, but the effect of it 
most iogeniously spoilt by the good taste of some country vp- 
holsterer, who had chosen the gayest colours he could find tor 
the curtains^ stuck up miserable thin cornices, and fitted cot the 
chairs^ sofas, 8lc. in similar taste. Some good portraits mn' 
sacrilegiously contaminated by the intrusion of a vast allegoiial 
daub which hung over the chimney-piece, representing all d» 
members of the family, as Gods and Goddesses. The ftdiar, 
as Jupiter Tonans, stood in a cloud with a thunderbolt in Ui 
hand, but with a countenance any thing but majestic. The 
mother stood by his side, as fat and ruddy an old Joho ii 
you can imagine ; and the younger branches of the {utaStf, 
in appropriate costumes^ represented Apollos, Dianas^ Vennso, 
and Mercuries, besides abundance of little Cupids and Psydwi 
hovering about in the air, or perching on the shoulders <^ thi 
greater Deities. None of us at first dared to disturb Al 
formidable circle of chairs which were ranged in order round I 
miserable fire ; which, by the brightness of the grate, had evidenAr 
been lighted but an hour before. Now you know, as well as u 
the members of the Club, that in these cold Autumn evenings A 
excuse is necessary for approaching the chimney corner, so irl 
even drew our chairs a little nearer than the ceremonious foir^ 
mality of the house allowed. Burton began to argue that he wli 
sure there was very good management there, when in walbA 
courtesying, blushing, and simpenng, our lady hostess. I Aoa^ 
she would have overwhelmed us with excuses and pardons, diSh^ 
ence of clocks, unexpected occurrences, sorrow for such an in^ 
civility, — all poured out together in a stream which nodiing coold 
stop. I inwardly pitied her husband. Her conversation WM 
directed to Mr. Seymour, and appeared to be, from the parts that I 
heard of it, neither very polite nor very temperate. We had full tini 
to admire her face, rather hollow, and cheeks fallen in, while her 
whole colour seemed to be concentrated in a nose rather exceeds ^ 
ing the proportions of feminine beauty, and her abundant clustan 
of false hair, tastefully surmounted with a lofty turban. I ui 
sure I cannot be wrong in saying that she wears the breechesl Vol 
can't think how earnestly I was listening for the sound of Carriage 
wheels, when a respectable-looking gentleman entered, witk. 
powdered hair, and dressed in black, whom the lady, hiidlf 
rising, introduced to us as Mr. Ormsby. The unassuming aw 
silent way of his approach, his dress, his tout ensemble, made ne 
conceive at once that he must be the clergyman of the phoe. 
You know I am a bit of a physiognomist. This man I fianoed at 
first sight, and was extremely glad that he took a chair close toine; 
After a very few words, with my natural effrontery, I asked lus 
to take pity on a stranger, and become my nomenclator. - TathV 
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vquest he good-naturedly acceded,^ and: I resolved within myself 
iiat he should not have a sinecure office. 

. Presently we heard a tremendous rattling, and the door of the room 
lew open^ admitting a. current of air^ which (excuse my pedantry, 
Mre nou$,) it would have required more than one of JBolus's bags 
to supply. We were subjected to this ventilation for two pr three 
Boinutes, when an old man hobbled in^ holding a stick in one hand, 
and with the other supporting himself by the arm of a lady not 
poung, but still, much younger than himself. Every thing about 
bim savoured of the old school : his antiquated pigtail, a double- 
breasted white waistcoat, and gold-headed cane. I can't however 
refer to the same origin a set of sharp weather-beaten features, 
the comer of the mouth disagreeably drawn in, and the forehead 
contracted with a sort of habitual wrinkle. " That,'' said my 
Gn[end, as the important person slowly proceeded, darting about 
bds piercing gray eye, and answering in rather a peevish way to 
die inquiries and salutations of the company, '' That is Mr. 
IliCHDpson ; he is a man of large fortune, and I believe good 
natural abilities, though he never has had occasion to use them. 
He has some interest here, and once stood a contested election. 
[ believe his failure was owing to the inconsistency of his po* 
litical character, and to his professing to hate every party at 
diflferent times, so that he got credit for no principles at all. He 
■till keeps a pack of hounds, though he is a martyr to the gout; 
which, as you see, totally incapacitates him from hunting; — it has 
however one good effect, that whereas formerly he used to vent 
Ui spleen on every body, he now finds employment enough in 
cursing at his pain and complaining of his malady. People that 
know him put up with his oddities for the sake of many good 

Silities, which it is not worth your while to hear. The Lady is 
second wife, who takes all the care in the world of him, and 
htt succeeded in getting his untractable temper entirely under her 
command. Common report says that she is secretly aiming to 
9tivLce him to disinherit his son by a former wife, widi whom he 
^ for some time quarrelled, in favour of a little brat of her own,, 
kudly out of petticoats. For my own part I think he will see 
Arough it.'' — 1 was so well pleased with his description, that I 
pMuaded him to leave the grand circle, and sit down in one of 
Ae farthest window seats, to avoid observation, under the impres- 
^ that my curiosity would effectually keep out the cold, and 
^t I misht enjoy that greatest of all pleasures, the power of 
leeing without being seen. My clergyman, however, very pru- 
dently restricted my inquiries to proper objects. Just at this 
ime the company began to flock in. Many, as their names wer^ 
Hittounced, escaped with a cursory notice ; such as — '* that red- 
headed man came into Parliament the last election for ■■ -* ' 



QOO A Ftep imto Rmmkn Cmri. 

amf iMaMti lowtir on the indepenckfit iiit«rcf«t : tlMit tf fo st^/ 
he had to bribe the best half of the corporatiotty and ? otes, of 
ciiurse/ aasordiiig to conscience^ always with the Oppomtioa. 
Oh ! my Lord Wingham. I supposre he jast came dowa to recejie 
bis rents and kill the pheasants for a week or two, and no dodt 
fancies that he does the country folks a great deal o( honour bf 
abusing their vulgarity-^-^nd eating thdr dinttenr« What! Mr. 
Sandford, the agricultnrist ; he has^ invented I don't know howmao^ 
new ploughs^ weed extirpators^ &c< and has tried ten thonsMKl 
expenmenta ; in consequence of which, bis farm of course looks 
Wc^rse than any body's in the neighbourhood* That gentieona 
i$ a noted shot, the other a crack rider, and^ as yon flnty 
goeas by his red face, a famous bottle companion; There," 
Mid he, pointing to a person with a sallow face and \wfgs 
loose frame of body, whose limbs seemed to dangle about wiik« 
out any connexion between them, *' goes a ridt East Indiaa, 
who not many years ago bought a house and estate in the neigh- 
bourhood^ and lives there like an Asiatic Prince. Such a qnsarity 
of attendants— -«uch magirificent entertainments — every tUag 
gilded and nivered over almost down to the pie-crust ; — ^thea die 
rooms^ so fall of magnificent furniture, ivory cabinets, and pte« 
€noua gimctacks, that one is really afraid to move* The tefc- 
eomplexioned female with him is hi^wife, married in the eoantty, 
and the fruits of this union are a swarm bf copper^eolomred cfaS- 
dren. An Indian nurse was brought over^ merely becMse dMjf 
cried at the thoughts of leaving her< In winter it ia so cold that 
he dftre not go out but in a carriage, and in summer he passes 
whole days reclining on a sofa in a li^t linen dress. Ho says he 
i» fond of shooting, and sometimes goes out in SepCembet^ 
but that too he does quite like a Nabob. He himself ridi^a on «i 
easy pony ; two attendants carry his guns> a third looks after the 
pointers, and a baggage mule follows* When the dogs maken 
atltnd, he takes his firelock, and leisurely takes his aim on hers^ 
back.'* — He scarcely commented upon any of the ladies, exet^ 
lag one elderly dame with three pretty daughters^ who, lie 
ifKrfonned me, was a widow, and the best creature possible. I 
^n't remember how many schools she had esfabKsfaed, how maojf 
dispensatories and saving banks she had set afoot or promoted^ 
all of which institutions either she or ber daughters regakfiy 
mspected. Besides, she was a thorough good chnrdb-gdiflC 
woitoan, who gave Prayer^^Books as well as Bibles to her pdOf 
neighbours, and was a regular subscriber to the Society for rto* 
motidg Christian Knowledge. What should nekt meet my e][e 
buit a figure such a» would certainly have arrested you and me is 
one of our walks in Windsor in search of od^ties ? Pictoiv 
to yourself a farrowed weather-b^atett countenance, a sharp 0^ 
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Cominent Romaii nose, high bare cheekfrbones^ and a month 
niUj deformed by a great gash on the upper lip. To these 
joa may add a bcMly once tall and even gigantic^ but now radtieN 
te nothing but ndiced bone. AH these peculiarities were fully 
di^ayed by an old black coat, with a waist considerably below 
even the fiuJbionable lowness, a little star dangfing on the breast, 
and a pair of light pantaloons, to use Sfaakspeare's expressioii^ 

*' A world too wide for hiiB sBruDk shanks.* 

Pictare to yoorself, I say, a person answering this descriptioa, 
making his formal old*iashioned bow at die end of the room, 
awl tlKn walking onward with one hand in his pocket, and the 
other applying to his eye a little glass fastened to his neck by a 
gold cfaun. I eagerly inquired of m^ friend, after my first gaze 
of astonishment hml subsided, who this old soldier was : — ^' CHi!'' 
■aid he, *' you know his profession, and consequently almost as 
mnch as I do. He will show you how Burgos might have been 
taken, ahhongh he himself was (^saMed from fiuwr service by 
wonnds received at the expedition against Walcberen,.and will prove 
to a mathematical certainty how the battle of Waterloo might 
have been gained a day sooner, and with comparatively bttlebloocU 
sliedy although his information respecting it is only derived tnmt 
the ^ly papers. He is a great stickler for the old discipline and 
tactics, aiid, by-the-bye, is not a little proud of that order of 
ku i ^iCho od and that gold chain which wa» given him by some Prince 
er odMf for his former deserts. But look, here comes the master 
of the house. I cannot give you a better idea of his diaracter than 
b|f teEiag ^ou thu sin^ circumstance :-— that I have lived his 
nevest neighbour now six years, and I know no more of him 
than I did at our firvt visit* You may gue«s from this that he is veiy 
shy ; — and eqaally economical ; and, agreeably to these two preva- 
IsBt passions, he prefers giving a grand entertainment two or three 
times a-year, to fi vine sociably like other people. This phm BtdtB his 
wife perfectly wdl, for she is fond of saving, and stBl fonder of show 
and oetentatioa. In fact, they seem exactly suited to each other. 
Be, I have no doubt, up to the present time, has been enqployed 
in putting out the wine and carefully decanting it, for he woald 
■ever frnst the hey of his cellar to a butter. She has been equally 
boay the vrhole of the morning in superintending ^^iea aaii 
awking creams% Nobody, however, can dispute hia beiapr a 
gendeman. Her pretensions to the titte of a lady are, I thanks 
somewhait more eqaivoeal. But look, do you see those two^ 
penona entering the hall? One is Sir Charles Raddiffe, die 
•trong whig, and, as fame goes, a great rhodomontader; the 
short one is Captain Dory, Ins constant companion, an officer 
ea half-pay, whose merits, as for as { can imderstand; coqavA W. 
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hemg able to swallow as much wine as die Baronet chooses, to 
apeak when he is spoken to, to ride and shoot at command, to 
play at billiards on a wet day, and as a principal -duty, to back 
up with his word, if necessary, every suspicions assertion wUdi 
his friend and master makes. In return, he lives well, has a 
good house over his head, keeps two horses without any expense, 
sees Ae best society, and in fact enjoys every diing except the 
liberty of doing with himself as he chooses/' 

The room was by this time very full, and the assembly, si 
I Aought, completed, when a diorougb Dandy was introduced. 
You are so well acquainted widi these animals, that I have no need 
to describe his external appearance. I can only say that I do not 
think even Eton could turn out such a- one. He* was fashion all 
over ;— -fashionable in his dress, tone, and manner, and perhaps 
most fashionable in being later than every one else. " Who," 
said I^ *' is diis gay young man ? '' '' What ! " my informant re- 
plied, *^ he is one of my cloth — the curate to an old gendeotui 
who is unable to perform his own duty. I see you ' are mOif 
surprised at my answer than I was at your question. He certainly 
is now a bit of a puppy, but that will wear off in time, and he 
will be as sober as I am wb^i he becomes a vicar. He is in the 
habit of annoying me very much by constantly asking me Id 
officiate in his place under some pretence or other, of going ^to 
see his friends at London or Bath ; and whenever I happen to 
wish for a return of the favour, he is never in the way. * But heii 
a good-natured wdt>meaning fellow, I believe, and besides, I 
hate to refuse." 

I might have been honoured with a^ farther account^ if a joyfdl 
messenger-had not announced, to the satisfaction of the compavy, 
that dinner was on the table. Itwonld have been wordi wUle 
for you to have be«i there, if it were only to have seen-Bowley's 
face, which had been heavy and dismal enough for some :time, and 
now lightened up to a degree that I never witnessed even at die 
merriest meetings of the Club. He jumped up from his seat, 
opened his eyes, and most politely drew bis chair out -die way of 
some ladies who happened to be passing. There was such a oen* 
fusion and delay about the order of precedence, diat 1 longed for 
one of diose ancient seneschals whom Scott is so fond of, with 
his gold-headed staff, who could tell a man's rank by a single 
glance, and could settle disputes by a single word. Our host was 
the most improper person in the world for such a task ; however, 
at last they marshalled themselves and marched onwards*— to use 
the' old Officer^s phrase. Our hiding-place did not screen us from 
some very inquisitive eyeings, which I longed to return, but un- 
luckily I had' left m^ glass behind me, or I should have given the 
ntort oourteoui with a vengeance. My friend^ aa the. people 



A.PeipintaJRamddn Cawi. 205 

jmMsedf Raid the party did not appear so large, as 'usoal^ .^iriiicb 
ne ascribed to the numbers who lived oa the Continent, ^and 
llie ^tiii greater number who were absent on the Queien's 
batiness,' who would have formed the most distinguished part. 
We, like ' modest foUcs, brought, up the rear. Rowley's looks 
w6re so mncb altered in a short time, that I could not 
belp. asking him what was the matter? **. Nothing/' said he, 
evidently betraying his apprehen^on, '' nothing indeed, only, all 
will be so cold."^ It was easy to supply what he meant, and I 
must allow his suspicions were well-grounded, not to mention 
diat the dining-room. was as naked and.lofty, as full of doors 
and. windows, as any temple of ^olus; one of ^thctwo fire- 
phoes, built in the old hospitable times, was covered with a 
acreen, after the notions of modem frugality. To msJce.matters 
better, another stoppage was occasioned < by the ridiculous 
punctilio of arranging the places at the table. At last these 
di£Eicalties were overcome, and I found myself.^ seated with 
Rowley on one side, and the warrior on the other, jowing :to 
Ae. .diiqproportionate quantity of ladies. As I Ata. neither a 
peat, eater nor a good cook, I cannot give you an adequate 
idea of the venison, soups, champagne,. &c.; I can only say 
that there. was plenty of every thing, and every tiling appeared 
to be good. If you want farther particulars, I, must refer 
you to Rowley, who, I have no doubt,, knows all the dishes 
by sight, and a good many of them more intimately. If I; suf- 
fered tbe cloth to be removed without having satisfied my appe* 
tite, it was not from any want of attention on his. part, forjie 
never ceased every now. and then recommending one thing, or 
another^ which he bad found to be excellent by experience. How 
patheticaUy he lamented that, they should not use those nice little 
lamps which keep the fricassees in a perpetual stew without the 
smallest trouble ! But I shall never forget his consternation, 
friien, after a long time and much exertion, a little Jukewiyrm 
soup was brought to him. in a plate, half cold. He said nothing, 
btti bis whole, countenance chang^ colour, . and I never before 
saw such a mingled expression of anger and dismay.- This, dis- 
appointment he made up for with some good slices, of venison, 
ever and .anon washed down with a glass of chainpagne, ^in 
which he bothered me to keep him company. Mrs. Thompson 
put me very much in mind of the physician who took such good 
oare of Sancho Panza's health on his. accession to. the princi- 
pality of Barrataria- The moment her poor husband had got any 
thing before him she interposed her rod. — *' Bless me, my dear, 
what are you doing ? — that same curry gave you the gout once 
before ; let me give you a little wing of chicken, and send away 
that horrid spicy Qtuff ; — ^you. might as well >eat .^oisoiu . fij^ 



ttemberj jou are bat jost recovered." Tbe aemuit behiad hei 
Qiiderstood the nod, aflid whisked away the dangeroui ▼iaadbefow 
Mr. Thompson could fay any. thing against it. She woold ail 
let him drmk a gfaua of wine fadbre she bad henelf tMrnfteni 
k widi a mtnUum mff^ of water. I plainly taw how be wai tM^ 
awnted when any one asked him to drink a gfaiss of BiBginrif. 
He fint looked at biff \rife, ^^lose visage gave an evident iKtfOy jm 
tfien drawled out a relvctant No. Lmie did his good nnrse fbie* 
see the ample amends he was abont to make after her depv* 
tnre, for die restrictions she had put upon faim at dinner. Ov 
host did nothing but carve, scarcely opening bis oaoiithy eite 
to swrilow or to speak : in the latter respect his faidy Ml; 
made up for him. She was in a perpetuid ferment, becko»* 
ingy callmg, and whispering, to the servants. I observed her pl^ 
ticnlarly attentive to Lord Wingham, who sat on her right haadL 
*\ Your Lordship has really ate nothing ; let ma persnade yon ts 
take a pat^, or one of those cudeta.'' A rignificant sbak^ of Ae 
head, accompanied widi a polite excuse, changed her e utiaa ti l i 
to condolence. <' Dear me ! I am so sorry ! I am afraid dieraii 
nothing tbat yonr Lordsbip likes.'' I know not whiter her 
pressing solicilationSy frustrated by the iniexible Lord, took so 
oblique direction to the old officer ; but certain it is that be le- 
qnitted himself like a campaigner, and even rivalled Rowfey is 
tbe quantity, bnt not the variety of his food.- Never vras eating 
better studied, or talking less. No one person tried to be amusing. 
I Ustened in vain, with the hope of catching seme ion mol; ov 
what would do equally well, some attempt at one, that I m^ht 
sport as ray own die next time tbat the Club met, sure of aot 
being detected by Rowley, who was, as usual, better employed^ 
or by Burton, who was quite busied in a deep conrersadett with 
the East Induin, from whom he afterwards told me he received a 
great deal of information respecting the commercial lawa of die 
Company, the comparadve pnce which the native and imported 
articles bew, and many other useful particulars. Just at thisr time^ 
when many had laid down their weapons altogether, and even tha 
most persevering began to think they had done enough, the officer 
washed down his first course with a good tumbler of ale, betteTi 
I can tdl you, by many degrees, than Garravniy*s Best, and em^* 
ployed bis vacant interval between the two courses^ in taking a 
deliberate view of my bumble persour ^ Well,*' said he« ** young 
man ! I bear you are an £tonian-^a very pretty thing to be, I dare 
say. Long before I was half as big or half as dd as yen, i 
carried my colours against those cursed Yankees. Fine amuse* 
ment it Wlis for a boy of sixteen to be popped at by some rascal 
or other, concealed behind every hedge — ^to be beaten up five 
limes ti^^ night widi different alarms-^fighting aqd starvmg all 



tbt fkgr, yirofmtBchiag all the nigliC; always retareafing bm never 

beidm^ tffl at last we retreated to old England. Th»* is ^i&it I 

got bjF prefenriag tke diadpUfie of an army to the ducqpIiBe ef a 

ndaook/* I took advantage of a paose for bceatfaj^ to ask him if he 

waa ever quartered at Windsor* ** Yes/' ke replied, ** for a akoct 

tiiiie;'^there I used to see the Eton boys of that time, wfao^as £»* 

aa I ooHld judge, appeared to have noting to do bat to lounge and 

ssKnter about Windsor — but I was never kept npon the. peace 

ettaUishoient, never intended for a painted sentinel. My pay and 

my prcmotion were not given me for nothing. Many a tou^ nd^ 

had I under the Duke of York, with the French revolutMoary 

rabble, as they called them ;. but rabble or soldiers, they fought 

like devils.* There the King of Prussia was pleased to give me 

this bauble/' (he pointed to his star,) '' I suppose I might have 

got myself styled ' Sir* when I came home again, but whatis knight- 

aood wordtl Why every county Sheriff, every paltry Mayor, may 

have it if he pleases. Well, then, this expediti(?n ended in 

letreat, and I returned Major — ^with an order and a wound. 

AAer this I was driven from Toulon, half blinded in J^ypC; 

and, to crown all, disabled at Walcheren." Thus far, and another 

pause ; the cloth had been removed for some time, and I could 

Hot invent any means of averting the threatened dissertation on 

Ae merits of old and new tactica, upon the advantage and 

raapcctabilit^ of powdered heads, long queues, long'-tailed coats, 

and cocked hats, when the lady hostess opportunely and naex- 

pectedly condescended to ask me some trivial question. In the 

Mean time the inde&ti^ble warrior fixed upon anodier victim ; 

and I heard for a long time the ominous words, campa^n^ battle^ 

CMDmanding officer, sounded in my ears at intervals. 

Shortly after this the Ladies retired, and every Gentleman, 
by M nataral instinct, took a vacant seat, if it happened to be 
nearer the fire than his own* I, by a fortunate evolution, placed 
Rowley's ioguperable taciturnity between me and this military 
lecturer, and freed myself fit>m anxiety for the rest of the night. 
I never saw so sudden a change effected in a few minutes, as the 
one which now took places The bottle went briskly round, and 
after the kmg silence there appeared to be quite a Babel of 
toagnea^ when in reality there was nothing more Aan sociable 
coBversatioo. The first topic started was preserving game. Mr. 
Sandford said, that he gave all his tenants leave to shoot, course, 
and kill what they liked except foxes ; as to the pbeasadts and 
prtridges he cared not a farthing for them, and the rabbits and 
iNures did so mtfch mischief to the crops and youuff trees, that 
fiiey wei« no better thad vermin^ and he wished heartily Hkey 
were all extirpated. Mr. Thompson condemned the Game Laws 
is arbitmiy ai^d cruel^^tiilked about the injustice of trans^}o«tiA%%. 
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man just for killing a few birds, and thea selling them to keep hui 
family ; " surely Ae farmers had a right to them." His opmioo 
.was not much attended to ; for» with bis usual inconsistency, he 
was known to guard his manorial rights, more strictly dian any 
l^entleman in the County. '^ Mr. Thompson/' said a person from 
the other end of the table, whose name I did not know; ^' wlMrt 
became of the rascals whom you prosecuted at the last Assizes for 
.poaching?'' This somewhat staggered the advocate for libeity; 
however^ he contrived to hatch an excuse.-r-'' You are mistaken; 
they threatened my gamekeeper's life; what could I do? — th^ 
are. only. to be kept to bard labour in the hulks for a few yearsb" 
.The victory was complete, and the subject was dropped. 

Next, by an easy consequence, came shooting adventures. Va* 
lious were the opinions, all of high authority, about pointers, setters, 
«nd spaniels. Lord Wingham boasted greatly of his fifty gainet 
Man^on, just turned out, and his beautiful new Mack bitch. Many, 
who had, not opened their mouths before the whole night, ga?e 
.out how much slaughter they had committed on the first days of 
;September and October. But Sir C. Jladcliffe at one stroke left 
them all far behind him. . He mentioned^ as a singular circum- 
stance, his having killed a wild duck at the distance of seventy 
Jrardsi with a charge accidentally consisting of dust shot. They all 
ooked at each other, and stared with astonishment. " Oh ! " said 
.Captain Dory, *^ I remember the circumstance which you alloule 
to perfectly well ; I was with you at the time ; it happened as yoa 
were out snipe-shooting, just at that swamp between the Ri- 
.vers." " Well done," rejoined the Baronet, '* thanks to your 
^ood memory ; really otherwise the. thing would appear almost 
mcredible. Do you. recollect my favourite greyhound Pincher 
.tumbling down a high chalk-pit with a hare m his mouth, and 
running another course afterwards? " '^ Yes/' said he^ ^' as well as 
J can any thing. We were some distance behind, when Daphne 
stood still on a sudden, and Pincher vanished altogether. I rode 
round, expecting to find him half dead, with all his bones broken ; 
I Jumped off my horse, and discovered that he had sustained no 
other mjury than a sprain in one toe, which was probably done in 
the. running before." — ^Tbis remarkable story introduced fox- 
hunting in all its gjory. We had spirited accounts from different 
}iands of. all the hard runs this season, embellished with every 
detail of local interest,— -where they found, where they killed or 
were at fault, where Reynard took to earth, — ^not omitting the 
particulars of who were spilt, whose horses were knocked up, or 
left behind in the stiff country. I would give you one of them at 
length, but I can't remember the names. I assure you I enjoyed 
these chases very much, and longed for Mu^grave to have been 
with us. Poor Mr. Thompson Ibtened with great attention ; he 
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hoped his hunteiiiui gacve satisiBCttoii. ''How/' said hey '^1 cdr^e 

my gout ! I don't care for the pain nor for the lameness so much, 

but it prevents me from riding. They tell me I am getting better 

and better^ bat I never get well, and I am sure I nev^r shall be 

well enough to halloo to my old pack. However, I am glad 

diat it keeps up its former credit, and that my good friends can 

enjoy it- better than myself." Hereupon the company drank his 

health, and a speedy retUm to the field. He thanked thetn in a 

short speech, but really rather an affecting one. ''Stop! stop! 

Mr. Golightly," you will say, " don't launch into the pathetic." — 

Well, next there was a violent tirade against some nameless 

person, who nevertheless appeared to be well understood, because 

it was suspected that, he gave his gamekeeper orders to kill the 

foxes. Iliis sacrilegious criminal did not escape vnthout a good 

many execrations, and epithets far from equivocal. Mr. Saikdford 

said he did not regard what harm the fox-hounds did to his <^rops 

and hedges ; he liked to take a gallop with them now and then ; 

it was as fair for one as the other ; and as for the foxes he could 

not think why they should be persecuted : a few chickens killed 

now and then was the most harm they could do ; in fact, the j 

were not half so pemicions as those trumpery hares. A good 

many pretty surprising feats of horsemanship were related, which 

Sir Charles suffered to go on for some time, in order to obtain h 

more noble victory ; and then, with one leap, properly attested 

and witnessed by the Captain, to use the words of the poet, 

^ High o'erleapt all bound." ' 

This wonderful flight (for I can call it nothing less) over so many 
feet of hedge and water, like all the worthy Baronet's actions 
of the same sort, of which he gave us a list afterwards; not 
unworthy of Munchausen, took place in Leicestershire, where, if 
we may believe him and his man, he keeps his stud and has a 
liunting seat. He has been asked frequently by the gentlemen 
here, and was on the present occasion, to take a day's sport with 
them ; they have offered to mount and equip him,-T-but he has 
always evaded it in some way or other, which renders his veracity 
in these accounts rather suspected. 

I wondered that politics had been'so long delayed, and now 
they burst forth with wonderful violence. T^e pending Trial of 
the Queen, the conduct of the Ministers, and fifty other hackneyed 
topics, upon which Wentworth and you have argued so frequently, 
gave rise to a debate, if not quite as clever, as least as furious, 
as any that ever took place within the Parliament walls. The 
master of the house, dreadfully frightened, out of his anxiety to 
prevent any quarrel, increased the tumult, by always giving, like 
Lozell, his assent to the last opinion that was delivered. I never 
before understood so plainly the grand advantage of Ruk VIIl^ 
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in ourOiub. Wentwortfi wQttld have keen aldkiable acquifitioa 
to tbe Whig Jide, which cooait ted of Sir Charles, tlie M.P., vbo, 
I fliippoa^, thought binself boimcl to «how off, aod another gende- 
jamn ; but 4hii trio fidlif made up for tbe deficiency of Ibeir mmf 
ben and their Arguments by their indefatigable ton^uea* Ax lait 
par terrified boat proposed an adjoomment to the ladies, as the ^ 
iMray of tlffecting « truce between the contending parties. Tliis I 
was heartily gbid of, for nothing was sasd that yon do not known 
Inrdl as if you had been present; besides y«n may jndge that «e 
had sat pretty late. 

Tbe drawing-room was now famished with a variety of jcard- 
4ables ; and tea, coffee, and cakes fiew about nnceaaingly. Bur- 
ton told me that be looked forward with mudi pkaKure to a pool 
at coBimeroe. Rowley, I verily believe, would have bad ne db* 
election to a good supper when the cards wene finished; and I^vas 
in 3ome hopes of raising a quadrille, and had fixed upon mj 
partner, though I wont tell yon her nas»e. In /case pf the f aiiure «f 
that -sctMeine, I proposed a second conference with Ate ^flergynmi. 
However, Mr^ Seymour was tiiraid of being enlisted in some rab- 
beiai of hing whist, ao, under pretence of hss dtstanee, fae osdmd 
hoB carriage, and ciftt short fiowiey's supper. Burton's commact^ 
and my quadriHes. I Aoolk my nomendator by die hand, made 
aone fespectfiil bows, nnd, as I went home, tailaed over the ad- 
iPttEitures 4»f the evening. 

Burton has enridently collected a great deal for las Eaaay on ths 
Main Chance. 

' If you ever get as far as tlnS| yon will thank xne for sitting op 
fadf the night to write this long epistle. 

-Compliments to the Knave and the vest of yon> 

_ Yours, 8cc. 

P. GOLIGHHT. 

P.S. Make excuses.for our non*attendance at the next Meeting* 
1 shall certainly, when I come to Eton, aend an ** Etonian^. doan 
here to surprise them* 

To Peregrine Courtenay, Esq. President ef tibe MRitg-efCMe, 

Edsior ^ '< ^ke Ei^mmi/^. 
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PoBterii.'' Jwv. 

We intend, with the permission of Mr. John Smith, to proa t wt 
ur leaders widi a few obBervatioos upon Hair-dressang. Before 
ft eater upon ihis topic, which we «haH certauily treat tapita^jf^ 
re must <assore the respectable individual above alluded to, mgt 
lis our intentioa in no respect to assume to oiirsel<ves the shears 
rhich he has so long and so successfully wielded. We sfaoold >be 
3rry to encroach upon the privileges, or to step into fhe shoes of 
respectable a member of the community. We have a real 
OKrailaoo for his pmnted scissars, and bis do less )>oini|ed nanii- 
«eS) al&oogh our ears are occasionally outraged by both, since 
It first deal occasionally in the TmemSy and the latter more fre- 
aendy in the Hyperbole. Long .may he continue in the undis- 
irbed possession of those rights which he so deservedly enjojps^ 
iq; way he oontiiiue to restore its youthful polish to &e wfais- 
lOMd lip, ^mA to prune with toosoric sqrthe the luxiuiaiice of our 
l|dNary excrescences. 

The last paragraph is from the pen of AHen Le Blaiic. We 
ittst pull Mm dowtt from lus high horse, and remoiint our andilkig 
Aby% As w>e observed, it is not our intention to provoke any 
oi^titioii or comparison with Mr. J. Smith in the science ciif 
kir-dressiag. We shaH treat of « branch fi the profesmn totally 
iitiiict from that wfaicfa is exercised by tiie won^y tortor, or 4m' 
avtor of curls. We propose to discuss Hair-dressuig as a test of 
kairacter, and to -show how you may ^uess at the contents of the 
iiide of the head, by an inspection ^ the cultavatioii of the o«^ 
i*et)f It. 

'Tte Afficnlty we ^i^^arience in reading the heiHlM idF motn is a 
<ile subject of dedamation. We find aome men ccdebnrted icnr 
lieir discrimination of character, while ^others are in the same 
^poition bliHned for their wiuit of it. The ootmtry Maiden ^tts 
o Cleans of lookkig iato the intefBtii na fd her Ad#rer uotjl alie 
is been unfeelingly deserted; 'and ihe To%m Pigeon has no 
^eiBs of 'scnttinizingthe honour of ^lis Gpeilk mrtu lie has 4been 
■it bf a thousand. These are 4amentd>le, and, alasl frequent 
ties. The ^esenptions of the regidair^^losc^ers 'have had 
>^t licfc effect on the pFevention of ttien. The idea of Horace, 
^^quere ^mero ^quem perepesisse ie^orsnt/* has but little 4n- 
^eace, ^ittce "the iffiterafte, w4bo -are most ir ctj«Mili y4ii want of 
"'ciitanoeF, tefe seldom-the «ash requisite io prooure the necessary 
''^m. iUloilr. ttd Ihcta^ reeommend o«r nofttFom* 
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Think of the trouble we shall save if our proposal is adopted! 
We doubt not but it might be carried into execution to so great in 
extent that one might find a sharp genius in a sharp comb^ and 
trace the intricacies of a distorted imagination through the intrica- 
cies of a distorted curl. Perfumes and manners might be studied 
together, and a cavendish and a character might be scrutinized Irf 
one and- the same glance. 

Do not be alarmed at the importance we attach to a head of 
hair ; — Homer would never have attributed to one of his wamon 
the perpetual epithet of Yellow-haired, if he had not seen in tke 
expression something more than a mere external ornament; nor 
would Pope have 

'^ Weigh'd tlie Men's vriU against the Ladies' haiit^ 

if he had not discerned on the heads of his Belles isomeduag 
worthy of so exalted a comparison. The attention which is paid 
by certain of our companions to this part of the outward maii» 
will with them be a sufficient excuse for the weight which we 
attach to the subject. 

We might go back to the ages of antiquity, and traverse distaol 
countries, in order to prove how constantly the manners of nfitiov 
are designated by their Hair-dressing. We will omit, howenVi 
this superfluous voyage, concluding that our schoolfellows. need 
not to be informed of the varieties of the ornaments for the poOj ii 
which the Persian, the Greek, and the Roman character evinced 
itself. We shall find sufficient illustration. of our.positioninthe 
Annals of Er^Hsh Manners. In the days of Qur ancestors the 
flowered wig was the decoration of the gentlemen; and the^kaiif 
raised by cushions, stiffened with powder, and fastened with wirei^ 
formed the most becoming insignia of the lady. The behavioor. 
of: both sexes was the counterpart of their occipital diftinctipnfif 
among the gentlemen the formal gallantry of those days ivps 
denoted by a no less formal peruke, and among the ladies, die 
lover was prepared to expect a stiffiiess of decorum by the want- 
ing he received from 90 rigid a stiffness of tete. In our days thB 
case is altered — altered, we think, for the better; unshacU^ 
politeness and innocent gaiety have by degrees succeeded. tp 
haughty repulsiveness and affected condescension; and, in the 
same proportion, the^ wig of one sex, and the tomer of the other, 
have been gradually superseded by fashions less appalling fOfl 
more becoming. The narmless freedom, which is the prewioK 
characteristic of the manners of the present age, is shown in nf> 
particular more strikingly. th^ in the cultivation of the head ;.8nd 
the various shades by which the habits and dispositions of meiia^ 
diversified, are not more distinct from each other than the. vaijPM^ 
modes and tastes in which their heads are. made tip., ^ 
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This we believe is the substance of a series of observations 
rhich we heard from a stranger the last time we were at Covent- 
nirden Theatre. We were seated in the pit ; (in the fifth row from 
he orchestra, a situation which we recommend to our readers,) 
mr companion was a middle-aged man, of a tolerable person, but 
narked by no peculiarity except that ease of deportment, and that 
ready conversational power, which are invariably the characteristics 
of a man of the world. We were imperceptibly engaged in a con- 
versation with him, which finally turned upon the subject of this 
Faper. We are aware we have not done justice to his ideas. He 
expressed them with all the ease and perspicuity, mingled with 
playful humour, which denote a powerful mind employing its ener- 
gies upon trivial pursuits. Then, pointing as he spoke with a 
cnriously-knotted cane which he held in his hand, he proceeded 
b the following manner to exemplify his doctrines : — 

. ^ Cast your eye for a moment upon the pair of figures who are 
leaniiig towards each other in the stage box. The Gentleman 
i^ears his hair cut somewhat of the shortest, thrown up negligently 
IQ front, so as to discover a full high forehead — I fancy he must 
^ a Naval Officer; open, bold, thoughtless. The character of 
S^ Lady is equally legible. Her long auburn hair, erected by the 
most assiduous attention into an artificial cone, has a bold and 
Waposing appearance, and denotes that the Lady is a Beauty, and 

. " There are three old gentlemen in the next box, who are worth 
a JQoment's notice. I mean the three in the second row, who are 
vacussing some question with no little vehemence of action and 
^itude* The first of them, who has his hair so sprucely trimmed, 
vid fitted to the sides of his head with such scrupulous exactness^ 
ippears to be a sinecure holder who receives yearly a large salary, 
ttd fiods his only occupation in his brush ;— the second, whose 
pair aeems to have been too much neglected by the scissars, although 
^ is powdered for the occasion, and tied behind en queue, is, I 
4ould conceive, a disappointed and disaffected military officer ; — 
^ third, whose locks seem to have a natural tendency to what was 
w nesBoest fashion ten years ago, must be a country gentleman 
^^e.up to town to benefit his constituents and ruin his heirs. By 
^ earnest manner in which they are speaking, their topic is pro- 
l^ly some political change ; and the fat old gentleman, in the 
9'o8e wig, who is listening to them in the third row, is reflecting 
QpoQ the influence which such an event would have on the 
*^ per cents. 

** In the centre box there are a large body of fiashionables, with 
*ome of whom I have a trifling acquaintance. Let us see how tix 
^ey comply with my wishes in making the head an index of the 
i^eart. IjooI^ at the young man to the ngVit. ^fii& V)Ou^ «s^ ^^\Q^ 

^OL. I. p 
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posed into a studied negligence by the labour of two hours; Aey 
are glossy with all the invention of Delcroix, fragrant with a mt^ 
lounge of rose, jasmin, and jonquil. You need not proceed to the 
inspection of his neckcloth or his waist, in order to be convinced' Si 
that such a being is an Exquisite. ' 

'' The lady next to him is a langumante. You might, with no 
great effort of ingenuity, divine it from the state of her head. Its • 
curls hang over die ivory surface of her neck in a sort of artful list- Y 
lessness, which is admirably adapted to her torpid style of beauty, = 
and her yet more torpid style of mind. The other lady, in Ae 
front row, is her sister. She has more fashion than beauty, more 
vivacity than fashion, and more malice than either. With such 
qualifications the course of conquest she was to pursue was ob- 
vious. She studies singularity, dresses her hair ci la srecque, and 
sets up for a Spirituelie. The success of these lignt troops is 
frequently more brilliant than that of the Regulars. The fop with 
whom she is coquetting is a young author striving to be kndwn. 
His character is written legibly on his forehead. The spruceness 
with which every hair is bound down in its proper station, and the 
stiff pertness with which the top-knot is forced up, as if disdainful 
of the compression of the hat, plainly show that he is, at least in 
his own estimation, a favourite of Apollo. 

'' There is a gentleman in the next box, of whom it was once 
remarked, that his countenance bore some resemblance to that of 
Lord Byron. Since this luckless expression the poor man has 
studied much to make himself ridiculous by iraitatmg his Lord- 
ship in his eccentricity, since to copy his genius is out of the 
question. Without looking at the eye, which takes great paids to 
be '^ fixed in vacancy," or the lip, which endeavours to quiver 
with an expression of moroseness, you may tell, from the wild 
and foreign costume of his tresses, ^at Lord Fanny is a would-be 
Furioso. 

'' It is needless to multiply examples. You vnll see them at 
every glance which you throw around you. Aurelia shows her 
reigns passion for rule or misrule by the circlet of gold widi 
which her head is encompassed ; and her husband, by the lank 
and dejected condition of his scanty forelock, gives room for a 
conjecture that the principal feature of his character is submission. 
Old Golding, the usurer, shows his aversion for extravagance by 
the paucity of his visits to the barber ; and his young bride, 
Chloe, takes care to evince a contrary taste by the diamonds which 
are so bountifully scattered amidst her profusion of ^ark ringlets- 
Anna, by the unvaried sameness of her head-dressi gives you s 
warning of the unvaried sameness of her disposition ; and Matildsi 
by the diversity of modes which her forehead assumes, gives yoa 
to emdentand that her temper vuiOl ^<aLti.c^b^%i^4K9«c«ifiied as ofw< 
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iiB not surprising that this should be the case. Look to the 
ge, from which, indeed, our attention has been too long with- 
iwn. Would you not smile if Juliet were to soliloquize in Mrs. 
irdcastle's tete, or the Royal Dane to moralize in me peruke of 
r Peter Teazle?" 

Here the stranger paused^ and we sho^rtly became interested to 
ch a degree in the sorrows of Belvidera^ diat we know not what 
rther remarks he communicated, nor at what time he ceased to 
our companion. As the curtain fell we looked round, and he 
18 no longer by oiir side. 

F. G. 



LINBS 

ON LEAVING LLANDOOO, A VILLA ON THB BANKS OF TRB WTB. 

SwBET spot ! I leave thee with an aching hearty 
As down the stream my boat glides smoothly on, 

With thee^ as if I were a swain^ I part> 
And thou the maiden that I doated on. 

I ne'er shall view yon woody glen again ; 

That lowly church, calm promiser of rest ; 
Yon white cots, free from Riches and from Pain, 

Fantas^ gems ttpon the mountain's breast. 

« 

Fast, fast, thou'rt fading from my longing sight ; 

The next bold turn, and thou art gone for aye^r^ 
A dream's bright remnant on >a summer night — ; 

The faint remembrance pf a love gone by. 

Farewell I and if Fate's diatant unknown jwge 
Doom me to wreck on Passion'3 angry sea, 

111 leave Philosophy to reasoiiing age« 
And diarm the tempest vrith a thought on thee. 



F « 



814 The CoUaim. 



THE COUSEUM. 



Is this thine ancient glory, stately Queen? 
Well does it speak what once thou should'st have been: 
Dp these the relics of thy giant reign 
Serve but to tell those glories were in vain? 
If tottering columns, nodding arches, show 
The thousand years, that bring an empire low. 

Time was — ^imperial Rome, thy Flavian line 
With bold conception reared the vast design ; 
Colossal arches upon arches laid. 
And the wide orb in awful height displayed ; 
The fluted shaft^ the ornamented zone. 
The studied frieze, the gaily-gilded stone. 
The polisli'd marble, swellM the pride of state. 
Sublimely fair, and regularly great. 
And' now — ^the mouldering fabric stands alone. 
Frail monument of beauties past and gone, 
While in those rents the waste of years hath made. 
The mantling ivy spreads its verdant 4hade, 
And glimmering fire-flies through the gloomy night 
From their small caverns cast their feeble light. 
Yet here th' admiring eye in awe-struck gaze 
The circling gall'ries far aloft surveys. 
Where crowding nations above nations rose. 
And gaz'd on death in. horrible repose? 
The spacious area here, where captives bled. 
And hireling fencers hung the lisdess head. 
Dropping vrith gory dew : alias ! too late 
They bbwM before the arbiters of fate, ' ' 
When their damp bosoniis, in deatih-s brief Belay, 
Heaved the last sigh that heridds life away. 
And here, in after-days, 'mid sparkling eyes. 
Fair waving hands, and combat-cheering cries. 
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High-vaunting youth^ on victory intent^ 
Pricked on their steeds to tilt and toumatnent : 
Here, raging bulls in dying anguish roar'd. 
Or the pale limbs of lifeless champions gor'd ; 
While Roman beauty round th^ arena stood^ 
Unaw'd by deaths unshuddering at blood. 

But now no more such scenes their glory shedj 
All, all have vanished with the mighty dead : 
Distracted Rome those rifled beauties tore 
With worse than Gothic rage or Vandal war, 
On sculptured forms her civil fury pour'd,— 
Forms, that e'en Gods admir'd, and men adored : 
And still, as vultures tear their putrid prey, 
Had ruin'd ruins with barbaric sway : 
But now Religion spreads her veil around. 
And guards unseen the consecrated ground ; 
Her priestly trains in silence leads along. 
With pomp of pageantry and holy song ; 
And northern wanderers lift their sorrowing eyes. 
Where the proud wreck of prostrate grandeur lies. 
With pensive worship o'er each fragment bend. 
And mourn the age of greatness at an end. 

Degenerate Rome — thy years of powV and pride 
Long since have sped, thy wreath of empire died : 
Thy graceful capitals, and fanes sublime. 
Have felt the silent stroke of reckless Time. 
These records of thy splendor must decay. 
And e'en their wrecks in ruin fall away. 
For fdl tiiine old renown has vanished far, 
Th' Augustan glory, and the Julian star; 
The mighty masters of the world have fled. 

And slavea defacM the halls where Cassar bled. 

6. M. 
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BIOOBAPHY OF A BOT'S ROOH. 

" Permatol dominos et cedft in altera Jura.''— HoRACnu 

The transitory nature of human affairs^ the uncertainty of 
prosperity, and the fickleness of Fortune, have, as might be ex- 
pected, frequently attracted the notice of mankind. They have suc- 
cessively afforded matter of contemplation to the Philosopher vA 
the Poet, the Orator and the Divine, until it is almost impossiUe 
to say any thing new upon the melancholy topic. How power* 
fully are these considerations forced upon us, when, after a hj^ 
of years, we return to the scenes of our early days, and' pass ^ 
a mixture of joy and pain over spots which have always haunted 
our recollection, Widi what a melancholy pleasure do we reflect 
upon the alterations which have taken ^lace, the changes which 
Time has produced, in our most favourite scenes ! We look with 
delight for the trees, the cottages, the rivulet, which are, as it were, 
the monuments. of our boyhood. Have the trees b.eei| leaped, the 
cottaffes pulled down, the rivulet turned into another and a mon 
pleasmg direction? We turn from such impraoements with aver- 
sion ! However the face of the country has been beautified, or iti 
advantages increased, we look with no favourable eye upon the 
Great Man of the vUlage, who, in every novelty that he has in- 
troduced, has obliterated some long-remembered attraction — ^hai 
disturbed some fond and cherished idea. 

What would be the ideas of an Etonian of 1699, were he 
allowed to revisit, for one day, the scene of his early enjoyipentt! 
How great would be his disappointment, when, upon his inquiring 
after the pursuits, the studies, the amusements of his own times, he 
would hear that they had suffered the same change with the place 
in which they formerly flourished ; that the scene and its occupa- 
tions had suffered a total change ; and that there was little in the 
Eton of modem years, which could remind him of the Eton of fiis 
own ! We will suppose him going to visit the apar^eht whichi 
in earlier and happier times, he inhabited. We will picture to 
ourselves the astonishment he would betray in eveiy look, when 
he perceived the total subversion of all his arrangen;ients, and the 
introduction of decorations so different from those which he fo^ 
merly admired. With what wonder he would view the present 
Lord of the Castle ; and with what curiosity would he reflect 
updn the numerous successors who had by turns occupied it, and 
had each destroyed some favourite relic of antiquity, each replaced 
it by some less becoming ornament of modem date ! 

We have made these observations by way of preface to a letter 
from a Correspondent, which will in some measure illustrate the 
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\ we have expressed. We will now detain our reader with no 
er meditation^ but will introduce Somnolentus, and leave him 
eak for himself. ., 



R, — I was sitting yesterday evening in my room. 



-^ Sicut meus est mos. 



Nescio quid meditans migaram, et totos in illis,'* 

. my sleeping, or my waking thoughts, for in truth they were 
thing between both, turned upon the vicijs^iiudes to, which 
esidence, — a small chamber seven feet by six, — ^had been 
;ct before I entered into possession of it. I determined.^ to 
I narrative of these changes from the most aged of my Pe- 
• (My Penates, Sir, consist of three small representations 
essrs. Homer, Virgil, and Milton.) I was particularly curious 
im in what fray or accident Homer himself, who appeared, 
his ancient look, to have weathered many a storm^, had lost 
lose, which, if I mav form a conjecture from the stump of it 
1 remains, formed in the olden time a dbtinguished feature 
3 countenance. While I was engaged in these speculations, 
iras hesitating whether to address the old Gentleman by Ode, 
jT, or Sonnet, I thought I perceived a slight motion of his 
, which enabled him to fix his eyes upon a part of the wall 
idiately surmounting the chimney-piece. Not a little amazed 
.8 extraordinary phenomenon, I shook off my disposition to 
siness, and hastened to the scene of action : I observed a 

protuberance in the part of the wall to which my tutelary 
I had directed my attention ; this, partly from curiosity, partly 

idleness, I immediately cut open, and discovered—! — judge 
f surprise and pleasure, when I discovered — a Manuscript, a 
and inestimable Manuscript. I forthwith sent my lower 
*or a candle, and composed myself in my arm-chair to wait 
a arrival. A thousand conjectures passed across my brain, as 
e actual value of the treasure which the Bard of Antiquity 
consigned to my hands. Was it another Iliad? Was it a 

of the site of ancient Troy? Was it a solution of the dis- 
% respecting the author of the Odyssey ? The light came, and 
»ke open the dear packet. I discovered nothing but the in- 
d narrative, which I send to you, Mr. Editor, without any 
ictures as to its origin or author. Had Homer really wished 
•nvey to me any account of the scenes he had witnessed* I 
3t think he would have chosen English prose for the vehicle 
s narrative; although he has, a^ you see, headed his paper 
a motto from his own poem. 

I am. Sir, your^s, 

SOMNOLENTilS. 
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" You have always been civil to the Poet who now ad^resaei 

Jou firom the chimney-piece ; you have had my works bound in 
andsome Russia^ and you have whitewashed one of my earsi 
which had suffered among your predecessors. I know your 
thoughts ; and have gratitude enough to endeavour to meet your 
wishes. 

** The tenant^ then^ who, about twenty years ago, introduced 
me to my present post of danger, was a regular steady young manj 
who rose at seven and slept at ten, went through all his studies 
properly, and walked very upright. In the last year of his resi- 
dence here he found himself m want of chimney orhaments ; and, 
after hesitating for two days between me and a painted image of 
Confticius^ he installed me in the post which I have since^ through 
various vicissitudes, preserved. By-tbe-bye, I was sixpence the 
cheaper of the two. 

'' His successor was a gentleman who possessed great poedcal 
talent, and I had therefore reason to anticipate from him a favour- 
able treatment. Here I was lamentably disappointed. The taste 
of my new master lay rather in the soft than die sublime. Per- 
haps it was in consequence of this, that upon his taking posses- 
sion, he insulted me by putting Ovid and Pope upon the same 
shelf. With Ovid I had no acquaintance. Pope is a man whom 
I detest. He has, as you well know, altogether expatriated me; 
he has made me and my heroes think, speak/ and act, like English 
beaux. Besides which, some of the noblest names in my cata- 
logue have been murdered by him without provocation or apo- 
logy. It was not long, however, before I was liberated from these 
odious compeers. What became of Pope I know not. Poor 
Ovid had his head broke by a Fourth Form boy, who found some 
difficulty in learning his verses. I was once in a similar predica- 
ment; but Ovid was a flimsy hollow fellow ; ./am made of more 
solid materials. 

'^ The poet was followed by an orator. He put up Demos- 
thenes and Cicero on my right and left, and instituted a society 
here for the cultivation of eloquence. Many were the discussions 
which I witnessed in this reign. Upon one occasion, indeed, mf 
very existence was threatened; for the subject in dispute was, 
* Shall Homer be burnt? ' There was every probability that the 
question would be decided in the affirmative, when the President 
rescued me from my executioners, and locked me up in a closet 
with his rolls and butter. The next day a violent political debate 
took place, which, after raging with unremitting violence for two 
hours, was dissolved in the following manner. The whole body of 
members started from their seats; as if by instinct^ overturned the 
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Aumiture, demolished the windows^ hurled cinders, snuffers, 3^t^$ 
tongs, pokers, &c. at the President's head, to the utter subversion 
of his authority, and the imminent danger of his person. Cicero 
ttad Demosthenes perished in the fray. You will not be surprised 
to learn that after this the Parliament was dissolved. 

** The next inhabitant of this abode was a hard drinker. I was 
terribly handled by this monster. He cut off my nose, because I 
deprived Polyphemus of an eye ; and flung a pewter vessel at my 
cranium, because he thought fit to misconstrue the words 

" "OV WOT* £Vl— " 

Not any pot. 

I was very glad when this gentleman left me.. He mutilated me 
as cruelly as a commentator, and I hated him almost as bitterly; 

'' His successor behaved to me in a much more becoming man- 
ner. He belonged to the race of Dandies, who were springing up 
very rapidly at this period. To be sure, he offended my eyes too 
often by the sight of my works deprived of their binding, and dis- 
graced by pencilled annotations ; and, in an equal degree, he of- 
fended my olfactory nerves by a bottle of Eau de Cologne, which 
he set up by my side. But in the main he was civil and inoffen- 
sive. He made to me a most studied inclination of bis body 
every morning, before he completed his toilet ; biit whether his 
devotion was occasioned by my description of his prototype Paris, 
or by his Parisian attachment to the mirror which is suspended 
over my head, I cannot take upon me to determine. He used 
such a variety of unguents, that, before his departure, I snielt of 
the oil, from necessity, almost as much as my friend Virgil does 
from inclination. 

** I believe these are all the gentlemen who have inhabited this 
chamber since I was appointed the guardian of it. I presume it 
will be uninteresting to you to learn the changes which have taken 
place in the paper of the room, its chairs, or its carpeting. Va- 
rious were the tastes of its possessors ; and various, of course, 
were the improvements they mtroduced. You, Sir, are now the 
occupier of the apartment, and, without flattery, I have no reason, 
as yet, to be dissatisfied with you. You have brought me into 
very good company ; yet I must say Virgil is apt to give himself 
airs, and, though nobody has less vanity than myself, I am some- 
times vexed at hearing Milton ranked above me. 6y-the-bye, 
you clapped a sprig of laurel on Milton's head the other day. I 
say nodung ! — but at your age. Sir ! methinks you might hav« 
known where such a decoration was due." 



Here ends the manuscript. We certainly have one reason which 
ioduces us most strongly to attribute it to the Spirit of Homer. 
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Whoever has read of Calypso^ of the Sirens, and die Lob^p 
goneSf must be aware of the old gendeman's propensity to fidiok 
Sow our MS. does decidedly in this point bear marks of Ho!* 
meric manufacture, for we have little doubt that it is, like, da 
Odyssey 9 — ^All a Hum ! 



ON WORDSWORTH'S POETRY. 

To Rkhard Hodgson, Knave of Clubs, Sfc. t^. 

My Dear Sbc. — I now come to the latter department of my 
humble vindication of William Wordsworth's Poems, in whichi 
proposed to myself to take notice of those other ingredients of 
matter or style, which are, or are supposed to be, peculiariy cha- 
racteristic of those productions. But before 1 proceed anj 
farther, I must here remark, that the distinction which I have sp- 
parendy created between Woids worth as a poet generally, andtM 
same as a poet in a sense peculiar to himself, is in reality litfle 
better than imaginary ; the whole of his Poems, from the shortest 
to the longest^ from the most humble to the most impassioned, 
being composed strictly upon the principles of one ffrand com- 
prehensive system ; and consequently the extracts m my first 
letter being just as thoroughly and genuinely the offsprings of diat 
system as any thing which I may think it right to quote hereafter 
in this my second. The real foundation of the distinction, if any, 
is this, that the class of Poetry from which those quotations were 
made is one, with the external dress of which the world is com- 
monly entertained in the writings of others ; whereas a few speci- 
mens, which I shall take the liberty of presenting to your readers 
in this essay, will be either the living impressions produced on tlie 
heart and the mind by conunon incidents and natural objects, or 
they will be the emanations of impassioned feelings, deep dioughf^ 
and high imagination, and which imperiously demand from the 
Reader a corresponding sensibility, and an associated temper of 
the affections, without which much of the most exalted poetry in 
the world must of necessity appear dead and meaningless phra- 
seology, from the simple cause that the Reader is himself not suf* 
ficiently alive to perceive or be animated by the life that is before 
him. The motto and defence of all original thinkers must be, 
and ever has been, *' Intelligibilia, non Intellectumfero/* 

Having premised thus much, to guard against misapprehension, 
I now enter upon the particular subject of this letter, namely^ the 
principles which are the foundation as well as the pervading 
spirit of Wordsworth's Poems. And here I have to lament the 
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itter impossibility of doing any thing like justice to my cause 
within the narrow limits which necessity imposes on me ; though 
keFtaitily it is some consolation to remember that even Wordsworih 
nmself^ with all the eagerness of an advocate, and all his own 
lervous and fervid eloquence, has finished an exposition of his 
fjsteia with confessing that he found a full and satisfying develop* 
nent of his principles impracticable within the space allowed him 
n a Preface. What the Poet himself has left undone, I v?ill 
lot presume to fulfil, but will rather content myself by mention- 
ing one or two of the grand creative articles of his faith, upon 
nrhich every thing he has written is built up, and which,, if duly 
attended to, will lead us, without fear of wandering, into the 
Hidden and wonderful abysses of his Thoughts, and the treasure- 
house of his Imagination. 

This Poet, then, in the first piace^ is a lover of Nature ; not a 
blind confounder of the Creator with his own creation — not a 
louless grovelling worshipper of the earth without even the sup- 
position of a Providence ; — none of these, — ^but a genuine, pure, 
religious lover of the Universe, firom an ardent belief that it is the 
lymbol and visible exponent of the immeasurable wisdom, and 
goodness, and majesty of that Almighty God, who is, and was, 
and is to come. Penetrated, as he himself says, '' to his heart 
of hearts,^' with this living idea, he can pass by in neglect or con- 
tempt no component part of this mystenous whole ; he denies not 
to any being, animate or inanimate, its due share of his love ; he 
recognizes m all and singular of the infinite germs of the Uni- 
verse, the finger and the impress of a superior Being; in winter or 
iammer, in storm or sunshine, in solitudes or in crowds, in joy 
or affliction, he is still one and the same ; ever extracting from 
human contingencies their universal essence; ever inspjrmg, in 
return, his own passionate and blended sympathies, whilst he 
chastens, subdues, and purifies every thought and every wish by a 
spirit of unutterable and boundless love. It follows intimately^ 
from the foregoing convictions, that no natural object or incident 
(with obvious and manifest exceptions) can be too low or insigni- 
ficant for poetry; nay, to carry the principle to its legitimate 
length, that not seldom in rustic lue the passions are more 
vigorous and decisive, the moving springs of thought and action 
more simple and uhelaborate, and the whole system of society 
more genuine and unadulterated, than when encumbered and con- 
cealed by forms of city ceremonial, and deadened by the depraving 
habitude of perpetual though unconscious deceit. Low life, 
therefore, is not destitute of admirable materials for poetry ; and 
this particularly, when it is, as is usually the case, associated with 
the beautiful and sublime of Nature ; but these are only the rude 
maieriab of poetry ; they cannot become poetry itself^ u<alec^% 
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diey are arran^ed^ and modified, and combined by the Fancj; 
and, above all» impregnated and shaped by thelmaginarion of the 
Poet. To express what I mean more clearly by examples, I 
would entreat my readers to recall to their minds for a few mo- 
ments the ^* Tam o' Shanter'^ of Bums, and any of Bloomfidd's 
or Clare's verses^ and the^ will instandy understand and feel Ae 
mighty difference with which similar or even humbler subjects may 
be treated by a Poet and a Verse-maker. Here then it is, that 
Wordsworth lives and breathes in the full enjoyment of creative 
observation ; and, elevated as that observation must be by the 
vicinity, and, as it were, relationship, of the most noble scenery in 
England, much of his most interesting poetry is concerned at 
bottom with the ordinary incidents of humanity. Of Westmore- 
land, as well as of Valchiusa, may it be said — 

^ Qui non palazzi, non teatro o logj^ 
Ma 'n lor yece un abete, on faggio, on pino 
Tra I'erba verde, e 1 bel monte vicino, 
Onde si scende TpoettmdOy e poggea, 

Lnan di terra al del nostr^ inteUetto,^- 

Wordsworth is not a poetical man, but always and exclusivelj 
a Poet ; or, to give you nis own words — 

^^ Thanks to the human heart by which we live ; 
Thanks to its tenderness, its jjoys, and feurs; 
To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.*' 

It would be unfair, however, both to Wordsworth's fame and 
to my readers also, if I compelled them to take what I have said 
simply upon credit ; and I am sure it is delightful to me ^ea I 
can claim a proper opportunity of committing the cause to the 
Poet's own maintaining, by quoting his own words. The three 
following passages are an eminent proof, in different manners^ of 
his wondrous power of creating and colouring common objects 
by the intenseness of his Imagination : — 

^^ He scans the Ass from limb to limb 
And Peter now uplifts his eyes: — 
Steady the Moon doth look and clear/ 
And like themselTOS the rodu appear, 
And quiet are the skies. 

Whereat, in resolute mood, once more 

He stoops the Ass's neck to seize — 
Foul purpose, quickly put 'to flight! 
For in the pool a startling sight, 

Meets him, beneath the shadowy trees. 

Is it the Moon's distorted face ? 

The ghost-like image of a cloud ? 
Is it a gallows there portrayed? ' ". 

Is Peter of himself afraid? . . - ' ' 

Is it a coffin, — or a shroud ? 
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A grisly idol hewn in stone ? 

Or imp from witch's Iftp let fall? 
Or a ga J ring of shining fidries. 
Such as pnrsiie their brisk Tagaries 

In sylyanbower, or haunted hail? 

Is it a fiend that to a stake 

Of fire his deapenJte self is tethering ? 
Or stubborn spirit doomed to yell 
In solitary witfd or cell, 

Ten thousand miles from all his brethren ? 

A throbbing pulse the Gazer hath— 

Puzzled he was, and now is daunted : 
He looks, he cannot choose but look, 
Like one intent upon a book— 

A book that is enchanted. 

Ah, well-a-day for Peter Bell!— 

He will be tumed to iron soon, 
Meet Statue for the court of Fear ! 
His hat is up— and erery hair 

Bristles — and whitens in the Moon ! 

He looks — he ponders — ^looks again ; 

He sees a motion — Shears a groan ;— 
His eyes will burst — his heart will break- 
He gives a loud and frightful shriek, 

^d drops, a senseless weight, as if his life were flown! " 

1 any things especially if read in connexion with the original 
., be more intensely terrific than this passage? — and yet 
is the real cause of the terror? 
ain :— 

^ And the. smoke and respiration . 
Rising like an exhalation, . 
Blends with the mist, — a moving shroud 
To form — an undissolving cloud ; 
Which, with slant ray, the merry Sun 
Takes delight to play upon. 
Never, surely, old Apollo, 

He, or other Ood as old, 

Of whom in story we are told. 
Who had a finvourite to follow 
Through a battle or elsewhere, 
Round the object of his care, 
In a time of peril, threw 
Veil of such celestial hue ; 
^ Interposed so bright a screen 

Him and his enemies between! " 

• ■ 

1 any thing, I repeat, be more natural and exquisitely beau- 
than this ? — and yet what is the object which has become 
.use of this beauty? 

w mark, lastly, the miraculous^ and almost sylphish fineness 
lody and imagiivalion displayed in these \inft« (oVL^Hm^**— 
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" Withered 
From the lofty Elder-tree ! 
Through the calm and finoity air 
Of this morning bright and fidr. 
Eddying round and round they link 
Softly, f lowly : one might think. 
From the motions that are made, 
Every little leaf conreyed 
Sylph or Faery hither tending,— 
To this lower world descending, 

Each invisible and mute, () 

In his wavering parachute.^ 



But it is a pernicious, though a common mistake, to suppose 
that the largest, or the most important share of Wordsworth's 
Poems is composed of pieces of the character of those quoted 
above. Inimitably beautiful as are these workings upon natural 
incidents, and quite, as I believe, beyond the example of former 
ages, yet they are as dust in the balance, when brought in contact 
with diose mighty, those painfully mighty, energies and travaillings 
of the Soul^ of which many of bis longer odes and blank verae 
poems are composed. And here it may be a good opportunity ta. 
point out one eternal master feeling, which more or less may be 
traced as either forming the foundation of, or giving a colouriqg 
to, almost all his writings. It is an earnest faith in the intrin^ 
godliness and immortality of the Soul, raised uj^on the Platonic 
theory of pre-existence ; differing from the sordid system of me- 
tempsychosis, in that he believes that Spark within us hath never 
been sullied or dimmed by mortal incarnation before, but comes, 
as it were, fresh and original from some unimaginable vision and 
enjoyment of the Deity. Hence those passionate addresses to 
infancy ; those melancholy retrospects upon what is never to 
return again ; for in our downward course of life we go daily 
farther from the fountain of our existence, and become more and 
more *' earthy,'' and forgetful of '' that imperial palace whence 
we came/' But why do I hesitate to give you his ovm intense 
and exalted creed in his own matchless numbers ? 

^< Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting. 
The Soul that rises with us, our life's Star, 
Hatii had elsewhere its setting. 

And Cometh from afiur; 
Not in entire forgetfalness. 
And not in utter nakedness, 
But trailing clouds of glory do we come 

From God who is our home : 
Hearen lies about us in our in&ncy I 
Shades of the prison-house begin to close 

Upon the growing Boy. 
But he beholds the light, and whence it flows. 

He sees it in his Joy ; 
The Youth, who daily fortker from the east 
Must travd, stiU U Natota'a PriMt, 
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And by the vision splendid 

Is on his way attended ; 
At length the man perceives it die away, 
And fade into the light of common day." 

ise ** shadowy recollections/' then, " are the master-light of. 
' seeing /' they " cherish us — and have power to make 

" Our noisy years seem moments in the beinf 
Of the eternal Silence,** 

bien for the retiospect which a meditative and imi^inattve 
:an exercise : — 

^ Hence in a season of calm weather, 
Though inland far we be, 
Our souls have sight of that immortal sea . , 

Which brought us hither ; 
Can in a moment travel thither, — 
And see the children sport upon the shore, 
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.'^ 

n conscious that I have already quotied more than my limits' 
roperly allow ; and yet I know not how I can omit showing 
^ourite in one more, and that probably the most affecting 
of view. The following lines are froiti the poem on *' Re- 
{ the Wye/' which let no one presume to read without also 
rig. They are CpojvSvrtf auyeroiffr ie Ss ri viy ipyitvu^iav 

^ Nor less, I tmst, 
To them I may have owed another gift. 
Of aspect more sublime ; that blessed mood, 
In which the burthen of the mystery. 
In which the heavy and the weary weight 
Of all this unintelligible world 
Is lightened : — that serene and blessed mood^ 
In which the affecttons gently lead us on, — 
Until, the breath of this corporeal frame. 
And even the motion of our human blood, 
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
In body, and become a living soul : 
While vnth an eye made quiet by the power 
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy, 
We see into the life of things. 

Ifthis 
Be but a vain belief^ yet, oh I how oft, 
In darkness,' and amid the many shapes 
Of joyless daylight: when the fretful stir 
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world. 
Have hung upon the beatings of my heajrt. 
How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee, .". 

O sylvan Wye 1 Thou wanderer through tiie woods. 
How. often has my spirit turned to thee ! '^ 

fore I conclude I must take notice of one specious and very 
ion objection to any assertion of the merits of Wordsworth, 
it is said, *f Wx>rd9worth be so great a poet as yoa would, 
as believe him to be, why is he not micyc% y^^;^''^^^ ^ 
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will also ask a question. What is the meaning of the word 
pojmlar? Is it to be the first and eternal requisition at the circu- 
lating library ? Is it to be bepraised in the reviews ? Is it to be 
copied in the newspapers? Is it to be the pillow and dear favourite 
of boarding-school misses^ or even (salvo pudore dixerim) of des- 
perate harlots? If this be to he popular ^ — and I declare conscien- 
tiously I believe it to be the essence of modem popularity, — then 
the most frantic and impure novels of Lady Morgan or Godwin, 
then Brutus and the Italians^""" then Little's Poems^ then Hone's 
ingenious squibs, then Don Juan, are unquestionably the most 
popular works of the present day ! For who or what shall compete 
with them ? It is frightful to know the tremendous and exclusive 
empire which these, and works like these, hold over the variously 
intermingled classes of England. Theif are popular — and verily, 
verily, they have their reward. 

But I entirely and absolutely deny the validity of the criterion 
that popularity is the test of merit ! It is not so now ; it never was 
in England or any other country. If it had been, then would nei- 
ther ^schylus, nor Sophocles, nor Euripides^ nor Aristophanes, 
be the first of ancient tragedians and comedians ; for they were 
repeatedly beaten in a contest with rivals, whose works are now as 
if. they had never been, and whose names are only preserved by 
the grammarians ! The " Creation" of Dubartes drove Spenser's 
" Faery Queen" out of the field, — and yet now who knows of that 
victorious work or author any thing but that they wem ? The fate 
of the *' Paradise Lost," on its first appearance, is notorious, f 
To this day Shakspeare, though confessedly the idol of England, 
is but blindly worshipped by most men ; and G. Steevens talks of 
an Act of Parliament not being strong enough to compel the pe- 
rusal of his sonnets and smaller poems ! But I will come down 
closer to present times. I will say nothing of smaller fry. I ask 
if even Lord Byron, the image before which all have fallen down 
and worshipped — if even Lord Byron be as popular now as he 

* I mention Brutus and the Italians, though the first of these did certainly 
receive a pretty decent chastising in the Quarterly Review, — but all London 
thronged to them before they were in print, and for a whole season the jiopular 
taste " battened on this or these moors," when it might have commanded the 
exquisite works of Shakspeare or Massinger. The Reviewer ends his remarks 
on Brutus thus : — *' It is enough to say conscientiously, that we cannot find in 
the whole play a single character finely conceived, or rightly sustained, a single 
incident weU managed, a single speech, nay a single sentence of good poetry.* 
The play is miraculously stupid, and was nearly as miraculously popular. 

t Waller, the popular poet of his day, takes notice of the publication of the 
'' Paradise Lost" in these words to a correspondent : — ** John Milton, the old 
blind schoolmaster, has just published a Poem in blank verse on the Fill of Man 
— remarkable for nothing but its extreme length" And that was the Jlash criticisia 
o'f the times. Yet Edmund Waller was sometimes a real Poet himself and cer- 
talDly better qualified to pronounce an opinion than some of the diffpensmof 
jvaM'iM' dlame of modem day 8. . . 
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wn,9 wbeB he had just published the^' Corsair? *' No one who 
k:nows any thing of the prevailing feelings of what is called the 
world will venture to answer in the affirmative. 

So then it appears that immediate popularity is not that infal- 
lible test, 

^ Quern ultra citraque nequit consistere rectam;" 

nnce it is manifest that many of the most glorious efforts of the 
bttman intellect were neglected or laughed at on their first usher* 
ing into life ; that it hath required the intervention of ages to show 
them in their native and genuine splendor ; and that, on the con- 
trary, whole shoals of mushroom follies have been fondled^ 
caressed, and adored for a season^ but are now lost in irretrievable 
oblivion. These are facts which should make us think;— we 
should learn to hesitate in giving either sweeping praise or blame ; 
we should remember that our age differs in no essential point of 
human sympathy from those which judged so wrongly before 
us ; and we may sometimes consider whether, when we applaud, 
we are not conspiring with those who pander to our passions ; and 
whea we neglect and abuse, we are not shunning a light, which 
we may not be pure enough to comprehend. In this frame of 
i&ind we might leara to doul^t the correctness of the prevailing 
taste, and to take notice of that diseased appetite which can re-' 
quire and relish such extravagant stimulants as are now universally 
manufactured for it. I do not speak thus simply from theory ;-^I 
can myself bear witness at once to the violence and the unreason- 
ableness of this passion. I remember distinctly, when Lalla 
Rookh first came out, I read it through at one sitting ;— to say I 
was delighted with it is a poor word for my feelings ; — I was trans- 
ported out of myself — entranced, or what you will : the men did 
not appear to me half fierce and beautiful enough, and the women 
had nothing in their eyes at all like those of the gazelle ; — ^not to 
mention that the flowers were very meagre, and the wind cold, and 
the chapel organ out of tune, and the ** blessed Sun himself" but 
a poor substitute for the God of the Guebres. This seems ex- 
travagant, and yet I believe that many a young heart has felt nearly 
the same, if those feelings were uttered. Well — after a few days 
it occurred to me as something very odd that I had no patience 
now with old Homer or Virgil , or even Milton, ^nd scarcely with 
Shakspeare ; — ^they were not transporting enough ! This made me 
reflect upon the causes which could work such a revolution in me ; 
for I used to think the aforesaid poets the very first in their 
lines, and lo ! now a greater than they had swept them out of 
my favour ! After the cooling interval of three weeks I sat down 
to read this book again — but oh ! *^ quantum mutatus ab illo Hec- 
tore!** I cannot describe my feelings, but suffice it to say^ the 

VOL. I« Q 
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potent charm had Tanished ; but still I was bewitched in a minor 
degree by the glare and dazzle of the scenery, and the music of the 
versification. Will you believe me^ that a whole year afterwarda 
I read this same book a third time ; and then I felt and knew^ ad 
all will feel and know, who will take the trouble of making tke 
experiment^ that the only parts of the work that are worth a far- 
things are precisely those which are the simplest^ the most plain, 
and free from the beauties of the Author, and which on that Yerj 
account, I, on my first acquaintance with him^ disliked or neglected. 
I allude to such lines as those beginning with 

<< < I mean not, Azim,' soothingly she said," &c. 

This train of thought might, and, for the full . development of 
the argument against the imperious domination of fashion in judg- 
ing of works of the imagination, ought to be pursued much far-^ 
ther, and the deductions from it would be direct and conclusive in 
favour of at least a fair and patient examination of W<>rdswortb^ 
but I perceive that my eagerness has already caused me. to t^ 
pass too long upon the attention of the generality of readers.. 

Here then I stop ; — those who are well acquainted with the 
subject of these Letters will feel how inadequately I have plended 
his cause ; but to those who may first hear of him, or at least to 
any purpose, in these pages, I earnestly trust I majr be of 90W» 
trifling benefit, I finished my last letter with a quotation in prose. 
' — I will fioish this with one in poetry^ and the Poet shall be 
Wordsworth himself. I address these Unes to every uncorrupted 
heart amongst us, and to them only : — 

*^ If thou be one whose heart the holy fonns 
Of young Imagination hare kept pure, 
Stranger! henceforth be warned ; aaad know, that pride, 
Howe'er disguised in its own migesty, 
Is littleness ; that he who feels contempt 
For any living thing, hath faculties 
Which he has never used ; that thought witiii him 
Is in its infancy. The man whose eye 
Is ever on himself, doth look on one. 
The least of Nature's works ; one who might move 
The wise man to that scorn which wisdom holds 
Unlawful ever. O be wiser, thou ? 
Instructed that trte knowledge leads to love. 
True dignity abides with him alone 
Who, in the silent hour of inward thought, 
Can still suspect, and still revere himself^ 
In lowliness of heart." 
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ON A CERTAIN AGE. 



" Tempora certa." — Hor. 



We happened the other day to be present at a small party, 
ivbere, being almost entire strangers ourselves, we had little to do 
but to listen to and reflect upon what was said by others. While 
we were engaged in this occupation, we heard one expression re- 
peated several times, which made a strong impression upon us, 
md induced us to draw up the following treatise. 

We first heard some gentlemen observing that it was quite pro- 
per for Mrs. to withdraw from the stage in time, for that she 

was now of a *' certain age." Immediately afterwards we heard 
it remarked by Mrs. Racket, that it was lucky for Maria the Nabob 
had proposed in time, for the lady must be of a " certain age." 
Now, as the former of these objects had seen fifty winters, of 
which the latter fell short by at least twenty, it was natural for us 
to exert ourselves to discover what this " certain age" might be, 
the limits of which were so extensive. We accordingly commenced 
an investigation into the subject with great alacrity, and carried it 
on for some time with great perseverance. We regret to add that 
our success has not been proportionate to our exertions ; and that, 
by the most indefatigable research, we can only ascertain that 
nothing in life is involved in such uncertainty as this '' certain 

age- 

Our first hope was, that by inquiries from some lady of our ac- 
quaintance, who had the fortune, or the misfortune, to come under 
diis definition, we might be able to ascertain the precise bounda- 
ries of the period. But here we met with a difficulty, as it were 
on the threshold of our project. Out of all the young beautiesflof 
whom we made inquiries ; out of all the fashionable belles in high 
life, and the vulgar belles in low life, and the languishing belles, 
who have no life at all, we could find no one to return a satisfactory, 
answer to this mysterious, unanswerable, insupportable question, 
*' Are you of a certain age ? " One laughed naturally, and an- 
other laughed artificially ; one looked amazed, and another looked 
chagrined ; one ^' left it to us to decide," another left the room ; 
one professed utter ignorance, and another tapped us with her 
fan, and wondered how we could have the impertinence. But 
plain '* Yes" or " No" was not forthcoming. The ladies had not 
studied our Second Number, or they would doubtless have learnt 
from Messrs. Lozell and Oakley the absolute necessity of these 
little monosyllables. 

But to proceed. Finding this method ineffectual^ we chasis^d 
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our batterj, and carried on the siege in another quarter. We now 
applied to the same ladies for the names of such of their acquaint* 
ances as they considered were liable to this imputation^ (for a 
terrible imputation the witnesses appeared to consider it.) Our 
difficulties were forthwith redoubled. We are not acquainted 
with a single girl with good eyes, good hair, good complexion, 
good fortune, or good character, whose name was not given to tts 
as verging upon " a certain age'* And it seemed to us extraordi- 
nary that middle-aged fair ones, whose charms were manifestly in 
their autumn, were seldom honoured with this appellation ; it ap- 
peared to be exclusively reserved for those who were young, 
beautiful, and new to a fashionable life. Far be it from us to in- 
sinuate that Envy had any influence in making this appropriation. 

Finding that the study which we had already bestowed upoil 
this subject had tended rather to perplex than to elucidate the 
matter, we found it necessary to pursue the investigation a step 
farther. We now applied for information to the middle-aged ma- 
trons, the sober wives, the mothers of families. " Here," said w6 
to ourselves, *' prejudice will have ceased to influence, vanity to 
mislead, envy to embitter ; here we shall learn the real, the whole 
truth, from lips unsoured by petty peevishness or violent passion.'' 
But the event disappointed our expectations : there appeared to 
be a strange disagreement upon this topic, for we found no two 
opinions to coincide. Mrs. Cranstoun, who has two daughters, 
and is in her twenty-ninth year, is of opinion that "a certain age^ 
commences at thirty-four : but Mrs. Argent, who, according to 
our guess, is just entering her thirty-fourth year, is inclined to put 
off the dreaded period to forty'. Lady Evergreen, again, who, to 
do her justice, paints as well at forty as she did at fourteen, disap- 
proves of the impertinent notions of these " girls," and thinks that 
ten more years are wanting to give any one a just and proper 
claim to this enviable distinction. Fifty is with ILady Evergreen 
the precise period, the golden number, the '* certain age/' Still 
dissatisfied with the result of our examination, we betook ourselves 
as a last hope to the dowagers. '* They," we thought, '* as they 
must have long passed the boundaries of this dreaded space, can 
have no object or interest in withholding from us the truth." Alas ! 
we were again lamentably deceived. Some of their ladyships had 
daughters whom they were anxious to preserve from this abomi- 
nable imputation. Others had particular friends whom they were 
anxious to bring under it. Lady Megrim begged we would not 
interrupt her ; she really never held good cards when any one 
looked over her hand ; — and Mrs. Volatile assured us that she had 
made it a rule never to think after she was married. She never 
would have married if she had thought before. 

Finding ourselves quite at a loss to connect or reconcile with 
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^ch other these several sentiments, we shall throw together a few 
observations which occur to us on the subject^ and then leave it to 
wiser heads to determine the day^ the hour, the minute, at which 
the unconscious fair one enters upon — ** A certain age! " 

And first, we must notice a peculiarity in the words which we 
do not well know how to account for ; viz. that their use appears 
to be almost entirely confined to the fair sex. They are but 
seldom applied to a Gentleman. We have certainly been ear- 
witnesses to some exceptions upon this rule : for instance, we 
heard old Cleaver the butcher, who has lived nearly seventy 
years, and amassed nearly seventy thousand pounds, advised by 
his friend Gibbie, the tobacconist^ to leave ofi* business^ as he was 
now of a " certain age" And in like manner did we hear Mrs. 
Solander, when inclined for a solitary walk, admonish her hus- 
band, the alderman, not to take up his crutch to accompany her, 
for he was now — " of a certain age.' But with these, and a few 
other exceptions, we have heard this significant expression applied 
solely to ladies. 

As to the meaning of the words, we confess that we are so 
completely at fault, that we do not thoroughly understand whether 
they imply censure or commendation. The air of sarcasm and 
contempt with which they are commonly delivered, leave us to 
conclude that the former is intended to be conveyed; yet we 
cannot but think that the words themselves signify the latter, if 
they have any signification at all. For, conscious as we are of 
the uncertainty of female fancies, the doubts they entertain on the 
most minute point, the hesitation which they display alike in the 
refasal of an equipage or a thimble, an ear-ring or a husband, 
we certainly consider it no small praise in a woman if she is found 
to be ** certain " in any thing. Nevertheless, so attached are we 
all to our folly and our self-conceit, that we are unwilling even to 
be commended for the exercise of those good qualities which we 
call mean and contemptible. Hence it is that our fair friends, 
who cruelly exult in the ambiguity of uncertain wills, uncertain 
wishes, and uncertain smiles, reject with disdain the honour 
(which we must allow would be inconsistent) of possessing '' a 
certain Age" 

The discovery of the time at which this epoch is fixed baffles 
our utmost diligence. We are rather disposed to place it at no 
particular number of years in the life of man, but to allow it to 
vary its period according to the disposition and manner of life of 
each individual. Wej would make it a sort of interregnum be- 
tween Manhood and Age, between Decline and Imbecility. 
'According to our idea, the certain age of the officer would last 
from the first to the final breaking up of his constitution ; the 
certain age of the drunkard would exteud {torn vVv^ ^\%v ^ <^\ 



the gout to the last shake of the head of his physician ; die judge 
would find himself in a certain age, from the time when he quits 
the bench to the time when he is unable to quit the sofa ; and the 
coquette must submit to the provoking definition of a certain 
age, from the day on which rouge and enamel first become ne- 
cessary, to the silent melancholy day on which rouge and enamel 
will be unavailing. 

According to this arrangement, a certain age would be that 
restless uneasy space which elapses between our first warning to 
prepare for another world and our final summons to enter it. 
That period is to some of long, to others of shorter duration ; 
' but we believe there are few to whom this brief, this insufiicient 
space for preparation is not conceded ; there are few who are not 
warned by some previous sign or visitation that their sand is almost 
• run out, that a new state of existence awaits them, that their days 
upon this earth are numbered. The phrase which we hear so fre- 
quently, and disregard, seen in this light, will indeed inspire sombre 
and salutary ideas ; for ourselves, we look upon a certain age as 
if it were the last veil which conceals from us the visions we dread 
to see; the last barrier which shuts us from that unexplored 
country on which we fear to tread ; the last pause between expe- 
rience and doubt, — the last dark silent curtain which separates 
Time from Eternity. 



ELEGY. 



He who hath roam'd, with slow and pensive tread. 
Through that proud temple of the mighty Dead, 
Where Britain shrines, in monumental staie^ 
Her wise, her good, her gallant, and her great — 
Whose every footstep, in that awful gloom^ 
Hath been re-echoed from the Poet's tomb, 
And broke th' unearthly silence, lone and deep. 
That soothes the warrior in unstartled sleep — 
He must have felt, slow stealing o'er his breast. 
The solemn stillness of that place of rest ; 
Felt that, amidst the silence of the dead. 
Majestic spirits hover'd o'er his head ; 
Till his wrapt soul hath held, or seiemM to hold. 
Mysterious converse with the great of old ; 



Traversed with diem the fiir amd pathleM Am, 
And, sighing/ WakM to life's realities. 

Such lofty dreamings o^er the fancy creep. 
Where the proud ashes o^ the mighty sleep. 
There let the heart throb> and the pulse beat high. 
And Genius lift her spirit-speaking eye ; 
At Wolsey's grave let young Ambition bum. 
And Science bow at Newton's honour'd urn ; 
But would'st thou feel the gentler throbs of woe. 
Let yon lone church-yard teach thy tears to flow. 

Survey the spot : — ^no pomp arrests the eye. 
The green turf smiles beneath the summer sky ; 
And wild-flowers sweet a glittering mantle spread 
Above tiie ashes of the village dead. 
The humble mbund, with verdant inoss o'ergrown— - 
The name trac'd rudely on th' unpolishM stone — 
The simple epitaph of village-bard — 
These are the honours of that lone church-yard ; 
Where every Sabbath hears some friendly tread 
Near the cold dwelling of the kindred dead. 

Within the church recline, in humble stale. 
They whom the rustics once accounted great. 
There the mild pastor calmly sleeps, beneath 
That spot whence oft he smoothed the road to dekth ; 
There he whose wealth the poor man's labodr di^r'd 
In death reposes, as in life, rever'd ; 
Nor hears th' oppressor, in his narrow bed. 
The curses misery heaps upon his lieiid. 

Amidst the rest there is a nameless cdH"— 
Here let me pause — I knew its tenant vtfell ; 
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And still in memory's chamied mirror find 
Blest years of sunshine with her name entwin'd. 
Ask not of me — ^'twere useless to impart 
That name — ^'tis written on the poor man's heart. 
If she had faults, in death they are forgot^ — 
If she had follies— J perceiv'd them not. 
Her virtues — seek not on her tomb to find 
The record stamp'd on living Friendship's mind* 

Seek it not here : — no monumental stone 
Lifts its proud head to make those virtues known : 
No pompous phrases on her tomb reveal 
The deeds in Hfe she gloried to conceal. 
Seek it not here — go, view the widow's cot ; 
Her name lives there — her deeds are unforgot ; 
Go, view the sick man on his restless bed*— 
Her gifts remain, her memory is not fled ; 
View th^ lone orphans in their drear abode — 
Listen— they pray — ^her name is breath'd to God. ' 
Or — if ihou lov'st to revel in distress. 
Nor shrinks thy soul from deepest v^etchedness — 
Gro— -her memorial from her children seek — 
Oh God !— thoult find it in the faded cheek. 
The faltering voice, the deep, half-smother'd sigh. 
The tear that starts resistless to the eye ; 
The long, long silence, and the still, fixt gaze 
Of eyes that tell thee hovB" the Spirit strays ; — 
Go, seek her virtues in that living scene, 
And sorrowing cry, '^ How great they must have been!'^ 
Yet she had many sorrows ; pain and care 
That cheek had furrowed, once so passing fair. 
The throbs, the pangs her gentle bosom knew. 
Were great, were frequent — but were told to few. 
Yet tranquil were her sorrows, mute her pain. 
Her meek heart suffered, but could not complain. 



Slowly her spirit waued^ and when at last 
Death came, she bow'd her meekly to the blast ; 
Still unrepining left this drear abode. 
Nor feebly murmured at the will of Gk>d« 

My boyhood's dream is over — life hath fled. 
With more of smiles than sorrow, o'er my head ; 
And now, as standing in this silent gloom. 
Friend of my childhood, I behold thy tomb. 
In swift succession o'er my Memory fly 
The dreamlike shadows of die days gone by. 
Few were those days, but happy — all things smiled 
On me, a sinless and unthinking child : 
On every side the prospect glitter'd hir, 
Light were my sorrows and I knew not care : 
And friendly faces all around me shone. 
And every voice breathed Friendship's sweetest tone ; 
Nor knew I then a kinder friend than her, 
Whom now I honour in her sepulchre. 

When, the glad Sabbath bade the rustics meet. 
And lightsome footsteps tbrong'd the swarming street. 
How oft with looks of pride, in Sunday dress, 
I sprung to meet her welcome and caress ! 
How oft, with beating heart and anxious eye. 
Waited my smiling Parent's dread reply. 
When she repeated the well-known Inquest 
'^ That I that evening might remain her guest," 
And led me to the hospitable door 
Of that fair mansion I shall view no more. 

Within that Hall glad faces used to shine. 
And young eyes gleam'd, and pulses throbbed with mine ; 
And childhood's sports our footsteps drew around 
Yon smiling garden'^ fair and ample bound. 
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And when, at evenbg, in that Hall we met, 

Whh cheeks all sunshine, souls without regreti 

'' Laugh'd the heart's laugh/' nor kuew th' approach of care, 

(Still, still Ifeel those hours — ^how sweet they were!) 

She, the fond mother, ble'ss'd each happy child. 

Beheld our pleasures — shared our joys, and smiled. 

Time hath roll'd on-^^-^ow pass yon gloomy gate. 

And view ^t mansion*— lone and desolate ; 

No hum of happy voices meets the ear. 

No joyous grpupes Affection's bosom cheer: 

Silent and sad the vacant chambers sleep. 

And sorrowing -menials scarce forbear to weep. 

There but remains the Memory of her — 

A moonbeam glimmering on the sepulchre. 

Spirit, who far above yon silent sky 
Sleep'st in the bosom of Eternity, 
Till the last trumpet's startling voice shall shake 
This trembling globe, and bid the dead awake ; 
If aught can break thy tranquil dream of bliss. 
If ^ou can'tt hover near a world like diis. 
Let thy celestial form at night descend, 
And o'er the slumbers of thy ch3dren bend : 
Soothe all liieir sorrows, steep each troubled breast 
In the pure essence of thy heavenly rest ; 
And lead ibeir gentle Spirits up the sky 
To the brigbt home of Immortality. 

•K.S. 
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PETITION OF JEREMY GUBBINS. 

To his Most Gracious Majesty the King of Clubs. 

The Humble Petition of Jeremy Gubbins, Grocer, -dealer in 
tea, tobacco, and snuff. No. 30, Bishopsgate-street Within ; 
who, having diligently perused the account of the proceedings 
in his Majesty's most excellent Club, humbly entreats that 
he will take his piteous case into consideration. 

Please your Majesty, 

1 hope your Majesty will excuse my neglect of the forms 
i^equisite to addressing so great a personage, on the score of my 
Utter ignorance, having never been acquainted with the etiquette 
of Courts. Wherefore, trusting to your Majesty *8 sweetness of 
temper, I will proceed to state my case :-^— 

My father (peace be to his soul !) was a worthy and respectable 
Grocer, No. SO, Bishopsgate-street Within. He, poor man ! cared 
little of the luxuries of life, while he had his slice of bread and 
butter and cup of tea in the morning, and his pot of beer and 
pipe in the evening. 

Having such a good example continually before me, I was, 
from my youth upward, a pattern of prudent and well-tried 
economy ; indeed, my father, while he patted my head, used to 
say, that " the honour and fortune of the Gubbinses would never 
suffer while I was the representative of the family." . • • • When 
my poor father (peace be to his soul !) departed this mortal life, I 
succeeded to the fortune and estate of the Gubbinses in Bishops- 
gate-street, whence I date the melancholy era of my miseries. I 
succeeded, by my own prudence and economy, to the utmost of 
my wishes. There was scarce a Lady in London who did not 
buy her souchong at No. 30, Bishopsgate-street Within ; my shop 
was always the first to open and the first to fill ; it was never 
empty. Elated with such success, I began to relax my ancient 
parsimony, and when my customers came I wrapped the change, 
though it were only a farthing, in whity-brown paper; this 
extravagance, however, would not have utterly ruined me, had not 
love, *' that tyrant love," caught my susceptible heart in his cayenne 
iJMLtcbes. On the opposite side of the street lived a Tallow- 
chandler, a prudent manlike myself, but who unfortunately had a 
daughter, whose black eyes soon turned my small beer to vinegar. 
The sho^ was no longer attended to ; the civil, engaging Jeremy 
Gubbias was no longer constantly behind the counter. The whole 
biisiaess was now IdFt io the charge of the «ViOi^\saxL v**^^)'^^^^ 
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poor man, had none of that engaging civility for which I was 
always so admired. I used to be watching at my window from 
day to day» in hopes of obtaining a favouring smile from my 
sugar plumb; so great constancy could not be long unrewarde(L 
I paid my addresses ; Miss Whilhelmina Maggs blushed, smiled, 
and at last, simpering told me, that, provided her Papa had no 
objection, she could not ppssibly object to a man of my fasci* 
nating qualities. It is useless to describe the rest of the courtship; 
the marriage was put in the papers, and I hired a neat little viUt 
at Hampstead, in order that we might pass the honeymoon as 
rurally and agreeably as possible. I remember reading in a good 
book, which my father gave me while a boy, that mortals are 
shortsighted; I found it now to be true. Miss Whilhehnina 
Maggs, or rather, Mrs. Whilhelmina Gubbins, had scarce been 
my adorable wife a fortnight, before I discovered, to my prim 
cost J that her soul was of ?l quality far too refined for the low and 
contracted scale in which i had been accustomed to fooe^k my 
happiness. For three whole weeks she bothered me ingfiL vA 
day to make me give up my shop ; for three whole weeks 1 stout^ 
resisted ; but, alas ! what could my untutored eloquence do 
against her irresistible torrent of Boarding-School rhetoric ! Mj 
argument could avail nothing against her well-moulded tongue ; 
so, finding that I had got a bad article, I thought it best quiedy 
to submit to be treated as if I were not worth an ounce of nutmeg; 
comforting myself with the thoughts, that though my doum- 
refined wife might be inclined for wholesale, I, at least, migbt 
enjoy the quiet of a retail life. To be short ; — I gave up Ac 
shop, and bought the villa* The next article to be bought was a 
carriage, for my dear carraway comfit declared that she must and 
«7ould ride in her coach ; a carriage could not be kept without 
horses, nor horses without a coaehman. My dear then found out 
that it was impossible to be agreeable and fashionable without 
giving frequent parties ; at these, I, miserable man, was forced to 
preside, and be stuck at the head of the table at dinner. In con- 
sequence I always lost my dinner, for I had to carve for every body, 
and Mrs. Gubbins gave me to understand that nothing was so 
opposite to good manners as to keep the company waiting while I 
was finishing my dinner. Not long since I got scolded for saving 
a nice piece of the brown for myself, which Mrs. Such-a-one had 
particularly desired to have ; and the same day was unfortunately 
detected in the act of wiping my mouth with my coat sleeve. Not 
a day passed without my getting into disgrace. I am now obliged 
(unheard-of extravagance !) to take sugar and cream to my coffee, 
though every mouthful sticks in my throat. I have been so little 
accustomed to this, that when I was, for the first time, asked by 
^ lady whether I would take cream, I very innocently replied. 
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** No, thank you. Ma'am, I'll take tea." I am now never allowed 
to dine till seven o'clock, and have been threatened to be never 
ilbrgiven if I am ever seen eating with my knife. But, worse than 
dl, I am compelled to forsake my dear apron, which, having 
been bequeathed to me by my dear father, (peace be to his soul !) 
lias accompanied me through all the vicissitudes of life. I think 
your Majesty will allow that I am very much to be pitied, having 
been so long accustomed to stand behind the counter, that I now 
can never stand in a room without slinking behind a chair or sofa^ 
which never fails highly to amuse my customers ; (I beg their 
pardon, my company.) Your Majesty must perceive, by this 
tune, that I am very much adulterated in my present situation* 
What am I to do ? Am I to continue in this miserable line, and 
serve as a butt to all my acquaintance, or am I boldly to assert 
my rights, as husband, and return to my snug little shop at 
No. 30, Bishopsgate-street Within? I await your Majesty's de- 
cision with the most anxious expectation, humbly craving that 
yoa will not overlook me, for I am convinced that my bodily 
faculties cannot long withstand this unnatural usage. With yoUr 
Majesty's permission, I subscribe myself. 

You Majesty's most devoted and 

most loyal subject, 
JEREMY GUBBINS. 

P.S. I forgot to mention that I am at this moment in disgrace 
for having preferred onions to olives, with my wine. By-the-bye, 
wine comes heavy, and Mrs. Gubbins drinks nothing under 
Hermitage. 
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<< Is Winter hideous in a garb like this?" — Cowper. 

The Winter is approaching; our eyes are no longer dazzled by 
the penetrating rays of the sun, nor delighted by the variegated 
colours of a summer prospect ; the earth, shrouded in white after 
the slow silent fall of the flakes of snow, presents to us on every 
side the same desolate scene ; every thing from the hut to the 
castle, from the oak to the tuft of grass, wears an appearance of 
uniformity. Thus Winter seems contrasted with Summer, as the 
silence and the equality of the tomb is contrasted with the noisy 
bustle and continual variety of life. Yet I will say with the 
Poet,— 

*' O I Winter, ruler of th' inverted year, 
I love thee, all unlovely as thou seem'st, 
And dreaded as thou art.** 
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Indeed, to one of a melancholy though not discontented turn of 
mind, there is something not disagreeable, nay more, there is 
something pleasing, in tibe departure of Summer, and the ap- 
proach of the more rugged season: — the former, indeed, it mart 
be acknowledged, excites our spirits to the highest pitch of 
buoyancy and mirth; but the latter awakes all those melancholy 
yet pleasing emotions inherent in a contemplative mind. The 
glow of the summer's day, and the vivid colours of nature, fill us 
with a momentary burst of cheerfulness ; the sporting of the catde, 
the song of the birds, and the apparent enjoyment of the whole 
creation, from man to the butterfly, communicate to us a sympa- 
thetic pleasure, arising from the feeling that every thing around 
us is happy and contented. Yet there is something in the dry 
chill of the wintry atmosphere, in the hollow melancholy sound . 
of a December storm, which rouses in our minds the sweet sen- 
sations of pity and of charity, suggested, perhaps, by the recol- 
lection that there are some, who, less fortunate than ourselves, are 
exposed to wander, without a home, during the inclemencies of 
the season. We are more pleased with the confidence reposed 
in us by the unfortunate wanderer of the feathered tribe, whom 
the frost has deprived of his food, and who, trusting to our hos- 
pitality, plaintively demands relief at our window, than by his 
more lively song during the happier season of summer. We feel 
more pleasure at hearing the harsh chip of the sparrow, when we 
have made him happ^ by scattering before him the crumbs which 
have perhajps saved him from starvation, than we derive from the 
most melodious song of the nightingale. I would freely exchange 
the glowing tint and the warm air of a summer's evening, and the 
amotions of love and pleasure which it excites, for the lonely si- 
lence of the winter night, when the clear sky appears to exhibit the 
whole immensity of the creation, and fills the mind with ideas of 
religion and eternity. It is at this time that the wisdom and the 
beneficence of the Deity, the greatness of his power, the beauty 
of his works, are nK)st conspicuous : we feel an internal satisfac- 
tion at being ourselves a part, however insignificant, of that im- 
mense system which then presents itself to our view in all its 
splendor and magnificence. It is when this most beautiful of 
prospects is before our eyes, that the mind is most turned towards 
contemplation and to thoughts of a more serious nature. It seems 
then, indeed^ that 

^< Our mind, 
Expanded by the Genius of the spot, 
Has grown colossal.'' 

But there are some who are not alive to the feelings we are 
describing. Winter for these has other charms, less sublime, but 
perhaps not less agreeable. Can any one, who is not dead to the 
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its of society, refUse to acknowledge the pleasure of a long 
r evening, and the enlivening blaze of the fire, which seems 
tnmunicate its cheerfulness to. the circle around it ? I cannot 
ss myself better on this subject than by quoting two passages 
a poet who seems to have felt the true pleasures of these 
[ moments : — 

^ Now stir the fire, and close the shutters fast, 
Let fall the curtains, wheel the sofa round ; 
And, while the bubbling and loud hissing urn 
Throws up a steamy column, and the cups, 
Which cheer but not inebriate, wait on each. 
So let us welcome peaceful evening in." 

'' The poet's or historian's page by one 
Made vocal for the amusement of the rest; 
The sprightly lyre, whose treasure of sweet Bounds 
The touch from many a trembling chord shakes out, 
And the clear voice symphonious yet distinct. 
And in the charming strife triumphant still. 
Beguile the night" 

3 have even a greater pleasure in the cold rays of the sun 
5 the Winter, than we experience from the overpowering 
of the noonday in July. Never during the meridian of their 
lor^ did we enjoy them with such real delight as when we 
their fleeting glances upon a sunny terrace. They are then 
ome token by which the memory of a departed friend is 
ht back to our imagination, for whom our affection is in- 
id by the reflection that he is with us no more. 

M. S. 
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NO. I. 

0. l6. — Received a huge parcel of Epigrams. The fol- 
; struck me as a new interpretation of a passage in 
peare : — 

^* KUHng myulf- i« dUuptm a kiss J* 

*^ A crabbed couplet— but the meaning's this ; 
The man flmw^ starve who dines upon a kiss." 

0. 10. — Received a large packet of Poetry on various sub- 
The following is pretty and simple : — 

A FRAGMENT. 

I think of thee, I thudK of thee, 
Thy name it murmwri fnmi my straiii,. 
When the sUence of winter-ttooii is spread : 
Orer hoaft,.4Uid.fi«id, fmdlor^ ihed, i 
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And the Sun slices white through rain. 
I think of thee, I think of thee 
When the Moon has dimb'd her topmost hiU, 
When the glances of her bright eye fidl 
On silver pane, and whiten'd wall. 

And the works of men are stilL W. 

• ••••• 

Nov> £0. — ^The post brought me a large quantity of contri- 
butions, principally comic. The author, X. L., is requested 
to make more use of the file. The following jeu cTesprit has 
some humour: — 

MARRIAGE. 

What, what is Marriage ? Harris, Prisdan, 

Assist me with a definition. 

<^ Oh ! " cries a charming silly fool, 

Emerging from her boarding-school, 

*^ Marriage is — ^loye, without disguises. 

It is a — something that arises 

From raptnres, and from stolen glances, 

To be the end of aU Romances ; 

Vows — quarrels— moonshine — ^babes, — bat hnshi 

I mustn't have you see me blush.'' 

^' Phsaw,'' says a modem modish wife, 
'* Marriage is splendor, fashion, life ; 
A House in Town, and Villa shady. 
Balls, diamond bracelets, and ' my Lady ;' 
Then for Finale, angry words, 
* Some people's ' — ^ obstinates,' — ^^ absurds ! ' 
And peevish hearts, and silly heads. 
And oaths, and ' betes,' and separate beds." 

An aged Bachelor, whose life 
■Has just been ^^ sweetened** with a wife. 
Tells out the latent grievance thus, 
^^ Marriage is — odd ! for one of us 
ms worse a mile than rope or tree, 
Hemlock, or sword, or slavery ; 
An end at once to all our ways. 
Dismission to the one-horse chaise ; 
Adieu to Sunday can, and pig. 
Adieu to wine, and whist, and wig ; 
Our friends turn out, — our wife's are clapt in, 
Tis ' exit Crony,' — * enter Captain.' 
Then hurry in a thousand thorns, 
. Quarrels and compliments — and Horns.- 
This is the' yoke,— and I must wear it ; 
Marriage is — HeU, or something near it.** 
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^ Why, Marriage^'' says an Exquisite, 
Sick from the sapper of last night, 
*' Marriage is — ^after one by me I 
I promised Tom to ride at three.— 
Marriage is — Gad! Tm rather Jate! 
La Fleur ! — my stays, — and chocolate ! 
D — ^n the Champagne! — so plaguy soar, 
It gives the head-ache in an hoar; 
Marriage is — redUy though, 'twas hard 
To lose a thousand on a curd ; 
Sink the old Dachess !-« throe Revokes-! 
Gad ! I must fell the Abbey oaks : 
Mary has lost a thousand moro ; 
Marriage is— Gad ! a cursed boro ! '^ 
Hymen, who hears the blockheads groan, 
Rises indignant from his throne. 
And mocks their self-WTiling tears. 
And whispers thus in Folly's ears :-^ 
'VOh I frivolous of heart and head ! 
If strifes infest your nuptial bed, 
Not Hymen's hand, but Guilt, and Sin, 
Fashion, and Folly, foroe them in ; 
If on your couch is seated Caro, 
/ did not bring the scoffer there ; 
If Hymen's toroh is feebler grown, 
The hand that quench'd it was your own; 
And what I am, unthinking elves! 
Ye all have made me for yourselves ! " 

w. 21. — Found on my table a cwt. of Love Verses. Burnt 
. — Mem. To advise the members of the Club not to adore 

than two at a time— even iu Poetry — An exception must be 
i in favour of Gerard, 
dd a visit at Dr. D'urfey*s. — Letitia wanted to bore us with 

poetry ;— obliged to tell her we received no contributions 
Ladies. N. B. This is not the fact, an exception being 
i in Resolution VI. in favour of our fair friends, 
iceived and burnt several letters from Candidates for admis- 
into the " King of Clubs.'' 
5ad an Epigram from Sir F. Wentworth. — ^The joke was, 

the King of Clubs took all mankind for his subjects* 

tdaturis fgrdbus. 

ro. 23. — Dined out. — Wasn't known for the Editor. — Kept 
» and heard various observations. — ^Qae Gentleman abused 
ppo" and " Godiva." N. B. Sorry for his taste. — Another 
t sure, but he had been told, and he in some measure be^ 
I, Uiat the King of Clubs was all fiction, K «^« ^^xt^ V& 
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his penetration. — Another, residing at Eton, had never seen ** the 
Etonian." N. B. Very sorry for him altogether. 

Nov. 24. — Met some of the Club at Breakfast. — ^The conver- 
sation turned on Alliteration. — Lozell quoted a line from Shak- 
speare — quite in his own style : — 

" As will the rest, so willeth Winchester.'' 

Met two old Etonians at Ingalton*s, making conjectures on tk 
subject of the Authors of the Etonian. — Assured them that I was 
Peregrine Courtenay ; — they would not believe me. — One of them 
asserted that he had been an intimate friend of Courtenay's these 
last six years, and that he had parted from him not two minates 
ago at the Christopher. The other laid claim to an acquaintance 
with Peregrine of equal standing, but maintained that the wordiy 
Chairman had gone off to King's College four years ago. Menu 
To consult our Attorney-General upon the measures proper to be 
taken with these impostors. Looked over two light compositions 
from X. C. — Extracted a part of one of them. The lines are 
really very creditable to a young writer. Hope to see more of 

** O ask me not, Ellen, why quickly starts 

The tear to my eye when thine image is gone ; 
You know when the light of the Sun departs 

The dew-drop of Evening comes swiftly on. 

******* 

The worm that delights to illume the dark* 
When the mantle of Evening descends in state, 

But lights up the ray of her lonely spark 
To allure by the splendor her roving mate. 

Thus the spark of Affection, all pure, all bright, 
Though cruel afar from these arms you roam, 

In this bosom shall bum with unfading light. 
And O I may it light thee, dear Wanderer! — ^home ! " 

Nov. 25. — Walked up to our Publisher's. — Played " the Devir 
for half an hour. — Mr. C. K. remarkably sanguine. — Sale of 
No. II. very good. N. B. Found a ** character" for Golightly's 
" Eve of Publication." — ^Took him. Coming down met Miss 

. — Cut me dead.— -Mem. The Lady thinks we satirized 

her under the name of Emily. (Vide No. II. p. 140.) Emily is 

a Beauty. — Everybody thinks Miss sat for the picture.— 

Four o'clock. — Lounged at the Club^Room. — Hodgson made • 

* The male glow-worm is a small fly, furnished with wings, without any^ 
that luminous appearance, the property of the female." — JHetwnanf af Ntl^ 
History^ 
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un. — He and Gerard were discussing the faces of rival 
ies. — '* Why, my dear Hodgson/' quod^ Gerard^ " Laura is 
lish." — " Yes," quoth ^e Secretxury, '* but her two sisters 
ish." — Couldn't smile for the life of me. 
led at my tailor's. — Inquired whose coat be was making ; — 
Peregrine Courtenay's." — *' Why, Mr. Reeves ! " I ex- 
td, " i can never get into such a coat as. this."— '* You! *' 
le man, " you're not Peregrine Courtenay ! " Shakspeare's 
to ! you are not Cassius ! " burlesqued by another Brute* — 
s abominable. — I begin to doubt my own existence. 

). 26. — Heard of the death of poor Morton. — If ever man 
)f love it was Edward Morton. — ^The Lady to whom he 
le early attached was married to another ; — Morton was 
It at the marriage, and was never seen to smile afterwards. — 
^dy, it is said, was unhappy in her union, and did not sur- 
: many years. — Morton died some time ago at Corfu. — ^A 
it of the Lady was found in his portfolio, wrapped up in 
llowing lines : — 

I. 

' I saw thee wedded — ^thon didst go 

Within the sacred aisle. 
Thy young cheek in a blusldng glow, 

Betwixt a tear and smile. 
Thy heart was glad in maiden glee, 
But he it loy'd so fervently 

Was Pithless aU the while ; 
I hate him for the tow he spoke*— 
I hate him for the vow be broke. \ 

11. 

I hid the love that could not die, 

Its doubts, and hopes, and fears. 
And buried aU my misery 

In secrecy and tears ; 
And days pass'd on, and thou didst prove 
The pang of unrequited love. 

E'en in thine eaily years ; 
And thou didst die, so fiur and good I 
In silence and in solitude ! 

III. 

While thou wert living, I did hide 

Affection's secret pains ; 
I'd not hate shock'd thy modest pride 

For all the world contains; 

R 2 
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But thoa hast perish'd, and the fire 
That, often check'd, could ne'er expire^ 

Again unhidden reigna : 
It is no crime to apeak my vow, 
For ah I thou canst not hear it now. 

. IV. 

llion sleepest 'neath thy* lowly stone, 

That dark and dreamless sleep ; 
And he, thy lov'd and chosen one-— 

Why goes he not to weep ? 
He does not kneel where I haTO knelt. 
He cannot feel what I haTe felt, 

The anguish, still, and deep. 
The painful thoughts of what has been. 
The canker-worm that is not seen. 

V. 

But I— as o'er the dark blue wave 

Unconsciously I ride, 
My thoughts are hoTering o'er thy grave, 

My soul is by thy side. 
There is one voice that wails thee yet. 
One heart that cannot e'er forget 

The Tisions that have died ; 
And aye thy form is buried there — 
A doubt, — an anguish, — a despair! 

Nov^ 27.— *Held a drawing-room this day. Gerard wrote the 
following invitation for the occasion; but the deuce a Deity 
attended. Gerard wanted to bring down some Goddesses from 
Drury-lane, but Martin Sterling was against it. After all, we 
had so many Christian Goddesses, that the Heathen ones were 
not missed. 

Hither haste, ye Gods and Goddesses, 
In your spmcest robes and bodices ! 
From Olympus' and from Ide, 
And from every spot beside. 
Where you drive aerial dillies 
Over marigolds and lilies. 
Hither on this jocund day. 
To the levee haste away. 

Bacchus, come and bring with thee 
Merry topers frank and free,* 
Pholus, with his pimpled head, 
Bitias with his nose of red, 
Hilaris, that toasts the lasses. 
In champagne and half-pint glasses : 

* TUs related to the dlnnet ^ich foUowed^'^W* Rowley. 
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Leave behind that roaring fellow, 
Comas, ever mad and mcilow ; 
If you bring that thinty el^ 
, Denoe a drop youll get yoniaelfy 

MomnB come ! and convoy down. 
From thy fov'rite hannt, the town, 
While the mom is bright and sunny; 
All thafs gay and all that* s fanny ; 
Convoy calculating cits, 
Would-be bucks, and womld-be witsf 
Aged dunes, with rouge and dress, 
Imitating loveliness ; 
Ruby nose, and wrinkled chin. 
Eyes that stare, and mouths that grin ; * 
But thou need'st not bring to us 
Ever-punmng Asinus, 
If that lively blockheads Jest 
Gives its sharp and pungent zest 
To our meat and to our wine, 
Momus ! none will laugh at thine, 

Venus, queen of darts and flames. 
Bring with thee thy fairest dames ; 
Lydia, beautifully shy^ 
Chloe, with her roguish eye, 
Caroline, whose auburn tresses 
Zephyr wantonly caresses* 
Laura, with her neck of snow, 
Ellen, playful as the roe ; . ^ 

Bring mine own enchanting fair, 
Grace and passion in her air,— 
Bring her with thee !>— I forget thee! 
Envy, Venus ! will not let thee ! 

70. 38. — Bead over Hodgson's report of yesterday's proceed- 
i approved of it, and sent it to press. N. B. Mr. H. is apt to 
cetious, and puts puns in the mouths of his fellow-members, 
lich they were never guilty. He might derive a useful lessoD 
ro from Oakley's '* Objections to oSier Men's Wit.^ 
m. — ^To publish them the first opportunity. Talked politics 
Sir Francis. — Had a letter from Burton— the following is an 
ct: — 

iss Anne Parsons was married last Monday. The papers say she is very 
pUshed. Thereby hangs a tale. I was introduced to her some weeks 
ad my friend informed me that the lady was a great poetess, a great mu- 
and understood all modem languages except one. Now, you know, Courte* 
only speak one language, and I suppose that is the one with which Anne 
oquainted." 

* << Thoughts that breathe and woTdi thutbuana:' 
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Mem. — Martin mutt write a paper recommending the study 
of English to all accomplished ladies. 

Received a few rhymes from Patrick O'Connor. Eitracted 
one stanza for the sake of the pun. I did not suspect Pat of any 
thing so classical. 

TO TOBACCO. 

Come, whate'er may be thy form. 

Bring thy leaves, or stem, or root, 
Come, my shiv'ring palate warm, 

Leave the shrine of Lnndy Foot! 
Come theu choicest, primest thing ! 
lo ! Baccke/ let me sing ! 

Four o* clock till Jive. — Sat in my elbow-chair, something between 
sleeping and waking. Meditated on No. I. No. II. No. III. 
and No. IV. — Scribbled the following 

SfKlogas to V^ Wkh 

Fellow Etonians ! all who view 
With kindness Nnmbera One and Two; 
Belles who have called '^ Godiva'' rash, 
Or wept upon the " lines to — • — ;•* 
Look partially on No. III., 
The latest labour of P. C; 
Let merry laugh and cheering smile 
Oar volontary taste begoile. 

While yon behold with partial praise 
The efforts of pur early days, 
Glad in your smile, the Monarch's Muse 
Laughs at the threats of cold Reviews, 
Shakes off tiie rules of place and time. 
And puBS in prose, and puns in rhyme. 
And shakes her Club, in humour skittish, 
At all the thunders of << the British."* 

• 

« I hear Ba4 repprts of the intended severities of Mr. R****ts, the Editor of the 
jptiitisb. If the said reports are groundless, I beg it may be thought that ** the 
BnfisV' is bbly inti^Kduced ^ Metri Gratia." If Mr. R****t8 reidly means to be 
Iqpilefti!, all I can say is, .^ Fye, Mr. R«**ns ! " 
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WONDERFUL JBFFBCTS OF " THE BTONUN.'' 

Saiumiy ^7^ die JanuarU^ 1821. 

BsfOBB I detail to you, beneficent Readers, the proceedings of our 
first meeting since the Holidays, — or, to speak more correctly, th# 
Recess, — allow me, in my own person (for I am a bit of an egotist), to 
make to you a few remarks which Mr. Courtenay's modesty hath 
omitted. 

Firstly, have yon read onr first three Numbers ? If not, betake 
Tonrself forthwith to Mr. Warren's, and bny copies, if they are to be 
bought, for, like honest men, they are becoming scarce. How should 
it be otherwise, when we are patronized alike by peerage and people, 
•—when Mr. HUl, the barrister, calls us '^ the best thinjB^ going,''— when 
Miss Lely, the coquette, allows that, after Tom Moore, and scandal, 
and flirtation, we are really " pretty well," — when Professor Von 
Masterlich has analyzed us in the German, and Father Confu Ching 
Chau has translated us in the Chiniese, — when, finally, in common with 
every thing that has the welfare of Eton for its object, we hare been 
noticed by the Princess Augusta ? ^ 

But perhaps you haoe read the above-mentioned three Numbers; 
why then look for a moment at the effects they have produced :— 
Flint's has been crowded with tenfold custom ever since it was the 
scene of ^^ Lover'sVows;" Lord Byron has withheld his continuation of 
Don Juan J from fear of competing with ^^ Godiva;" Gerard's Remarks 
on Wordsworth have been closely followed by a new Edition of the 
Excursion; the Microcosm^ and the Miniature^ which were falling 
into a venerable, but I am afraid forgotten, old age, have attained as 
it were a second youth (vide Wrapper), and burst again upon publip 
admiration as the real monarchs of early literature, who see in ^^ The 
King of Clubs" the most respectful, thoaf^li the i&o&t >ssl^q^i^^ * ^V 
their vsffsailu 
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The Newspapers have taken much notice of as ; more, I think, 
than they do of some of our betters. I may enumerate The Sun^ The 
Guardian J The New Times ^ and divers provincial prints, amoDg 
those which have illuminated the world, with extracts. The Briti^ 
Stage * has reviewed us very favourably ; to say the truth, the Editor 
has made a mistake or two, but I shall not enumerate them, as I 
understand Peregrine has desired him to correct them in his ensaiog 
Number. The Club is much obliged to The British Stage. 

Talking of the Stage, I must remark upon a scandalous misappre- 
hension which has gone abroad upon the subject of my individual 
person in its official capacity. Have you not seen In the puffs la the 
papers, and the puffs in the bills, that the prologue at the Lyceum is 
spoken by the " Kuave of Clubs ? " Now I believe this is a device to 
draw an audience ; yet it is by too many believed that I myself, 
Richard Hodgson, Knave of Clubs, Secretary, have degraded myself 
to the limit of a stage-player, and come forward (^< Proh Jupiter !") 
with " A Prologue on the Posy of a Ring ! " I avow, under my hand, 
that I am sitting, at half-past ten, in a cell 7 feet by 0, scribbling 
egotism, which is not written to please those whom it will not please. 
And here is a Bill which gives me a special retainer to the Opera 
House ! I shudder at the age in which I live ! Have I senses ? Am 
I man ? Will these gentlemen be contented with giving me tzco ca- 
pacities, or am I like Captain Absolute, three people at once ? 

But I must trespass on your attention no longer ; for indeed our 
delay in the appearance of this Number has so overburthened us with 
contributions that we can only spare six pages for our Club Report. 

MEETING OF THE CLUB. 

The Club met pursuant to notice, and Mr. Courtenay took the 
Chair. Discontent appeared prevalent among the Members, and 
there was reason to apprehend that the revolutionary spirit which has 
of late breathed out its malignant fury against greater Potentates, had 
pervaded the subjects of his Majesty of Clubs. The names were called 
over, the punch was prepared, and the storm arose. 

Reader, have you ever seen a bull fastened to a stake and goaded 
to madness by bipeds and quadrupeds innumerable ? Have you ever 
seen a milliner tormented by the queries of twenty boarding-school 
Misses, and rated for the late arrival of the new Bonnet, or the new 
Body ? Finally, have you ever seen Lord Castlereagh opposing him- 
self a single, and a ready respondent to the interrogatories of 
countless Oppositionists, who present themselves in horrible suc- 
cession, as if the line would " stretch out to the crack of doom ?" 
If you have seen these things, you may perhaps form some idea of the 
rapidity with which questions upon questions were poured out upon 
Mr. Courtenay — all of them relating to a point upon which, many of 
our readers are doubtless as inquisitive. I am sorry that I am for- 
bidden to gratify their curiosity. 

Mr. Courtenay rose to reply. He moved, as a preliminary stipu- 
lation, that the Secretary be directed not to publish the proceedings 

• * N.B. T^ BritUh Stagt may fttand \n Uet& of THa BrUish Rtvieu at the conclimiMi 
miN0, Illf af the latter Fub\icaiionYia%c\i«Lt\vi^\^\(Vvi%^QiQ^« 
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nrhich ensued : accordingly I laid down my pen. In the explanation 
If hich followed, high words took place ; and Martin Sterling had great 
iifficulty in calming the turb;:!lent animosities of some of the Members. 
The enraged contributors more than once threw up their pens, and the 
enraged ^Editor more than once threw up his office. Finally, when 
preparing to lay down his sceptre and quit the room, Mr. Courtenay, 
like the Speaker of King Charles's Parliament, was held forcibly in 
his chair, while certain measures were agreed upon ; which-*— but I 

shall offend and besides, Reader, I can tell you no more, for 

I fell asleep. 

How long the discussion lasted I know not. I was roused by a 
cry of ^* Report, Report;" and, on awaking, found Mr. Courtenay on 
his legs, descanting, with all his pristine good-humour, on the merits 
of No. IV. — I immediately resumed my pen. 

*^ Gentlemen," said Mr.CouRTE- fellows, and conversed with cen- 

NAT, ^^ you will find in our Fourth sors less partial to us than those of 

Number an attempt to substitute a Eton College, I have been so sur- 

little serious, and I trust profitable prised by the favour which has 

matter for a portion of the puns been extended to us, that it would 

and litde witticisms, which have look like vanity were I to dwell 

perhaps occupied too large a space upon it longer. 

of our preceding efforts. I hope I have to inform you, that a Re- 

that even the least serious of our print of our First Number has been 

readers will not find fault with called for, and provided, with the 

this concession made to gravity addition of ^^ My Brother's 

and good sense, in consequence of Grave." A separate edition of 

the advice of our seniors and our that beautiful poem has been 

superiors. In the mean time they printed for the accommodation of 

may rest assured that our atten- our former purchasers. It was 

tion will never be directed exclu' written m the year 1818, not 

^ei^ to serious and moral topics ; 1820, as the date would infer. 

I am conscious, and I believe our The mistake was that of the com- 

readers are conscious, that " The positor. 

£tonian " must amuse before he The delay of one month in our 
can pretend to instruct, publication has considerably over- 
It is useless for me to repeat my stocked us with matter; and 
congratulations to you upon the although our Number will be found 
subject of the success of our Third - unusually crowded, we must still 
Number. Indeed, since I have rely on the indulgence of many 
mixed with older critics than are friends for the noninsertion of 
to be found among our school- their favours. — (Hear^ hear.) 

THANKS OF THE CLUB. 

The thanks of the Club were then unanimously voted to the contri- 
butors to our present Number ; — also to the authors of the following 
Articles, which will shortly appear : — 

The Bride Calce. 

Somnia Montgomeriana, Nob. I. II. III. IV. V. VI. VII. 

The Sabbath. 



The Two Honol^Btoki. 

M emoirf of Peter Poedosi, Oent. late of the Honb Otlome ia Mm klogdoo. 
A Sober Bssaj on Lore, by A. Le Blano. 
On the Bines. 
A Fragment. 

On Gharlei Lamb's Poetiy* 
On the Lake School in general. 
A Party at the Pelican. 
Reminiscences of my Yontb, Nos. II. III. IV* 
On the Writings of Montgomery (James) by W. 
On the Writings of Montgomery (Gerard) by Himself. 
The Knight and the Knave, an old English Tale^ 
Essays on the Poems of Homer, and on the Manners of the Age in whieh 
he lived. 

The thanks of the Club were voted to the Authors of '^ Sentiment|** 
and ^^ Bashfulness and Impudence," v^hich have hardly suffident 
** Finish " for insertion. 

Mr. CouRTENAY Stated that as a fragment by X. C.y inserted in the 
Scrap- Book, had been much admired, the verses would be printed 
entire in ^o. Y* 

Mr. CouRTENAT moved the thanks of the Club to Gerard Montgo* 
mery, the support and ornament of '' The Etonian " both in Prose and 
Poetry. Mr. Courtenay begged, that, when he thanked the Hon. 
Gentleman most cordially for his zeal in the cause, he might not he 
considered as a party to the sentiments expressed in the Essays on 
Wordsworth and Coleridge, — sentiments in some of which he confessed 
he by no means coincided. — Gerard briefly returned thanks. # 

golightly's frolicsomb fboposal. 
Mr. GoLiGHTLY rose and said a few words to the following effect :— 
^^ Gentlemen, — I perceive that read to the meeting some one of 
there is still lurking about us a the numerous articles which every 
certain degree of coldness and ill« one of us has in preparation, and 
will, which it ought to be our en- that every individual do continue 
deavour to subdue. Since busi- on his legs as long as the Club 
ness appears for the present to be think fit, and resume his seat when 
at a stand, I propose that each our unanimous Toices shall cry 
member present shall proceed to ^ Hold, enough !' " 

The proposal was agreed to. Now, Reader, in the detail which it 

is my duty to give you, you will think that I am rather recounting the 

drunken orgies of Bacchanalians than the meeting of a sober and well 

regulated Club. Indeed this has been the impression on the public 

mind ever since ^^ The Etonian" made his appearance. I must correct 

the mistake. We assume at our meetings the fun, the frolic, the 

frivolity of inebriety, — and allow me to assure you it is only assumed* 

Eton is not the drunken spot which some have supposed it to be. Look 

through its list for 18^0 ; and, wliew yoM find the name of Patrick 

0*Connor, draw a line under \t*, — ^yo\i Vi^V\!»i3L\«w^'^^^«t*%t«wAthft 

y regular slare to the botUe vel 'Btotv— wA uo\.^a\^«^* 
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TON NICKBRNEUCHT^S PHILOSOPHICAL REI^IGNAXIOK. 

To proceed. Mr* Courtenat^ as in dutj bound, set the exampte 
by a recitation of the following extract from a communication entitUd^ 
^ Real Facts, descriptiye of the Characters of the Wild Americans :" 



*^ Captain Von Nickemeucht, 
in bis forty-ninth year, after en- 
during all the hardships of fighting 
and philosophy, hot blows and 
cold meals, almost from his cradle; 
after studying all tongues, visiling 
all lands, and getting wounds in all 
services, — was taken prisoner by 
a tribe of Indians in a skirmbh on 
the banks of the Ohio. He was 
immediately presented to an old 
Lady of high rank, as a substitute 
for her son, who had fallen ; and 
R was notified to him, that in order 
to qualify himself to be a repre- 
sentative of the Hero, he must 
submit to cert^ disagreeable 
operations. First; whereas the de- 
ceased Wastchinotkow, which sig- 
nifies ^^ the Great Bear,^' had been 
imfortunate in the loss of his 
teeth, the Captain must submit to 
a similar deprivation. ^^ Well," 
stdd he, ^^ I swallowed three in a 
drunken bout ; and after all, it Is 
better to have them extracted like 



a philosopher, than knocked down 
one's throat like a fooL** Next ; 
whereas the deceased had been 
deprived of his scalp when he was 
left for dead by the hostile tribe 
of the Mogasees, the Captain 
must of course bow to necessity 
here also* ^^ After all," said he, 
^^ it is better to take off the ex-^ 
temals of the head, after the man- 
ner of the Mogasees, than poison 
the internals with appphthegmS| 
and theories,and speculations, after 
the manner of the Philologists. 
Finally ; whereas the deceased 
weighed but seven stone^ and the 
Captain was large of bone, it was 
necessary to bleed him to a certain 
weight. ^^ After all,'' said the 
Captain, ^^ it is better to be bled 
by a warm-hearted Chakapow 
Indian than by a hot-headed Pft* 
risian duellist." What a Stoic 
redgoation ! He died like a phi* 
losopher, for the bleeding kUled 
him — " after all."— -(Hear, hear.) 



LB BLANC TURNED POET. 

Mr. AixxN Lb Blanc burst out, to our astonishment, in the follow^ 
iag strain :*-^ 

" I stood beside the Moon ! ! and there I watch'd^ 
And saw into her visions, and beheld 
* The wits of men innumerable, clad 

In robes of varied hues. — ^Mighty and gay, 
And vain and violent spirits, ail were mixed, 
As in achamel house. — 

And I beheld 
The wits of beauties, light and aiiy things. 
Sporting about on beds of punted flowers* 
All bright and all deceitful : — and the wits 
Of sages, hunting in abyss profound 
Ckmclusions, and confusions. Poets' wits 
Were soaring high, hither and thither, playing- 
With dreamy thoughts and wild tmag^ningf 
Intense— unutterable*— —" 
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FLATTERY AND PLAIN-SPEAKING. 

Here the Hon. Gentleman was stopped, ai\d Mr. O'Connor proposed 
tiiat he should be fined for talking Greek. Mr. Oakley and Mr. 
Lozell began to recite their respective essays on ^^ Flattery" and 
^^ Plain-spealdng " together, so that I could but catch a sentence of 
each alternately. ^^ I say that Flattery is " ^^ a rough and insolent 
way of speaking" ^^ which always denotes a serrile and an" ^'un- 
yielding mind." '^ The Flatterer is always one who " '' takes no psuns 
whatever to made himself agreeable or pleasing : civility on the con- 
trary" " will always say to a thief, ^ thief,' and to a fool, ^ fool.' "— 
Mr. O'Connor here drowned the voices of the combatants by a Greek 
song, which will be inserted with a smart new type in No. V. . 

HODGSON AT A NE PLUS ULTRA. 

The spirits of the meeting were so exhilarated by the song and the 
singer, that it was impossible to curb them. A kind of discord arose of 
which I could carry away no idea. Every member was haranguing upon, 
some favourite subject with such excessive earnestness that even the 
punch-bowl was neglected. I could not the next morning arrange in 
the smallest degree my notes of what passed ; and therefore the reader 
must be content with my rough draft of the conversation* ' 

<< Were I to journey to Kamschatka — I would join the South Ameri- 
cans :^how can they fail when they are fighting for their own homes, 
when their country's liberty is at stake — When bread has fallen, Sir— 
Prince Leboo— Axrah ! Sandy, it may do in your country — Mr. O'Con- 
nor, ye'll gar me gie ye an — Order, order — Every body must study 
economy ; nobody can get at the product without working the sum — 
Fill Sir Thomas's glass— 

* Though lightnings roar above me, 

While witheringly I rove, 
Here's a health for those that love me. 

And a heart for those I love/ 

—Bravo— very well ! I shall open my treatise by a few general 
remarks on the visual nerves. — My Great Grandfather wore a wig— I 
am often absorbed in fits of mental abstraction, from which nothing 
can relieve me but this one remedy — A pig's head with a lemon in his 
mouth — The Stocks gradually rising — I detest the Stocks : Looney 
Mac-Mulligan had his ancles broke by 'em — Metaphysics, Gentle- 
men—Theology — Mr. Burton has discovered the Longitude. — Where 
will you find a more glorious character than our Wellington ? — Peter 
Bell — The Five Bills, Mr. Sterling — Nonsense, Wentworth, how can 
the Five Bills do any injury to — The Prosperity of the Etonian ! — 
Silence — Bumpers ! " 

Here the President, finding his oJ£ce of no efiect, left the Chair 
without putting the question of adjournment. Sir F. Wentworth 
made some political strictures upon his precedents for so doing ; for 
which he would have been fined if the Chairman had been in his place. 
The exuberant spirits of the Meeting soon after subsided, and they 
returned to their ^ narrow dwellings. " 
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(A Tale from ike Italian,) 

Therb ai^ some very good sort of people \(rho fancy tfaey are 
mikch wiser than their neighbours, whilst in fact their share lof 
sense is much smaller ; and henqe they do not scruple to oppose 
tiidbr own opinions not only to the judgment of others, but even to 
the current and bias of Nature itself; from which presumption 
innumerable melancholy consequences have followed, but no 
shadow of good at any time. Now, among the whole circle of 
jiatural er^fits there is nothuig which, from its very essence will 
leas admit of counsel or opposition than Love ; which indeed may 
Bometimes be subdued by leaving it to waste away and consume 
itoelf^ but, if diere be truth in philosophy^ was never yet destroyed 
or prevented by violence or foresight. To prove this needs nothing 
ebe than the simple relation of the following tale, wherein a 
certain elderly manoeuvring Lady, who would forsooHi be mo^e 
comiiiig dian either she herself was, or the case admitted, took 
cottnadi how she might drag love from the heart of a lover, where 
his stars p^haps had infixed it, which indeed she effected by 
extirpating love and life together itom die body of her son. 

Some years ago there lived in Florence a very ridi merchant^ 
who was besides, as is not uncommon, of noble extraction, by 
name Leonardo Sighieri* He had one son by his wife> called 
Gitxdamo, very shortly after whose birth, he himself, having 
arranged ^1 his affairs, departed from this wcn-ld. The guardians 
wbo wer^ appointed to assist his widow in the direction atid 
education of his son were honourable citizens, and they stitrre to 
do justice to their young ward. Now it happened that the Htde 
lad p:t>wing tip as he did, together with mliny other boyis of the 
neig^bouiiiood, never cared much for the rude sports of hits 
equals, but was always seen walking hand in hand with *a bttle 
girl abont his own age, who was the daughter of a respectable 
tradesman in die same street. A few years afterwards, ^^hen age 
had matnred their feelings, this childish fondness becaihe, on the 
part of Gu'olamo, a passion so ardent and fierce^ that he fell quite 
sick of lov(^, and never was in spirits except when he was gasing 
upon his Sylvestra ; and it is certain that she loved him full as 
much as she was beloved. Now the mother of die boy, as soon 
as she perceived this attachment of her son, took him severely to 
task about it, and reproached him with a conduct unbecoming one 
of his rank and wealth. But, not being able to restrain him from 
his pursuit, she was much vexed, and revolved iti her misod^U^W 
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expedients she could dream of for preventing, what she dreaded Ice 
more than any thing, an unworthy match for the heir of die I Pi 
illustrious House of Sighieri. At length she resolved upon com- lil 
municating the matter to his guardians, and asking dieir advice or h 
authority, which she did in &ese words : — ** Well, gendemen, I h 
have a pretty affair to tell you ! What think ye of our litde lie 
sparrow, young Girolamo I mean, who is not yet fourteen yean IS 
of age, being desperately in love with the daughter of the tailor, 
who lives at the comer of the street ! And what is more, I can't 
persuade him out of it for my life, and I don*t doubt, that uidds 
we can somehow or other take him from her, he will, one of theie 
days, without saying a word to any of us, take her for his biide*- 
and then I am positive I shall die of chagrin ; or if he does not 
go so far as that, he will pine away with love, if he sees her mat* 
ried to another. Now the best thing I can think of to prefe^ 
either of these events, is to send him away under pret^be of 
looking into his mercantile affairs in Paris. Perhaps absence will 
allay his passion, Sylvestra will vanish from his mmd, and, when 
he comes back, I will pick out some suitable match for him.'' 
The guardians all declared that the good lady spoke wisely, and 
that they would promote her plan as far as possible ; so, htviag 
called Girolamo mto their presence, the eldest addressed him in t 
kind tone of voice, as follows : — ** My dear son, you are now 
grown quite a fine young man, and it is high time for jrou to 
begin looking a little after your own affairs ;-— our opinion is, that 
you should inmiediately go to Paris, where a great part of your 
trade is carried on, and personally inspect the accounts of your 
agents ; besides all which, Paris is the best place in which a 
youth like you can learn manners, and that elegance of carrii^, 
which is only to be acquired by frequent converse with Lords imd 
Ladies, and Knights and Gentlemen, plenty of whom you wiH 
meet with at that splendid court ; after which you may rdtnrn 
hither.'' The boy listened very attentively, and then answered 
briefly, that he would do no such thing, for he could make as 
good a figure as any one else at Florence. Our worthy guardians 
upon this repeated their injunctions, and even went so far as to 
rebuke Girolamo very sharply for an hour togetiber ; nevertheless 
they could not carry their point, nor get ftom him any odier 
answer, but that he was determined not to leave Florence. Away 
they went to his mother, and told her the event of her plan; 
. whereupon she flew into a violent rage, and reproached him with 
being disobedient to her and his guardians, and vnth falling in 
love with such a creature as a tailor's daughter ; but, perceiving 
that she only made him more obstmately bent upon his will by 
this harsh treatment, she had recourse to coaxing him by kisses, 
and tearS; and flattery, to do what she wished ; and at last she sue- 
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ceeded so well in softening his hearty that he consented to go to 
Paris for a jear^ and no longer ; which accordingly he did, though 
it cost him many a pang to tear himself from his first love. When 
he was once in Paris, his mother found means, by various pre- 
(enceSf to keep him there for more than two years ; and when at 
length, burning widi restrained love^ he returned home, he found 
Sylvestra married to a young tent-maker. This threw him into an 
Hgony of .grief at first ; but at lengthy considering that what was 
OBce done could never be undone, he meditated for some time 
upon some means of gratifying his passion as he might. Accord- 
iigjLy, having discovered her room in her new house^ he began, 
afler the fashion of young lovers, to pass and repass her window, 
fondly hoping that she had not forgotten him, any more dian he 
bid fofgotten her. But the case, as it happened, was otherwise. 
Sie did not remember him at all any more dian if she had never 
seen him before, or at least, if she did at times recollect him, she 
fekmed that she did not ; sdl which coldness he soon perceived, 
and was penetrated with the most poignant melancholy. Never- 
theless he did every thing imaginable to recover his empire over 
her mind, but so entirely without success, that a fit of mingled 
passion, anger, and despondency, took entire possession of all his 
nculties, and he visibly declined in strength and health. In short, 
he felt that he was a dying man, and determined at all hazards, if 
he died for Sylvestra, to tell Sylvestra so himself. 

To put this resolution in practice, he informed himself, by 
means of a neighbour, of the internal arrangements of the house ; 
and one evening, whilst Sylvestra and her husband were gone out 
to a party of their friends, he secretly entered her chamber, con- 
cealed hunself behind some canvass which was extended for the 
manufacture of tents, and quietly waited till they returned, went 
to rest, and he could perceive that her husband was asleep ; then, 
moving gently from his hiding-place, he advanced to that side of 
the bed on which Sylvestra lay, and, putting his hand upon her 
bosom, said, in a very faint tone of voice, — ** O, my own life, my 
love, sleepest thou yet i " Sylvestra, who was not asleep, had nearly 
screamed out, but the youth instantly checked her by whispering, 
— ^* For the sake of God, don't be alarmed or cry out — I am 
your own poor Girolamo.'' When she heard this, she trembled 
aU over, and replied, '^ I entreat you, for Jesu's sake, Girolamo, 
to go away directly ; alas ! alas ! you know, as well as I do, that 
diose happy days of our childhood are passed and gone, when no 
one forbade us to love each other. I am, as you see, married ; for 
which reason it is now very wrong in me to diink of any man ex- 
cept my husband ; and so I again entreat you, as you fear God, to 
leave me instantly, for should my husband awake and see you, 
supposing no other harm should follow, yet it is certain that 1 
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never should enjoy any peace with him more ; whereas I am now 
passionately loved by him^ and^ for my own part, I own I five 
tranquilly and happily with him." 

The youth, upon hearing these words, felt the most piereiBg 
fgnef ; and although he remmded her of all the past scenes of tk^ 
happv love, undiminished in his heart by time or distance, waA 
mingled hk tale with the most fervent prayers and most teraptiag 
dffers, he could oot obtain the smallest favour. Desirous of endu- 
ing his days near the object of his love, he prayed of her, lastfy) 
as a reward for his long and unshaken passion, that she woidd 

Eermit him to lay himsdf by her side until lie had Fee0vere4 a 
ttle warmth, as he had become almost icy*cold in wailn^ fer 
her ; promising her, at the same time, that he would not speak to 
her a syllable, nor touch her person, and that as soon as he oootd 
feel some life in his limbs again, he would depiurt from her for 
ever. Sylvestra could not help feeling some littte eonapassioD 
loF him, and, upon these conditions, permitted turn to lie dowB 1^ 
her. The unhappy boy being stretched out at length by the ade 
of her he adored, though without touchkig her> and recolleeting 
in one moment the long-continued love he had fblt for her-, and 
her present hard-heartedness, his lost hop^s and eternal despaff, 
determined to live no longer ; and, holding his breatli, ¥rilBout 
making the slightest motion, ended the contest and died by her 
side. A short time afterwards, Sylvestra, wondering at his stiH- 
ness, and fearing lest her husband should awake, began tOi say> — 
** Prithee, Girolamo, go away, — ^why dont you move ?^ Not hear- 
ing him answer, she thought very likely he had gone to sleep ; so 
stretching out her hand to awaken him, she began to feel him, and 
touching his face, she found it was cold as ice, which surprised 
her very much ; but moving him again with more force, and per* 
ceiving that he stirred not at all, after some little forther examin»- 
tion she plainly perceived that he was dead; upon which she 
almost lost her senses with sorrow and despair, and remained for 
a long time not knowing what to do. At length she resoKed 
upon asking her husband what he would do in such a case, if it 
were to happen to him ; and, having awakened him, she repre^ 
sented the story as having taken place with some other persons, 
and then inquired of him what would have been his conduct ill 
such circumstances. The good man replied, that, in his opinioB, 
the best thing to do would be to carry the dead youth quietly to 
his own house and leave him there ; and he declared, for his part^ 
that in such a case he should bear his wife no grudge, as it did 
not appear to him that she had committed any fault. ''Then," said 
Sylvestra, *' so be it — and so let us do ourselves ;" and, having 
taken her husband's hand, she made him feel the de^d body. At 
which being frightened beyond measure^ he sprang out- o£ bed' and 
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l^hted a lamp^ and, without saying a syllable more to his wife, h9 
took the body in the same clothes it had on upon his shoulders^ 
cairied it to the door of the house where Girolamo had fived, doi, 
having placed it there, left it standing upright. When the iM>n»« 
kig eame, and the dead body was seen standing against tk» wiH^ 
ikite wa» a great multitude collected, aod macb laraentatioB mi 
aH sides*, hut especially from his mother ; mkI, u|)oa Us being 
examined, and no blow or wOundi being diaconrerable apeo hiar 
fenooy it was generally believed by the doctors that the youth 
had died of grief^-whiich was indeed the jEasfew The corpse was 
Ibithwith conveyed to the inside of a chuvch, and thither came 
the weeping mother, with a great troop o£ sonrewing relaliona 
aMi fiiendft, and all of ^m began immediately, after &e manner 
of the ecH^ntry, to bewail th^nselves and make a loud Im* 
mentaticMU 

Now, whilst these funeral rites were being- perfonned byhia 
mother and her female relations, the man in whose house Girolamo 
died said to Sylvestra^ " Prithee put a veil over thy head, and go 
to the ohurch where they have laid Girolamo^ and insinuate^thy* 
self amongst the women, and hear what they say of this transac- 
tion, whilst I will do the same amongst the men, so that we may 
know whether any one suspects us of having been at all concerned 
in it/' The proposal pleased the youthful bride, who now too 
late had become sorrowful and compassionate^ and she longed 
ardently to gaze upon him dead, to whom, when alive, she would 
not grant the favour of one siogle. kiiss. It is a wonderful thing 
this Love ! and almost impossiUe to be known beforehand, in all 
its hidden forces and surprising revolutions ! That heart, which 
the living and prosperous fortune of Girolamo could not open, his 
present miserable fete subdued in an instant, and rekindled withini 
it all her- former femes of love and passion. A moment aftei^ 
wards, upon looking on hia pallid and emaciated countenance^ 
she fell into an ag(Miy of remorse and pity, and, covering hef face 
wtth ihe v^l, she glided on through the crowd of women till she 
c«me to the feet of the dead boy ; then uttering a shriek of un- 
utterable meaning, where love, and passion, and sorrow, and 
despair, were mingled together, she threw herself at length «poi> 
Girolamo, and would have bathed his fece in burning tears, had 
not Death touched her almost before she Ml, her heart being 
brdten, and her breath choked up by the violence of reviving feel- 
ings. After this the mourners around began to comfort her, and- 
exhorted her to rise up, not as yet knowing who she was ; but 
when they saw that she did not ihove, they endeavoured to help 
her; and, finding her insensible, they lifted her up, and at one 
and the same instant they <£scovered that it was Sylvesto, amt 
that she wtt» dead. Upon which. tA tJte tno^xonft hi«c^ ^h^\-' 
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whebned with double sorrow, and began again a second lamenlt- 
tion. The rumour of this strange event was soon spread out of 
doors, and at length came to the ears of her husband, who, when 
ho hmd it, would receive no consolation or comfort fima ai^ 
one, and for a long lame mourned in profound grief. Some tine 
after diis the real circumstances of the death of the youdi wens 
rdated by the husband, and when they were publicly known^th^f 
excited much ind^ation against the mother, who hiMl taken waA 
fruitless pains to quell the natural instincts of love. The deoeasel 
Sylvestra was adorned in a becoming manner with wreaAs if 
flowers, and small knots of party-coloured ribbona, and then kid 
ont in die same sepulchre, side by jide, with, GKrolamo ; and Iha 
young of both sexes of Florence for many days came to view 
them and weep over their unhappy fiite ; and litde poems and 
iongs were thrown upon their bodies; and tfieir epitaph was 
written in diese words :-« 

OIROLAMO AND STLVBSTRA. 

'^ Love coald not join them m life — 
Death hath joined them together in inseparable union for ever.** 



ON THE APPROACH OF THE HOLIDAYS* 



Ibintiu, O Bocii comiteiqae.— *Hor. 

A FEW more days — and Vacuna, with all her train of smiles and 
pleasures, will be our companion. A few more days, and Eton 
wiO send forth her numerous foster-children, to forget, widi due ex* 
pedition, tfieprecepts which she has laboured to instil. Already 
are all our Windsor vehicles, from imperial tandem to lowly diaise 
and pair, bespoken for the removal of our fellow-citizens ; already 
the nilers of our little state are looking forward to their release 
from '^ durance vile," and our dames are ** blessing their stars,-' 
und preparing their last new apparel for a visit. 

How busy is the scene 1 Wherever we go we are reminded by a 
thousand images that k great change in our commonwealth b at 
hand. Every friend we meet has a busy and dioughtfiil counte- 
nance, which seems to say to us, '' I shall see you no more for 
some time.'' 

What an alteration takes place in the manners and characters of 
our schoolfellows as the Holidays approach. An hundred litde 
foibles and follies, which have lain dormant during the uniformity 
ofaa Eton hfe, nowbej^in tosprini^upiand fo^ce meniselves upon 
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our notice. Among these, the desire of making a £gure, or, as it 
is more usually termed^ ** cutting a dash/' has a strong and exteii-* 
rive influence over the younger part of our community. Our litde 
friend Gnavus, who, to do him justice^ has been exercising all 
ims^inable assiduity since his last vacation, is now busily employed 
in locking up his books, lest any one should suppose hjni to 
be ^' a sap in the Holidays.'' Cams, who dresses, while at 
Eton, with an almost puritanical plainness, is terribly afraid that 
Mr. Ingalton's idleness may disappoint him of his top-boots ; and 
Novu8| whose quiet simplicity has hitherto procured for him die 
praenomen of Cawker, is anticipating, with inconceivable raptui^ 
llie splash which long spurs and a bit of blood will make on the 
Ixmdon road. 

' How various are the enjoyments and pursuits in which the W(SB^ 
bers of our cpmi^onwealth will shortly be engaged. One || 
anxious to see his friends, and another to ^ee. the.wpijkl : cmeriM^ 
read algebra, and another will read novels ; one will kill birds in 
Norfolk, and another will kill time in Bond-street. Mr. Sterlii^ 
is looking forward to an interview with the Vicar of the Parish, 
and Mr. Montgomery to a t^te-a-t^te with the belle of the county : 
Mr. Golightly is sighing for the glass of the loimger, and Mr. 
Rowley for the glass of Sie bon-vivant. 

Perhaps the meditations of no two persons are alike ; but die 
meditations of all have for their origin, their ground, dieir key- 
stone — ^the Holidays. It is a circumstance that would surprise m 
no small degree an uninitiated observer, that in spite of the thou- 
sand delights and fascinations which are supposed to be concen- 
trated in mis single word — Holidays, — ^we scarcely meet a counte- 
nance which exUbits any extraordinary pleasure at their apj^ioiiclu 
And this we conceive does not proceed from any insenisibilifyltc^ 
die gratification of revisiting the places of our birth, and retuxmbg 
to the friends of our childhood; but rather from tbat roluctabte 
we all feel to any change of place or habits which is accompaniaa 
with hurry and trouble. Of course, we do not assert that '* Tb^ 
Holidays" are words conveying to any one unpleasant ideaa ; * but 
there is a certain de^e of restlessness attending die preparatioo 
for them, which is disagreeable even to lively minds, and absolutely 
vexatious to more sober and sedate dispositions. 

Some of our friends are now leaving this abode of literature, not 
to return to it again. On the countenances of these the joy vdiich 
is supposed to be felt upon such an occasion is stiQ less manifesto 
They have finished the course which, as boys, they had to run. 
The few duties which devolve upon life at t^is age have been con- 
cluded, by some of them heedlessly, by others with credit ; but 



* Our good friend Mr. M. SwinburBc except^.-: P>«<K 
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they are conckKfed ; imd the industrious and tbe kUe, die stetdj 
Mid the wild, participate in the regret which their condusion oc" 
casionSy-'-a regret which the ischolar endeavours to subdue bj 
looking forward to academical honours^ and the trifler to distapate 
bj examining the Russia and the Morocco of his leave-books. 

We belieTe there is no one, however frivolous ikiay be his p\a* 
soitSy however atrong his dislike of scholastic literature^ who seel 
his &ial departure dniw near without a considerable degree o! fo- 
gret, bord^ing on melancholy. Some may smile, and otherl nqr 
aneer^ when we assure them that the best relief &ey can prepiit 
for llus painful sensation is the consciousness that their time intiui 
place has been honourably and profitably em{4<^yed« Wiste fipi 
than ours have declared that the terrors of a death-bed are olily to 
be dispelled by the remembrance of a lifo well sp^iU This final 
depaiture from 

** That dear schoolboy-dwelling wMeh He Idte^'* 

is, as it were, the death-bed of our Eton life ; and We tan Cdttfi- 
dently assert that it stands in need of a similar consolation. 

Agathus and Eugenio are two of our schoolfellows who hsitt 
now bid their find adieu to *' Father Thames.*^ Hie firs^ 
diough possessed of only moderate talents, has succeeded, bj 
regular habits and conciliating manners, in obtaining th^ apphtttte 
of many^ and the esteem of all. The latter, diough adorned with 
talents sufficient to raise him to the highest honours, has tto nii8» 
applied these natural endowments in wUd or trifling pui1»uits, dttt 
he has been considered by many a madman, aiid by some a IboL 
Agathus withdraws from us with the gratifying consdotisneis Aat 
he enjoys the respect, if not the admiration, of his schoolfblloWs ; 
while the farewell address of Eugenic was, " Aye, SteriSng t Vit 
hem a sad fellow ! — but it can^ be helped. We catf t live tmr 
agam/' 

Distant be the period of our departure ! but 6flen, ere flMt 

J>eriod arrives, we shall derive a profitable lesson from the recoK 
ection of poor Eugenio's last words,— ^'^ We can't liV6 ovd* 
again ! *' 

M. S. 
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A NIGHT ADVENTURE. 



^ FH p«^ et medicum «i^.*'—Ho«. 



Sir,-* I will not preface the detail, which I am about to^ 
transmit to you, by any long introduction. It is sufficient to 
inform you that I am one of those who are afflicted by a Ro« 
ni#9tic Imagination, which, however it may inspire or enchant us 
in our moments of Poetical inspiration, is, as we all know, trou- 
blesome beyond measure in the ordinary affairs of life. The cir- 
cumstances, which I am going to relate, are an exemplification of 
^this trite but true observation. 

It was on a beautiful Autumn Evening that I stole out unper- 
ceived from a party engaged in discussing the merits of some of 
my Father's oldest Claret, and left him eloquently and feelingly 
declaiming in its praise, to take a solitary ramble through &e 
extent of grounds that had so often witnessed my infant gambols, 
or seen me, at a more advanced age, performing the voyages of 
iSneas by means of a horse-pond and washing-tub ; — or imitating 
my favourite Hector in the destruction of the Grecian Navy, to 
the imminent peril of Farmer Ashfield's neighbouring hay-rick. 
It was an Evening, to delineate whose beauteous grandeur would 
require a heart teeming with all the inspiration of the Muses, a 
pep dipped in the brightest colours of imagination. A soft 
mdlow silence pervaded the whole expanse of air and earth ; the 
Sun^ just sinking beneath the horizon, still retained influence 
sufficient to leave a bright tinge of red upon the western sky, and 
to deepen the verdure of the aged oaks, which, wreathing their 
huge gigantic branches into a thousand fantastic forms, over- 
shadowed my path, and scarcely deigned to wave beneath th^ 
passing zephyr that agitated their foliage for a moment, and in the 
next had left all as still and solemnly silent as the grave. It was 
such an Evening as would be peculiarly fitted to conjure up all 
the phantasies of a warm imagination ; which might easily have 
pictured to itself Queen Mab, and her fairy attendants, tripping 
nimbly over the herbage, or holding their sportive gambols far 
from the sight of intruding mortals, beneath the shade of some 
favourite beech. *' On such a night as this," I wandered uncon- 
sciously along, forgetful almost of my own existence, totally 
absorbed in contemplation, and forming in idea the most un- 
earthly and romantic images. Long had 1 thus roamed, indifferent 
to every thing around me, and in a kind of delicious forgetfulness 
of tba wofM aad its unploasant accompMiiin«n.t|« Ah«i4lVn^ 
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the darkness of Night succeeded to the shades of Evening, but so 
gradually had its sombre light given way to the gentle brigbtness 
of the Moon, that I was far from perceiving the change, and still 
pursued my way, unconscious of the dews that began to fall around 
me, till a sudden cloud obscuring the rays of the bright luminary 
above, and a sharp air that died away in threatening forebodings 
through the grove below, recalled my scattered senses, and, 
arousing me to the knowledge of myself and my situation, brought 
to my recollection the deserted party, and the supposition that, in 
all probability, the family would be alarmed at my absence. I 
was next reminded of a still more unpleasant circumstance ; that, 
having no small distance to return, I should, in all probability, be 
caught in the storm which I now, for the first time, perceived had 
been accumulating all its horrors from every point of the heavens, 
and was just ready to burst forth with terrifying violence. As air 
this passed in quick revolution through my brain, I had already 
turned my face homewards, and, with buttoned-up coat, was on 
the point of starting forward with as great rapidity as the in- 
creasing darkness and devious path would admit, when my pur- 
pose was suddenly checked by the raii^ of which I had been but 
so lately forewarned. It fell in torrents so violent, that to proceed 
was impossible. 1 took refuge under a spreading tree, and had 
much ado to console myself by the reflection that I had met with 
*' an Adventure." 

" An Adventure," Sir, it certainly/ was, and a most lamentable 
one. I had not remained a minute in my uncomfortable situation, 
before I perceived two figures, of a most mysterious appearance, 
sheltering themselves from the storm, beneath the next tree. They 
were muffled up closely in thick cloaks, wore large slouched hats, 
and carried in their hands most villanous sticks. What could I 
suppose f what conclusion could I form, biit that which all your 
readers, Sir, would form, under similar circumstances? I was 
within a few yards of a brace of Highwaymen ! 

What could I do ? escape was impossible ! the least noise was 
death to me ! Silently and anxiously 1 listened to the conversation 
of my foes ; and my terror was not abated, when I overheard 
these dark and terrible expiessions : — 

" Upon the word of a Gentleman !" said the first, ** I have not 
touched a single Guinea since I came into this part of the 
country ! " ** Business is in truth very dull ! " said the other. 
*' I have practised here for twenty years, and never was there a 
time when people have been so shy of putting themselves in my 
hands as they are at present!'' No wonder ! thought I. '' I am 
afraid ! " resumed the first, ^* there is a strong prejudice gone 
nbroad against our profession!" Prejudice! thought L~ ''Yea 
«n^ right r' replied tk« othAr-^ <'aot on« blockkvfd c«C dit 



within ten miles round, but a hundred other blockheads cry out 
that / killed him ! " My blood ran cold ; but at this moment the 
viqleace of the tempest increased, and for some minutes I heard 
no more of the discussion. 

By degrees the tumult of the elements abated, and I again 
caught a few words. " Your system. Brother ! is too violent : / 
have always employed milder methods." (Blessings on you 1 
thought 1.) " 1 disapprove of your indiscriminate use of steel in 
all cases." *' Steely Sir !'' cried the other, " steel! — Nothing is 
to be done in our way without steel" They began to move 
towiirds me ! 

I felt my brow grow clammy — my hair stand on end — ^my 
tongue cleave to the roof of my mouth. They approached !— 
nearer ! — nearer ! Despair gave me courage. I seized a large 
branch which had been rent from its parent tree by the wind^ and 
dashed it, with all the fury of hopelessness, 

** Full on the foot-pad's forehead ! down he sank 
Without a groan expiring.'^ 

I heard my name vociferated as I fled ; but I staid not for this. 
With inconceivable rapidity I fled from the place of combat, and, 
after traversing a space of many miles, perceived, to my great 
satisfaction, that I was not pursued. 

1 was endeavouring, though without much chance of accom- 
plishing this desirable object, to discover the road I ought to take, 
when my ear was suddenly startled by a sound which very much 
resembled a groan. At first I treated it as a fanciful sound, though 
I confess my eyes were turned, with not the most comfortable 
feelings, upon the rugged branches and broken stumps that might 
have, to a terrified mind, borne the appearance of Satan and his 
sable attendants. A second, more loudly repeated, convinced me 
of its reality, and immediately looking in the direction whence it 
seemed to proceed, I espied something white lymg upon an open 
tuft of grass ; but I was unfortunately short-sighted, and this, 
added to the natural darkness, rendered me incapable of dis« 
tinguishing the nature of the mysterious appearance. A third and 
deeper groan vibrated on my ear ; imagination immediately re- 
sumed its sway, aud, concluding it to be a woman, and fancying I 
could distinguish her garments, '^ Alas, unhappy one," thought 1 to 
myself, '' thou wast once perhaps lovely in the bloom of youth, and 
surrounded by all the blessings of peace and innocence, but now, 
by the arts of some infamous seducer, art become a fugitive vaga-» 
bond, cast upon the wide world, houseless and helpless, with no 
one to pity, no one to succour thee ! Yes, by Heaven ! there is 
one," I exclaimed, rushing forward with the most fervent feelings 
of humanity and pity, '' there is one shall help thee, poor victim^ 
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ind shelter thee from the furious storm ; there is onev" I continudi 
with all the ardour of a mind inspired with the most generous be- 
nevolence, '^ that shall recruit thy weary frame, and, if poesiUe, 
restore thee to happiness ; " and, approaching still closer, I bent 
down, and was preparing to modulate my voice in the softest ac- 
cents of pity, when up it started, Mr. Editor, not in die shape of 
either a Chloe or Lucinda, but in that of one of my father's 
favourite Dorsetshire sheep, which, while enjoying the slumben I 
had disturbed, uttered those hard breathings which to my ear 
sounded as groans. '* Damn humanity ! '* I exclaimed, as the ani- 
mal retreated with frightened rapidity through an opening in the 
trees. ** Damn humanity ! " I exclaimed, as I hurried back on my 
way in no very placid temper, and in the next instant found my- 
self at tlie bottom of a ditch, the existence of whidi I had entirely 
forgotten. Luckily it was a dry one, but unluckily of such depdi, 
and defended by such steep banks, that, notwithstanding I 
received no injury by the fall, I was soon aware that the retread 
would be a labour of much greater difficulty than the entrancehad 
been ; and, to add to my troubles, the long-expected rain began to 
fiall in torrents. Thrice I attempted the steep ascent, and thrice, 
with nails begrimed with dirt^ and muddy knees, met with a re- 
pulse. My labours might have continued mueh longer, had 
not a large Newfoundland dog, accompanied by the butler, sent to 
search for me, smelt out my retreat. With the joint assistance of 
Hector and John, I was soon rescued, and in a short time fotmd 
myself at the hall-door, suiTounded by at! the servants, who had 
been on the look-out, and who, while listening to John's accoont, 
passed not a few jokes on young gentlemen studying the stars in a 
ditch. Heedless of these, and their stifled laughter, and having 
relieved my father's fears, 1 had the gratitude to recal my oaA, 
and thank Humanity for my safe return ; and when I found my- 
self established by the blaze of a good fire to dry my moistened 
garments, *' Bless Humanity 1 " I exclaimed, '* for had she not 
directed Hector, I might still be exposed to yon rumbling thun- 
der, and all the fury of the tempest, with a ditch for my bed, and in 
no better plight than — the unfortunate victim of seduction.** This 
suggested an intrusive thought : '* Pshaw ! ** I cried, ** that must 
be forgotten till the next Meeting of the King of Clubs, and then, 
perhaps, I may be inclined, though at my own expense, to furnish 
ample food for laughter to the Members, by sending an account 
of my adventure. Sterling will deliver a lecture on star-^zing, 
and Musgrave descant upon the propriety of having lamps to a 
night-coach. Peregrine perhaps will dish it up as a pretty morsel 
of a tale in '^ the Etonian." It will be a warnmg to all warm and 
poetical imaginations not to stray too far, allured by the beauties of 



muAittiimB eveiiing, antil^ after mistadung ft Dorsetihm wither for 
m frail fair one repenting of ^faux pas, they shall slip, by mfaux 
poi, into a ditch, after the manner of 

THEODORE AYELING. 

P. S* I forgot to DfientioB that the apothecary's lad brought a 
complaint the next morning against Master Theodore^ for ** breakr 
mg Mr» Gargle's head in the storm last night" 



CASTLES IN THE AIR. 



inaBi«iiil grida il fliosofo j Illnsioiii, aa inbuMo tentm di <tie io oon tntiMla 
cbeael dol«rc."*— OitTtt, UUime Lettere, 

' . • 

There exist in the world a certain set of sober-minded beings, 
who profess it as their opinion, that those thoughts which proceed 
from illusion or fancy ought to be banished from our minds ; that 
time is foolishly and unprofitably consumed in thinking of impossi- 
bilities. They dislike or despise poetry, as it is frequently com- 
posed of fictions, and represents things which are not in the ordinary 
course of nature. Some of these, who profess to admire nothing but 
reality or a representation of it, carry their prejudices to a ludicrous 
extent : for exaipple, some of them will admire a staring likeness 
of the last Lady Mayoress t and family more than the finest com- 
position of Raphael. '* We are not interested," say they, ** in 
looking at features which we know never existed in a group of 
ideal personages : but there is an evident reality in the delineation 
of her Ladyship ; we see something resembling what is frequently 
before our eyes, and we are therefore pleased with it.** These 
people will study with unwearied patience the incontrovertible factj 
of Cocker's Arithmetic, and abhor the beautiful fictions of th6 
Fairy Queen ; in short, matter of fact is their idol, — Fiction, ro- 
mance, or poetry, the objects of their scorn. A fanciful disposi- 
tion of mind may be disadvantageous ; but it may be doubted 
whether we should not be, as it were, wearied by the continual suc- 
cession of realities, were it not for the occasional relief of fancy or 
illusion, whose ideal pleasures are at all times at hand to assist us 
when we are overcome with the real cares of life. By these illu- 

♦ Translation of the Motto :^^ 

** lUnsions! exclaims the philosopher— Illusions- yes; but without them I should 
feel nothing of life but its misery.'^ 

+ We heg to assure our eastern readers that we mean no personal reflections npon 
lin. Bridget, should there be weh a peivon: w« beg to be aaderttood of any Lady 
llayovMiw 
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rions I mean those incoherent ideas of future happiness or greatness 
which frequently occur to every one, and, if I mistake not, even to 
those who profess to despise the workings of imagination ; ideai 
which, on reasoning, we might feel could not be realized without 
some most mater^l change in ourselves and circum8tances,—a 
sort of waking dreams, commonly designated by the name of Casth 
in the Air. These freaks of fancy prevail in a less or greater de- 
gree in every one, from the madman in whom they are strongest, 
down to the ideot in whom their influence is hardly perceptible. 
In the madman they have overcome his intellect and entirely 
blinded his reasoning faculties, so that he fancies that he has lost 
his head, and runs about in search of it, or that he is transformed 
into a tea-pot, and is afraid of being broken. Next to him comes 
the poet ; he seems to be the boundary whiqh limits sanity ; beyond 
him is madness ; for small is the barrier which divides insanity 
from inspiration. His imagination is more vivid than that of other 
men, but it has not quite overcome his reason. After these follow 
the general mass of mankind, who are all, in their several sta- 
tions, subject to these waking dreams. What would become of 
the lover if he were denied some moments in which he might 
picture to himself a sort of acm^ of happiness, which, upon re- 
flection, he would feel was unattainable ? Where would be the 
happy hours of a young author, if he were not led on by his faocj 
to dreams of imaginary Second Editions, which, on a return to his 
senses, and a perusal of the productions of his pen, would quicUj 
vanish into air ? How wretched would be the solitary hours to a 
younger son of a re^note branch, if he were denied the pleasing 
occupation of picturing to himself the pleasure he would feel in 
possessing the wealth and rank of a distinguished nobleman, 
should he, by the extinction of onlu fourteen awkwardly inter- 
vening heirs, arrive at that summit of^^his hopes. The petty clerk 
of an oflice, ceasing awhile from the toil and drudgery of his 
desk, revolves his plans for saving the nation and advancing his 
family, should he be made Secretary of State. The- gambling 
groom, when he has lost his last penny and broken his dice-box 
against the table of the servants' hall, retires to meditate on the 
dash he will cut when he wins a prize in the Lottery and becomes 
a country Squire. — ^To these illusions are the minds of men con- 
tinually prone ; and at no time more so, than when, by any acci- 
dent, they are left for a short time in solitude. Our thoughts 
then receive a selfish cast ; they are directed towards ourselves 
and our prospects in life ; and it is at this time we delight to 
weave those spider-webs of fancy, which the bustle of the real 
world quickly sweeps away. -^ ^^ 

I am^far from bemg one of those persons who think, or profess 
to think, that there is \itAe m Tea.Vli& Nvocihy of their attentioB; 
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that common things are below their notice^ and that their only 
^easures are to be found in the ideal world of their imagination. 
Those, who hold these sentiments^ run into the opposite extreme 
from the set I before described. They say^ (for I always am 
inclined to doubt that they think so,) that as solitude is the parent 
of that world of fiction^ they infinitely prefer the sight of moun- 
tainsy the ' roar of a cataract, or the gloom of a forest, to the 
acquaintance with man, his ways^ manners, and conversation ; — 
they profess that they could live retired from life^ and feed upo|i 
die joys of romance and imagination. I would not advise them 
to try their plan ; they would only destroy a pleasing illusion, and 
convince themselves that they were wrong. Yet, for my part, 
(though I am not one of these would-be anchorites,) I am 
fond of indulging myself at times in building castles in the air, 
and consequently of the occasional solitude which produces them. 
Were I deprived of these illusions, I should feel as if I had lost 
an intimate companion, who was always at hand to raise my 
spirits and to comfort me under every misfortune. 

The ancient poets tell us, that of the contents of Pandora's 
box, every thing escaped, except Hope, which remained at the 
bottom to console mankind. Now I am disposed to keep up the 
Allegory, and to suppose these illusions to constitute the box 
itself in which this universal comforter Hope was contained. 
Indeed, as the box seemed necessary, in order that its contents 
should be retained, so these illusions appear to me to be neces-> 
sary for the preservation of Hope, which is surrounded by, and, 
as it were, contained within them. Had it not been for them, it 
would, with the rest of the contents, have escaped, and left the 
mind of man without a consolation in misfortune. 

I must confess I pity those who have no pleasure in these illu^ 
sious ; and who tell you that when this 

" Fancy's fairji frost-work melts away," 

they are more discontented than they were before, and feel that 
they have only been playing Tantalus with happiness. This, in 
my opinion, argues a most inveterate determination (perhaps not 
an uncommon propensity) to be discontented ; together with an 
ingratitude to the moments which have afforded us pleasure ; an 
ingratitude which deserves the self-inflicted punishment it often 
receives, of never enjoying any at all. A contented mind will 
encourage these imaginary pleasures, at > whatever time they 
appear ; will snatch the delight of them, be it but for a moment ; 
and, when these magic fascinations are fled, will return to the 
dreary scene of reality with cheerfulness, thankful for what it has 
enjoyed, and prepared for whatever it is about to suffer. 

A. L.;B* 
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HARIUS AMIDST THE RUDffl OF CARTHAGE. 

Casthaoe! Ilovatbeel thoohMtnm 

As ly a warlike race ; 
And now thy Glory's radiant sun 

Hath veil'd in clouds his face : 
Thy days of pride — ^as mine— depart ; 
Thy Gods desert thee, and thou art 

A thing as nobly base 
As he whose sullen footstep falls 
To night around diy crumbling walk. 

And Rome bath heap'd her woes and pains 

Alike on me and thee ; 
And thou dost sit in servile chains, — 

But mine they shall not be ! 
Though fiercely o'er this aged head 
The wrath of angry Jove is shed, 

Marius shall atill be free. 
Free — in the pride that acorns his £oe. 
And bares the head to meet the blow. 

I wear not yet thy slavery's vest. 

As desolate I roam ; 
And though the sword were at my breast^ 

The torches in my home. 
Still — still, for orison and vow, 
I'd fling them back my curse — ^ now ; . 

I scorn, I hate thee — ^Rome ! 
My voice is weak to word and threat — 
Mine arm is strong to battle yet! 
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A COUNTRY WEDDING. 

I. 

Oh ! there is music in the bells 

From yonder noisy steeple pealing> 
That sweetly o'er the spirit swells^ 

And wakes the deepest chords of feeling. 

11. 

It is not that this twilight hour 

Blends softly with their melting tone ; 

Theirs is a deeper^ holier power, 
Whose echo s in the heart alone, 

III. 

There^s music in that merry voice^ — 
The voice of peasants, wild and high,— • 

That bids the listener's soul rejoice. 
And share in all their revelry. 

IV. 

It is not that those sounds proclaim 
Some boastful conqueror's vain parade ; 

They swell not now the pomp of Fame, 
They hail no gorgeous cavalcade, 

V. 

But oh! they bear a mightier charm 

Than shouts of triumph can express ; 
They spring from hearts with feelmg wanui 

Each voice a voice of happiness. 

VI. 

There's an o'erflowing tide of gladness 

To-night in all we hear and see ; 
A moment's passing dream of madness, 

The heart's delirious jubilee. 

VII. 

Who recks, amid a scene like this. 

Of future grief, or toil, or pain? 
To-morrow shall dissolve the bliss. 

And Care and Reason wake agsun. 

VIII. 

And it may be that yonder chime. 

Which spoke to-day of hearts delighted, 

May sadly tell in after-time 

That death those hearts has disunited. 

2 M 
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IX. 
1 1 may be — but away, away ! 

Forebodings dailc atid dreams of 8orro\^ ! > 
Let Mirth atid Music reigo lo-^j^ 

And Reason's voice be heard to<4norKOW4 ^ 

I would not, with most sage advice. 

Dispel this momentaryfever ) 
For oh! the. world were Faradisc, 

Could such delirium last £or ever* 
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WBAT SHALL I DO ? 

** What shall I do?" 6M€laitti^ Ltdy Elttily to me the other 
day, as I entered her bpAftinent) «Ad fdUtld h^ i^lihing negli- 
gently on an Ottoman, with A kibst langC^hklg atr ; '^ What shall 
I do, Charles," she exclaimed^ laying a strong emphasis on the 
shall, " to expel Ennui, and recover my lost spirits ? AU the world 
seems to have deserted ToWti, dtid left riie to enjoy my* own com- 
pany ; positively Chatrles yoU are the only rational bemg my eyes 
have had the pleasure of seeing this month ; an^ now do be a 
good creature, and get me froin the Circulating library Scott's 
last Novel ; it is scarcely two, atid old Lady Jervis's card says 
seven for diimer this evening) Mfhere I belied yon are going." 
She accompanied this request with duch a bewitthing smile as 
would have melted ft much WdeT hel^rt duua GhElrles Bel- 
lamy's. I readily promised^ and we sooa afler {larted ; Lady 
Emily to her toilette, and 1 to execute my commission. But by 
some fairy impulse or other, Lady Emily's *'what shall 1 do?" had 
taken entire possession of my thoughts, much to the detriment of 
Scott's last Novel. " Such a lovely creature as this I " said I in- 
wardly, '^ formed to be the ornament of society, forced to such an 
exclamation; but," continued I, in the same train of considera- 
tion, " by whom are they not uttered ? In every station these few 
words will be heard with more or less meaning. The wealthy 
heir, revelling in all the pleasures and delights of luxury, and 
snatching with hasty hand every sweet life can atfbrd, like the bee, 
culling honey from every flower, in the midst of all his joys and 
festivity, will cast his weary listless limbs on the nearest couch, 
with the exclamation of ' What shall I do ? ' The miserable 
offspring of poverty, dragging on his existence thrdu^^ hardships 
and difficulties, utters the same exclamation from hid straw-pallet : 
the shuddering victim of sorrow, while the unconscious tear 
trickles down his care-worn cheeks, will clasp kh bands in agony. 
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^od 9.igb forth ^o scarcely articulate sounds from his ^git^te4 md 
bursting bospm. It is alike connected with the soft meltkig^ 
nccents of pity« and the tumultuous fury of anger ; it is o^eii to 
he fouqid in the last desperate address oi the discarded lover^ ^lod 
the broken ejacuUtion? of my old Grandfadier during a twinge pf 
the gout. It was the rt dffc^d) of the Greeks ; the Qvidfaciam of 
the Homaos ; and in some not the le^t adi»ired effusiops of pur 
pwp divinest Shakspeare holds ^ conspicuous place* The Ph)-* 
iQsopher has often broken out into a simils^r £;i!(pre3sion wbil^ 
demon$(trating some hidden problem^ or unravelling the j^ecret^ of 
nature ; and a$ often has it conae to th^ ^id of the di^mq-yed 
countryman, as^ with one hand employed in spratching his he^ul^ 
dnd the other in collecting the fragmaits of the broken milk-jng^ 
he planned the best mode of avoiding the finger sind brpom-sti^ 
of Betty the Housemaid. As my thoughts were hurrying thn^ 
rapidly on, my feet were not slow in accompanying them, and X 
bad in;»de some progress in the Park, when, to my amazement, X 
hcord the identical subject of my meditations uttered m the 
deiepe^ tones of distress ; I niiechanically turned tp the sound, 
jind beheld a tattered aged %ure, in the hi^biliments of 9 3oIdier, 
h^ging in silent agony over a poor dog, which, after having appa* 
ren^ly been the faithful compjanion of his wanderings, now l9V 
dead at his feet ; bi^ long grey locks floated in the cold air, and, 
^ he dropped the tear of affection over his lost favourite, the old 
mao'4 eountenance, expressive of dejspair, and at the same j^one 
attempted resignation^ touched me ais feelii^y ^3 Lady £mily's 
;imile. I slid gently up to the aged veteran, and sli^pped 3pnpL0 
money into his hand ; he at first stared at me ^nd my ^fering 
with ^ ^ei3useless gaze, like a person ju9t recpvering from tfie 
effi&cts of «ome b^ible dream ; his eye then glamced upon hi3 
poo^ dog, and> as he reieajled his acattered thou^hts^ the hectic 
of a moment passed over his furrowed cheek, and a tear stood 
trembling in bis eye ; be indignantly brushed it .Qff« and, Ipokinj^ 
AtedjEsistly at me> attempted to 3peak, buit it wa|i in vain ^ the 
words died away in bis throat, and he covered his face with hji3 
haaxd. There was no need of thanks, no need of words ; that single 
look was sufficient ; it was as precious to me tben as .th^ sweetest 
ismile that ever played over the cheek of beauty. Oh ! ye thought- 
less 3ons of kiauury, ye would give the choicest pleasures pf art tp 
he able to enjoy the thrill of delight that single silent look bore 
with it to my soul : it spoke volumes ; and, in my idea, said a3 
feelingly as the old man could have ever wished^ *^ What shall I 
do to requite you ? '^ I turned away from the affecting scene, and 
hurrying rapidly on, endeavoured, by the swiftness of my motions* 
to avoid too open a display of the indescribable feelings that suc- 
ceeded o>ne another in ibe mastery of my -whole bpaoni; hut va. 
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my haste^ stumbling over something in the road^ and, on casting 
my eyes downwards^ finding them to be a little boy's playthings, 1 
set about repairing my error ; and, upon looking out for the Utde 
fellow, found him by my side standing in a most ludicrous attitude 
of rage^ and the look which he directed at die dispersed objects 
of his atnusement, was amply expressive of '* What shall I do to 
revenge myself?" The contrast between this and my former 
adventure was too striking to be unobserved. '' Here are two 
circumstances inunediately to corroborate my observations," was 
my remark as I walked more slowly onwards, ** and a hundred 
more would perhaps occur in the space of an hour ; these go weH 
to prove how often those four expressive monosyllables are every- 
where uttered," continued I, resuming the broken thread of my 
observations. *' Sir Felix Patient, while yielding to the over- 
whelming torrent of her Ladyship* s tongue, stretches out his legs, 
good easy man, before the parlour fire, and, as his dirty shoes 
afford new subjects for his cara sposa's eloquence, solaces 
himself with the conciliating '^ Lord, Lord ! my dear, what shall I 
do to please you ? " The County Member, while lowering Us 
purse-proud haughtiness to the apron of some greasy rogue, oftisa 
owes his vote to the overpowering ^* What shall* I do for your son 
Samuel, or that little chubby-faced darling, Sally ? " Amidst, too, 
the transactions of our own miniature world, to enumerate the va- 
rious repetitions of these four words would bid defiance to the 
calculating powers of a Burton. How often has some unhappy 
youngster, running in breathless, and finding himself too late for 
school, deliberated at the door, whether he should trust his fate to 
the Master's clemency, or return, with a sick headach, to his 
Dame's ; how often has he then appealed, with tears in his eyes, 
to some companion, in the emphatical, impressive, much-meaning 
*' What shall I do ? '' Thou thyself, Charles, hast often been in- 
clined to try the force of these monosyllables amid the various jeo- 
pardies in which you have been involved, by love, or a romantic 
disposition. Little did I at this moment suspect that the Fates 
were preparing a new jeopardy for me ; but unfortunately the hour 
had already arrived which attracts all the butterflies of fashion 
into the Park, and in die midst of my cogitations I found myself 
crossing the ride, and there appeared, within a few yards of me, a 
horseman advancing at a most tremendous rate, and to all appear- 
ance one of those hair-brained gentlemen that pay very little regard 
to humble foot-passengers, though even of the Honourable Charles 
Bellamy's rank : as I wheeled round on my retreat, to my utter dis- 
may, a moving phalanx of carriages appeared in the rear, blocking 
up my escape. My only outlet lay through a part of the road, 
from which, as I perceived the mud with which it was environed, I 
turned with horror; but what was to be done? callages ap- 
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hing one way, — my friend on his bit of blood splashii^ and 

ng at a devil of a rate on the other, like Obadiahon his coach- 

; I was in almost as bad a predicament as Dr. Slop: — 

5avenly Trivia! " I exclaimed, « What shall I do ? '^ and I 

m the point of forcing a passage through the aforesaid pali- 

of mud which had been scraped up with most officious indus- 

7hen a well-known voice arrested my progress with " Well, 

les^ have you been looking for the Abbot in the Park ? '' I 

id up ; it was Lady Emily's carriage that had been my oppo- 

that way, and she was negligently leaning with her well- 

d arm over the door. For the first time I recollected my 

ise, and the Novel, and immediately began stammering out a 

f excuses, but I was evidently at a loss ; I felt myself quite 

ed to say, " What shall I do? "— *' Any thing but stand staring 

, with such a beautiful creature before you," replied Youth 

Love. I thought the reproof just ; fortunately her old uncle, 

ompanion of her ride, had just been summoned away ; in a 

ent the door was opened, and I offered to my lovely cousin the 

:es of a penitent willing to atone in every way for his forget- 

ss ; it was accepted ; and, pardon me, gentle Reader, if, while 

pronounced my forgiveness, another of Lady Emily's bewitch- 

miles totally banished from my thoughts ^e recollection of 

lat shall I do i " 

C.B. 



LINES TO FLORENCE. 

Long years have passed with silent pace, 

Florence ! since thou and I have met ; 
Yet — when that meeting I retrace. 

My cheek is pale, my eye is wet ; 
For I was doom'd from thence to rove. 

O'er distant tracts of earth atid sea. 
Unaided, Florence ! save by love ; 

And unremember'd, — save by thee ! 
We met ! and hope beguil'd our fears, 

Hope, ever bright, and ever vain ; 
We parted thence in silent tears. 

Never to meet, — ^in life, — again. 
The myrtle that I gaze upon. 

Sad token by thy love devisM, 
Is all the record left of one 

So long bewail'd, — so dearly priz'd. 
You gave it in an hour of grief. 

When gifts of love are doubly dear; 
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Yott gave it-^od one tetider leaf 

Glutea'd the while with Beauty's (ear. 
A tear — oh ! lovelier far to me> 

Shed for me in my Mdde«t boar. 
Than feign'd and fleeting stnilea could be. 

In courtly hall, or aununer bower. 
You strove my anguish to begaiky 

With distant ho^pee of future weal; 
You strove ! — alas ! you could not smile. 

Nor speak the hope you did not Cad. 
I IxMre the gift Affection gave. 

O'er des^ sand and thorny bnJLe, 
O'er rugged rock and stormy wave, 

I lov'd it for the giver's sake; 
And often in my happiest day. 

In scenes of Uiss, and honrs of pride. 
When all around was glad and gay^ 

I look'd upon thy gm — ^and sigh'd : 
And when on ocean, or on ctift. 

Forth strode the Spirit of the Storm, 
I gaz'd upon thy fading gift, 

I thought upon thy fading form ; 
Forgot the light'ning^s vivid dart. 

Forgot the rage of sky and sea. 
Forgot the doom that bade us part, — 

And only liv'd to love, and thee. 
Florence ! thy myrtle blooms i but thou. 

Beneath thy cold and lowly stone. 
Forgetful of our mutual vow. 

And of a heart-«-Hstill all thine own. 
Art laid in that unconscious sleep. 

Which he that wails thee soou inust know. 
Where none may amil^, and none may weep. 

None dream of bliss,*--or wake to woe. 
If e'er, as Fancy oft will feign. 

To the dear land that gave thee birth 
Thy fleeting shade returns s^^a. 

To look on him thou lov'dst on earth. 
It may a moment's joy impart, 

To know diat this, thy favourite tree. 
Is to my desolated heart 

Almost as dear as thorn coukPst be. 
My Florence ! — soon — the thought is sweet ! 

The turf that wraps thee I shall press ; 
Again, my Florence ! we shall meet. 

In bliss««-<0!r in forgetfulness. 
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With thee in Death's oblmon hH, 

I will not have the cypress gloom 
To throw its sickly, sullen shade^ 

Over th^ stillness of my tomb : 
And there the scutcheon shall not shine, 

And there the banner shall not vft^e ; 
The treasures^ of the glittering mine 

Would Ul become a loter's grave : 
But when, from this abode of strif^^ 

My liberated shade shall roam^ 
Thy myrtle, that has cheer'd my lifer 

Shall decorate my narrow home ; 
And it. shall bloom in beauty there. 

Like Florence in her earl v day ;- 
Or^ nipt by cold December^ air, 

Widier — like Hope aad thee-^a^a;^- 
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I WAS a Boy f and' She w^fiEfiir 

As you are when you smile. 
And her vi^e ctmerforth lik^ tlie-suiilttier ^r 

With a tio^e th»t did bMsife;. 
And her two blue* #f es' re^sM^ 1M«V 

As ^Q trees dUNto indfam ittfe.- 

Her dancing shape I tftnndlt Mt^ 
But never may forget ; 

The Heart remembers all too well- 
Sweet Girl ! I see her yet ; 

But I was hers by a holier spell 
In the Soul's deep cavern set. 

Ah me ! what blissM-nnnMes then. 

Children in childhood's band. 
Had we through many a lonesome glen, 

And many a faery strand ! 
Now these scenes are fading ! we bus^ M.ea 

Are travelling J^m that land; 
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A little Shepherdess by birth, 

An Orphan on that plain. 
She drank the beauties of the Earth, 

And never knew of paint — 
But the breezy song of her maiden mirth 

Shall ne'er be heard again. 

Oh ! can it be that She should lie 

In a grave of cold, cold clay. 
Whom I have known as fluttering high. 

As a new-bom thrush in May, 
And yet as quiet as the Sky 

In the mom of a summer day ! 

With feirest maidens I have been. 

And they were lovely things,. 
When they danced upon yon hidden green^ 

Like Fairies in their rings ; 
But a fairer still my heart hath seen 

In her lone imaginings^ 

Nay, Chloris ! 'twas a bojrish love. 

And desolated soon — 
A longer life hath the woodland Dove^ 

Longer the rose of June ; 
And now She's gone, fiu* for above 

Or Sun, or Stars, or Moon ! 

Chlcnis ! I'm thine ; yea, by those eyes. 

So soft, so bright I swear ! 
Yet sometimes vml a thought arise 

Of One that was as fair ; 

Yea, my heart is thine, though fro^ the skies 

An Angel visit there. 

G. M. 
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NOT AT HOME. 



*< An Engliihman^s House U bis Castle." 

« Not a^t Home,'^ said her Ladyship's footman, with the usual 
^r of nonchalamtj which says *' You know I am lying, but— 
nHmporte ! *' 

^ ** Not at Home," I repeated to myself as I sauntered from the 
iloor in a cs^reles^ fit of abstractedness. '' Not at Home !"-^how 
useful^ how universally practised is this falsehood! Of what 
various, and what powerful import ! Is there any one who has not 
been preserved from annoyance by its adoption? Is there any one 
who has not rejoiced, or grieved^ or smiled, or sighed at the sound 
pf ** Not at Home? " No ! every body (that is, every body who 
bajs, any pretensions to the title of somebody) acknowledges the 
utility and advantages of these three little wqrds. To them the 
JUidy of Ton is indebted for the undisturbed enjoyment of her 
Viq)ours ;-^liie philosopher for the preservation of solitude and 
J9tudy ; — the spendthrift for the repulse of the importunate Dun, 

It is true that the constant use of this sentence savours some- 
what of a false French taste, which I hope never to see ingrafted 
upon our true English feeling. But in this particular who will 
aot excuse this imitation of our refined neighbours i Who will so 
n^r give up the enviable privilege of making his house his Castle, 
as to throw open the gates upon the first summons of inquisitive 
impertinence or fashionable intrusion ? The ^' morning calls" of 
the Dun and the Dandy, the Belle and the Bailiff, the Poet and 
the Petitioner, appear to us a species of open hostility carried on 
EigQinjBt our comfort and tranquillity; and, as all stratagems are 
fair ii\ war, we find no fault with the ingenious device which 
fortifies us against these insidious attacks. 

While I was engaged in this mental soliloquy, a carriage drove 
up to I^dy Mortimer's door, and a footman in a most appallingly 
splendid livery roused me from tny reverie by a thundering knock. 
*' Not at Home ! " was the result of the application. Half- 
l^f^ozen cards were thrust from the window ; and, after due in- 
quiries after her Ladyship's cold, and her Ladyship's husband's 
cold, and her Ladyship's lapdog's cold, the carriage resumed its 
course, and so did my cogitations. ^' What," said I to myself, 
^' would have been the Visitor's perplexity, if this brief formula 
were not in use." She must have got out of her carriage ; an 
exertion which would ill accord with the vis inertia* (excuse 

f Fverj one knows the eradations of vis, visit, and visitation ; vig inertia, iherefoftp 
fifilifies aa idle vis. 
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Latin in a schoolboy) of a Lady : or she must have given up her 
intention of leaving her card at a dozen houses to which she is 
now hastening, or she must have gone to dinner even later thaa 
fashionable punctuality requires ! Equally annoying would the 
visit have proved to the Lady of the house. She might have been 
obliged to throw '^ The Abbot" into the drawer, or to caB the 
children from the nursery. Is she taciturn ? She might have beeD 
compelled to converse. Is she talkative? She mi^t have beat 
compelled to hold her tongue : or^ in all probability, she sees hcf 
friends to-night ; and it would be hard indeed if she were not 
aUowed to be '' Not at Home'' till ten at night, when from ttH 
time she must be ** at Home'' till three in the morning. 

A knock again recalled me from my abstraction. Upon look- 
ing up, I perceived an interesting youth listening witfi evident 
mortincation to the *' Not at Home" of the Porter. ** Not at 
Home ! " he muttered to himself, as he retired. *^ What am I to 
think 'i She has denied herself these three days ! " and, with t 
most loverlike sigh, he past on his way. Here again, what an in- 
valuable Talisman was found in ** Not at Home." The Idol 
of his Affections was perhaps at that moment receiving die ia- 
cense of Adoration from another, possibly, a more frivoared 
Votary : perhaps she was balancing, in the solitude of her 
Boudoir, between the Vicar's band and the Captain's epaulettes ; 
or weighing the merits of Gout with a Plum, on the one side, 
against those of Love with a Shilling, on the other. Or, possiUy, 
she was sitting unprepared for conquest, unadorned by cosmetic 
aid, wrapt up in dreams of to-night s Assembly ; where her &ce 
will owe the evening's unsuspected triumph to the assbtance of 
the morning's " Not at Home." 

Another knock ! — ^Another '* Not at Home ! " A fat Trades- 
man, with all the terrors of authorized impertinence written legibly 
on his forehead, was combating with pertinacious resolution the 
denial of a Valet. '^ The Captain's not at Home," said the 
servant; *' I saw him at the window," cried the other. '' Icailt 
helpthat^ resumed the laced Cerberus, *' He's not at home." 

The foe was not easily repulsed, and seemed disposed to stonn. 
I was in no little fear for the security of <' the Castle," but the 
siege was finally raised. The enemy retreated, sending forth fiom 
his half-closed teeth many threats, intermingled widi freqneot 
mention of a powerful ally in the person of Lawyer Shark* 
'* Here," said I, resuming my meditations, ^' here is anddier m^ 
stance of the utility of my theme. Without it, the noble spirit of 
this disciple of Mars would have been torn away from reflectioos 
on twenty-pounders by a demand for twenty pounds ; from his 
pride in the King's Commission, by his dread of die King's 
Bench. Perhaps he is at this moment entranced in dreamtof 
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charges of horse and foot ! He might have been roused by a 
charge for boots and shoes. In fancy he is at the head of serried 
columns of warriors ! His eyes might have opened upon columns 
of shillings and pence. In fancy he is disposing of crowns ! 
Horrible thought ! he might have been awakened to the recollec- 
tion that he has not half a crown in the world ! 

I had now reached the door of a friend^ whom^ to say the truth, 
I designed to dun for an article. Coming in the capacity of a 
Sun^ I ought not to have been surprised that I experienced a 
Dun's reception. Nevertheless, I was a little nettled at the 
•* Not at Home" of my old Friend. '^ What," said I, recurring 
lo my former ideas, ^* what can be Harry's occupation that he is 
dius inaccessible ? Is he making Love -or making Verses ? Study- 
ing Euclid or the Sporting Magazine ? Meditating on the trial of 
die Queen last October, or the trial for King's next July?" — For 
turely no light cause should induce one Etonian to be *' Not at 
Home" to another. 

Ab is usual with persons in my situation, who are more ac- 
customed to speculate upon trifles, from which no fixed principle 
can be deduced, I negatived the theory of one moment by the 
practice of the next. For, having returned from my perambula- 
tions, I '.seated myself in my st^dy, with pen, ink, and a sheet of 
foolscap before me ; and, finding myself once more ^* at Home," 
enjoined the servant to remember that I was '' Not at Home" for 

die rest of the day. 

P. C. 



ON SILENT SORROW. 

STORY OF MART FITZROT, 



'* No words suflBce the secret. goal to show. 

For troth deaies aU eloquence to woe."— Btrow. 



As on the one hand there is nothing so contemptible as the 
grief which exhausts itself in peevish and unavailing complaints, 
•o, on the other, there is no spectacle so beautiful as that of a 
Boble and virtuous mind, enduring in silence the mischances 'of a 
frail world, and the oppressions of an unforeseen destiny. This 
quiet majesty of sorrow, which hides the pang it cannot suppress, 
and would fain appear to hope and to be comforted, where hope 
and comfort are not, in men attracts our wonder and our admira- 
tion : in women it seldom fails of exciting a tenderer feeling. 
When Man lifts himself up against the injustice of the oppressor, 
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and disdains to complain of wrongs, to which. he Would not be 
thought sensible, he presents to us the image of a rock unbroblb 
by the violence of a rude torrent ; but when Womaif^ \e^ 
Woman^ sustains, meekly and silently, a weight of ii^fictioii, 
under which a firmer heart might bow, we look upon bef as npdh 
a tender and a cherished flower drooping in solitude ; ub^eeh st^e 
by few ; but by those few deepljr and sin<3erely regretted. 

Milry Fitzroy, to whom poor Morton was ho Uiifoittih^^ 
attached, affords an interesting example of the foi^^oing reiilftrlfi. 
A long and intimate acquaintance had existed between ni^ Patents 
and those of the Lady ; and, notwithstanding the i^idity widi 
which boyish impressions are said to wekr off, [ have tit this 
moment as perfect a recollection of Mary Fitzroy at fioorteeii, ft 
if she were still before me in the bright days of her yodth. M 
that age she was the life and soul of our itmoc^t amusefdi^nlB': 
her lively voice was the sweetest in the song ; hier /airy sleji Irtft 
the lightest in the dance; and her union of native itonse ^idi 
foreign naivet6 threw over her conversation a veil of origkiality 
which frequently was, and more frequently wad supfi^^ed fd he, 
wit. It was not to be wondered at that a yOitfng nlati, posisess^, 
like Edward, of an imagination enraptured with all thdt W^ be&ti- 
tiful, and a heart captivated by all that was virtttotLSj; viras #t 
insensible to these attractions. Yet Love did not so f^f ^bM 
him, but that he saw, even at the commencement ot tiA§ fifA 
passion, its probable result. Often have J heard him de^erib« 
the struggles he made to free himself from this mental fascination. 
But they were as fruitless as they were painful : even when he 
had succeeded in persuading himself that his thoughts were en- 
gaged upon other pursuits, there was still an idea of beauty lurk- 
ing about his heart which always wore the form of Mary Fitzroy. 
The struggles of duty, gradually ceased, and he gave himself up to 
the impulse which his Reason was unable to subdue. 

Miss Fitzroy was married to Lord Ruthven very early in life; 
his Lordship w as possessed of a noble figure, a large fortune, and 
considerable talents ; his young Bride was deeply, — devotedly 
attached to him ; and the superficial observer could see nothing 
likely to interrupt the happiness of either. Those, however, who 
were intimately acquainted with the character of Lord Rur&ven^^ 
doubted and feared in silence. There wa» about httn a dSstaiif 
reserve, which to some bore the appear^nee of h^ufetfr, U^otlteti 
that of a desire of concealment ; but if^ateter form it took, ft 
seemed little calculated to repay the confidence or preserve Ae 
affection of a young and amiable Female. 

The elder sistier of the Lady was more Open in her dislike of 
the match. She had been married some time before to an eminfM 
Jnedical Genttemarr, and it was from the knowledge of ^ome 
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tr&fisaetJGms between her husband and Loi-d Ruthved that she 
Aoughiher sistfei-'3 happiness wbiild SiiflFef' by this utiloti. ^Hef 
apprehensions however were diiregardefd ; ieind, in kiffdtiesd; dh* 
ceasect tO express them when sjie found that they Wfer^ 6f no avail. 
Mrs. MeiH^n piirted from her sistfer with a regfet which sh^ vainl;f 
eddeaVoUred t6 conceal. 

Thef hiirri&ge todk placed ; and M ary was^ or appeared to be?, 
completely happy. She looked up to her husband as to a supferiof 
Being ;^hedweit lipon his talents, his virtues, with'alri enthusiasin 
iH'hich' seemed little short of adoration. Whatever transient feel^ 
ilig of ^hxiety had been excited by the fe&rs of remonstrrftiCe's of 
her friends, it had been replaced b^ confidence and tranquillity. 
Every idea that could vex, every circumstance that Could alahn', 
wtts disjnissed and forgotten ; nothing iriterrupted the siiiiifleS afnd 
gladnesd of that hoiit. — Alasl niany a day has risen ift serenity 
and set ift etorm ! ' 

As fof Mortoti, he bore the shock with a calmness which sur- 
prised every one but those v<^ho had had opporturities of studying 
his ch'afiactei*. A superfidtil acquaintsritee Wdrfld seef ' iii Edv^'dW 
Morton an imagination easily heated, a tenhfper irritable' to e'xcess } 
but hJs'iiearer friends knew that the wafnrth of that im'agina:ti6ri; 
the ir^sbibility of thaft tempef, ha J beeft long diiscipfined and sxxh^ 
doed by a sober ^nse of religion, which is too rirely foiiind iii 
Youth. The love he felt was not that of Romance, v^hich sho'S/v^s 
itself in violence of feeling and fury of expression ; but fb'it 6^ 
real Ufe, whose melancholj^ id deep but silent. His wis not the 
Religion df U Poet, which is merely used, a^ the structure of hii 
■work re<Juires, and is thrown aside ^fien no lorigeY necjessary i- — it 
was the Religion of a Christian, v^hieh *' feopeth alt things, — s 
endurd:h all things.*' 

" r am not disappointed," he said to me shortly aftet the niar- 
riage, '^ for I can hardly be said to feel disappointment where hope 
never existed. Nevertheless I do feel that I have loist the one 
▼ision of pleasure which I have loved and doated oh \ the one faint 
idea of happihess to which I have clung do fondly and so despair- 
ingly.' The wave of my destiny was roiigh, but thei'e was one 
beautiful birk ridiiig oveV its surface ;-^the wilderness I had to 
traverdte was long and dfeiiry, but one teridei* flower was blooding 
by th^ ivay-side ; — the night in which 1 wandered was dark, but 
one Idvely dream alriiost made that darkness dear to me ! — arid 
HOW !— ^that bark is wrecked ! — that flower is faded !— ^that dreani 
hath vanished ! I kno^ that all things afe ordered rightly ; but thd 
religion which forbids us to fepine, does hot al^o forbid us to 
weep ! ** 

This bitter sense of uttei^ hopelessness did not however prevent 
him from pe^pforming those diities which he oyt^ \i6 Ikxcv^^; H^ 
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his friends, and to his Maker. He applied himself with increasiif 
assiduity to the Law, the profession which his Parents had chosei 
for him ; and, by constant employment, endeavoured, if not to 
banish a£fection, at least to smother remembrance. In (he few 
hours which he gave to relaxation, he fled from the solitude wliidi 
nourished his sadness, to the haunts of gaiety and amusement 
His conversation was again enlivened by anecdote ; his manners 
resumed their former suavity ; and many who were entertained by 
his talents, or flattered by his attention, perceived not die blow 
which he had received, and the dejection which he could not 
shake o£f. But there was a settled melancholy on his features, 
which to me spoke volumes. It was observable too, ihat his 
future prospects, which he had in happier days dwelt upon with 
pride and enthusiasm, were now seldom mentioned by him, 
and when mentioned, were alluded to in a reckless manner, yibkh 
seemed to express, ** the days I have on this earth are few ! wl^ 
should I take care for the morrow?" His e£forts were undi- 
minished, and his resignation was undisturbed ; but his effoits 
were without ambition, and his resignation was without hope ! 

Suddenly the public attention was roused by a separation 
between Lord Ruthven and his Lady. Few things could have 
produced. a greater surprise in the fashionable world. They had 
been always looked upon as modeJs of conjugal attachment; 
nothing had ever appeared to throw the slightest gloom over their 
happiness. The manners of Lord Ruthven had been since his 
marriage unchanged ;--or, if any alteration had taken place, they 
were rather more courteous than before. The liveliness of Mary 
Fitzroy was not diminished in Lady Ruthven. Now however, 
that a separation had taken place, an hundred little circumstanceSi 
trifling in themselves, but interesting when considered in relation 
with the event which followed, were recounted. It was recol- 
lected that when Lady Ruthven dropped her fan, her husband 
looked down, but made no o£fer to stoop for it, and that Lady 
Ruthven blushed as it was presented to her by a stranger. It 
Was remarked that although at evening parties, and in places of 

Eul^ic amusement, Lady Ruthven was always seen leaning on her 
usband's arm, a casual Visitor had seldom found them seated m 
privacy together. One gentleman remembered to have called one 
morning when Lord Ruthven's manner was unusually repulsive, 
and the spirits of his Lady unusually depressed. She was pale 
and feverish, and upon his remarking that she appeared unwell. 
Lord Ruthven frowned at the observation, and the Lady trembled, 
as she turned the conversation to another subject. Such circum- 
stances as these afforded topics of discussion to the high circles ; 
but all endeavours to discover the immediate cause of their sepam- 
tion were fruitless ; the mystery was inexplicable. 



No. 4.] On Silent Sorram. Sdl 

No clue was to be derived from the behaviour of either of the 
parties. The cold austerity of Lord Ruthven's demeanour did 
not invite question, and the heart of Lady Ruthven suffered, but 
her lips never complained. Neither by word or action did she 
betray that she thought herself wronged, or oppressed. By her 
husband's friends she was darkly accused of petulance, of affecta- 
tion, of coquetry : such insinuations as these she bore patiently, 
and weightier charges even they did not dare to circulate. It was 
an interesting sight to look upon a beautiful woman, who had now 
just attained that age at wliich other females mingle in the world 
and its dissipations with hourly increasing relish, relinquishing 
without a sign the publicity to which her rank and talents were 
entitled ; burying the fascination of her loveliness and her wrongs 
in unpresuming seclusion; and finally, suffering the breath of 
reproach to taint her own fame, instead of attempting a defence 
which might have injured the character of her husband. Under 
such circumstances die frivolous would enjoy the commiseration 
their misfortunes would excite, and the revengeful would endeavour 
to interest their hearers by narratives of domestic grievances, 
dictated by an animosity alike unjustifiable and disgusting. Lady 
Ruthven went not to these sources for relief in her afiliction : she 
■had a consolation and a support of which none but the religious 
-can be sensible. 

She became an inmate of the house of her sister, Mrs. Mervyn^ 
whose affection did all that care and attention could do, for the 
revival of her spirits. She seemed to be in good health, and 
joined without reluctance the litde parties of intimate friends 
which were occasionally assembled at the house ; but Dr. Mervyn 
soon perceived that she concealed in her heart a disease which no 
medicine ' could alleviate, no assiduity overcome. Its advances 
were slow — ^but certain ! 

I was present with poor Edward at one of these little coteries. 
It would have been prudence in him to have declined an invita- 
tion which prepared for him so severe a shock, but he was bent 
upon seeing her once more, " and after that,*' he said^ '* I shalF*— r 
lie did not conclude the sentence, but his look spoke all that he 
meant to express — '^ I shall die happy.'' His unfortunate attach- 
ment had hitherto been a secret between him and me : he pro- 
mised me that no one should divine it from his behaviour that 
evening, — and he kept his word. 

Although we arrived early, the greater part of the company 
were there before us. Lady Ruthven was sitting with her sister ; 
and her child, a beautiful giri which already began to remind us 
of her mother's infancy, was playing at her knee. Lady Rut&ven 
seemed pale and fatigued ; but there was nothing in her features 
or behaviour which showed a consciousness mat she was tbe 
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object of general attfnitiona A person unacqHainted.witt her 
biftory would have observed in her pothing ren)a|')utt>ley.,but ill 
health witliout peevistmess, and loveline98 without affiHrtitioo. 
Many oif the present. party came,, eager with curiosity or Qovy, to 
^rutinize every look and criticize every action of 9, Lady, whow 
life had excited .90 much interest. But she disarmed tibiae in^ 
guisitjve tempers by the ease of her demeanour, in whiqh there 
)vas nothing unusual, nothing constrained ; and she diverted from 
herself our attention, by the perfect carelessness i¥hif<h she 
eyinced to it. The conversation turned at first upou g^mvl 
subjects.and Lady Ruthven bore her part in it, not perhaps with 
the liveliness which was hers in better days, but still without any 
very apparent depression. But I observed that her. sistejc .studi- 
ously avoided an allusion to any topic which might have r^alled 
to her mind her former sufferings ; and if any suqb allmiQn wsi 
made, the cpiiversation was carefully, though almost impetceptiblyi 
4irected into another channel. Mrs. Mervyn^ however^ was by 
fpme untoward accident called away for a few minutes ; and t 
circuipstance then took place which immediately destroyed the 
success, which her affectionate caution had hitherto obtained. 

An old gentleman, who by some strange fatality b^d juflt 
returned from abroad, totally unacquainted with Lady Rudivea'i 
history, had been surprised at the silence which had been assidu- 
ously observed upon the subject of Lord Ruthveu, and not aware 
of any uneasiness which could be produced by the words, h<3 said, 
" I have not seen you, Lady Ruthven, since ypur wedding-day ! It 
seems to me only yesterday; — anU yet I think two years have 
elapsed ! '* — Her cheek grew rather paler as she bowed assent. 
He continued unknowingly to wound her feelings : '^ I dp pot see 
Lord Ruthven in the company ! I hope he is well ! " " I Relieve ^ 
Frederick," she began, but that familiar name recalled too forcibly {» 
.the recollection of other days. She stopped, and blushed dfiep\j* \^ 
Immediately recovering herself, and observing the inquisitive (^ 
glances which were thrown' upon her, she continued with greater L 
composure j '' I believe I^ird Ruthvm is in Paris ! " Mprton'f i 
brow was flushed, but he said nothing ; the gentleman perceived | 
that he had done wrong, and w^s silent. ... 1 

In the course of the evening some of the young people pro- 
posed dancing. Lady Ruthven was asked to join them*. '' Iww) 
once very fond of dancing," she said, ** but 1 now prefer looking ,, 
on ! — beside," she added, " I am a married woman ! " andA.in ^^ 
beautiful smile with which $he spoke, you might almost read the 
happiness of a Bride ; but it vanished immediately. However, 
when she found that one was wanting to complete the set, sbe 
joined the dancers, and went through the quadrille widi elegaac^^ 
if not with animation. 
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Various subjects were afterwards discussed, and the Lady again 
conversed freely, — I had almost said cheerfully. The glow which 
ker face retain^ from dancing gave her an appearance of health ; 
and I heard Mrs. Mervyn remark to a friend, that she had not 
S8en her sister so well since her marriage. Her husband whis- 
pered to me, that appearances were not to be relied upon. At 
diat moment one of the ladies present made some allusion to 
the case of an intimate friend who had recently been separated 
from her husband, and indulged in some very bitter reflections on 
the conduct of the latter ; but immediately recollecting the simi- 
larity of the situation of her friend to that of Lady Ruthven, she 
stopped, and would willingly have recalled her expressions. It 
was now too late ; and Lady Ruthven listened and replied with a 
serenity which was astonishing. '^ In circumstances like these,'* 
she said, '^ there is commonly much to be repented of by both 
parties. Youth and inexperience are too prone to give and to 
l3Edce offence ; and even the calmest tempers are not always proof 
against the provocation of a hasty word; especially" (and she 
blushed slightly) ** where an union is founded on mutual affection, 
for a strong attachment has always in its composition something 
of jealousy ! Domestic differences generally arise from accidents 
so trivial in themselves, that, however wounding they may be to 
the feelings of the individuals concerned, they appear not a little 
ridiculous when published with comments and embellishments to 
the world. The less that is said of them the better." She paused, 
and looked as if she feared she had said too much. '* I biow of 
a case,'' said a low melancholy voice> *^ in which the repentance 
should be all on one side." It was Morton. He was quite ab- 
stracted from all considerations but one, and seemed hardly con- 
scious that he had given utterance to his thoughts. Lady Ruthven 
appeared as if she understood not the allusion, and the subject 
was dropped. Every one present, however, seemed too much 
interested to converse with freedom on any other, and the com- 
pany soon after separated. 

** She is more beautiful than ever," said Morton, as we left the 
house. What was the cause of this opinion? for the form of 
Lady Ruthven was too true a witness of the painful conflict her 
soul had endured. Her cheeks had lost their colour, and her eyes 
beamed with the light of serenity, but no longer sparkled with the 
rays of youth. Her present attractions were derived from other 
sources ; less striking to a transient spectator ; but less fallacious, 
and less evanescent. Morton had been accustomed to admire in 
Lady Ruthven the perpetual animation of her manner, the con- 
stant smilingness of her countenance ; the unceasing brilliancy of 
her wit. But the charm he had this night found in her behaviour 
Was greater than these ; it was " the Beauty of Holiness ! " 

^ o 
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Morton saw her no more. He left this country ohoictl; ^r- 
wardSy beiqg desired to travel for die benefit of his healljht Bvt 
his appearance on his departure plainly told me thattlM-end^iirov 
would be unavailing, '^ My friends/' said he^ as he left, me for 
the last time^ '' have long flattered themselves that I bavi^ b^n 
recovering^ and I have suffered them to believe so.; bul; ypuiaod 
I, my dear Courtenay ! always l<;new.that it would com^ to Ibis " 

Since his death a small collection o£ poems, vurittenby Um ftt 
different periods of his life> has beei^ put into, my: hands, wdhicbl 
shall insert, from time to time^ in " The Etonian/' witiittbe sigQa? 
ture of « E. M. " 

As for Mary, her health declined gradually^ but her fortitude 
continued unimpaired. The approaches of; the. diasolution to 
which she looked forward with more. of confidence than.of. alajm 
became rapid and apparent. My mother^ was. latterly much. with 
her, and I thus had frequ^it opportunities, of observkig hear tmnt 
quillity in sorrow, and her efforta. to hide the struggles^ bji whkh 
that tranquillity was produced. 

When her illness had come to sndi a height that ultimate recor 
very was impossible, it was judged proper that she should he made 
acquainted with her situation. Both her parents. had died.ahortly 
aftef her marriage, and she had few relations, ta leave behind her, 
save that sister who would not yet persuade herself that there wa« 
no hope. The probability of her speedy departure fixmi this, world 
was cautiously hinted to her : she received the intelligence as a 
thing which she had expected, and replied with a smile, '^ I have 
been long aware of this, my good friends; longer, perhaps^ than 
you yourselves have been ; and I am pleased that you do not so 
far suspect me of weakness as to withhold firom me the truth.'' 
She then desired her child to be brought to her ; and, taking fi'om 
her bookcase a small Bible, she showed to my mother the child's 
name written by Lord Ruthvenin a blank leaf: — ^* It was given to 
the child,'' she said, ^* by her father ; and I wished to put it into 
her hand myself before I left her motherless as well as fatherless." 
In that interview she instructed the child in a beautifully impres- 
sive manner upon the advantages to be derived from that book, 
and the duties which she owed to her father, whose gift it was, 
and concluded by repeating to her sister^ 

" Wat thou teach her to say * Father/ 
Thoagh she mast that name forego ? '' 

This was the only allusion that she was ever heard to make to her 
deserted condition. A few days previous to her death she ex- 
pressed a wish to see her husband once more ; and though there 
was little hope that his Lordship would arrive before her decease, 
a messenger was dispatched to request his immediate return. It 
is said that he was visibly and strongly agitated by this unaffected 
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summons ; but his behaviour, M^hen, upon his arrival, he found 
that she had expired a few hours before, had more the appearance 
of embarrassment than of eHnotioD. * 

When her death was only a few hours distant. Dr. Mervyn and 
another medital attendant supposed that she had fallen into that 
state of insensibility whidi firequently is the imifnediate forerunner 
of death, and were expressing Aetr pity for her misfortunes, and 
their detestation of Lord Ruthven's character, in the most unequi- 
vocal terms. But her reason was still firmer ^an they imagined^ 
*' Gentlemen," she said, with greater energy than she had exerted 
for many weeks, " your good sense should tell you that these ob- 
servations must not be made in the presence of Lady Ruthven." 

She left a letter, to my mothei^ which she had originally signed, 
I' Mary Fitzroy," but she iiad icoitected it to " Mary Ruthven," as 
if afraid of showing r^seatlkieht in death. Soon after writing it 
she breathed her last in the arms oF her sister. 

I know not whether this plain unvarnished tale is likely to inte- 
rest the majority of my readers, But for myself, who have been 
an eye-vvitness of the sufferings I relate^ (and God only knows how 
deep and how unmerited th<Me tntferings w^e), I am sure that I 
shall seldom reflect without a tfeai* upon the story of Mary Fitzroy. 

P. C. 
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** Thei e's not ft joy the wojrldl can rive, like that it takes away, 
When (be glow of eftrl^tfadu^hit declines in feeling's diiU decay.*'— Br ron. 

■ ' ' ^ ivoh 

THE VILLA6£ SCHOOLMISTRESS — THE VICAR — ELLEN. 

Scene of my t)est and brightest years ! 
Scene of my childhood^s joys and fears ! 
Again I gaze oh ,di6e at fast; 
And dreams of the forgotten past, 
Rob'd in the visionary hues 
That Memory flings on all she views. 
Come fleeting o'er me ! — ^I could look 
Unwearied on this babbling brook, . 
And lie beneath this aged oak. 
And listen to its raven's croak. 
And bound upon my native plain. 
Till Fancy made me Boy again\-^ 
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I could forget the pain and strife 

Of Manhood's dark deceitful life ; 

I could forget the ceaseless toil^ 

The hum of cities, and the coil 

That Interest flings upon our hearts. 

As Candour's faded glow departs ; — 

I could forget whatever care 

It has been mine to see or share. 

And be as playful and as wild 

As when — a dear and wayward child — 

I dwelt upon this fairy spot. 

All reckless of a bitterer lot. 

Then Glee was high, and on my tongue 

The happy laugh of folly hung, 

And Innocence lookM bright on Youth, 

And all was bliss, and all was truth. 

There is no change upon the scene. 
My native plain is gaily green. 
Yon oak still braves the wintry air. 
The raven is not silent there ; 
Beneath my foot the simple rill 
Flows on in noisy wildness still. 
Nature hath suffer'd no decay ; 
Her lordly children ! where are they ? 
Friends of my pure and sinless age. 
The good, the jocund, and the sage; 
Gone is the lignt your kindness shed. 
In silence have ye chang'd or fled ; 
Ye and your dwellings ! — ^yet I hear 
Your well-known voices in mme ear. 
And see your faces beaming round, 
like magic shades on haunted ground. 
Hark ! as they murmur down the dell, 
A lingering tale those voices tell ; 
And while they flit in vacant air 
A beauteous smile those faces wear. 
Alas ! I turn my dreaming eyes. 
The lovely vision fades and flies ; 

The tale is done — 

The smile is gone — 
I am a stranger, — and alone. 

Within yon humble cottage, where 
The fragrant woodbine scents the air. 
And the neat door looks fair to view. 
Seen througVi its \ea^j weroxe^ 
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The Matron of the Village School 
Maintained her ancient state and rule. 
The dame was rigid and severe. 
With much to love, but more to fear ^ 
She was my nurse in infancy ; 
And as I sat upon her knee. 
And listened to her stories, told 
In dialect of Doric mould. 
While wonders still on wonders grew, 
I marvell'd if the tale were true ; 
And all she said of valorous knight. 
And beauteous dame, and love, and fight. 
Enchanter fierce, and goblin sly. 
My childhood heard right greedily. 
At last the wand of magic broke. 
The tale was ended : and she spoke 
Of learning's everlasting well. 
And said '* I ought to learn to spell ;'' 
And then she talked of sound and sense ; 
Of verbs and adverbs, mood and tense ; 
And then she would vidth care disclose 
The treasured Primer's lettered rows ; 
Whereat my froward rage spoke out. 
In cry and passion, frown and pout. 
And with a sad and loathing look, 
I shrunk from that enchanted book. 

Oh! sweet were those utitntor'd years. 
Their joys and pains, their hopes and fears ; 
There was a freshness in them all 
Which we may taste, but not recall. 
No ! — Man must never more enjoy 
The thoughts, the passions of the boy. 
The aspirations high and bold. 
Unseen, unguided, uncontrolled ; 
The first ambition, and the pride^ 
That youthful bosonis feel and hide; 
The longings after manhood's sun. 
Which end in clouds as mine have done. 

In yonder neat abode, withdrawn 
From strangers by its humble lawn. 
Which the neat shrubbery enshrouds 
From scrutiny of passing crowds. 
The Pastor of the Village dwelt : 
To him with clasping hands I knelt. 
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When first ktt «80g|kltty li}^ to pray. 
My stepd to irrik'Sii wtoe's wny. 
My heart to hcmmirmnd to love 
The God^dttat tvMk ftvm dbfoire. 
He was a man of 4MNfaw8 ;— OMe 
Was seated on his Itonry hut. 
His cheek was colourless ; his brow 
Was furrowed o'er, as nme is aoW; 
His earliest youth 4iad fled in teans/ 
And grief was -on his closing years. 
But still he net, with soul resigned. 
The dlQr of ttiotnuing ; and his mind. 
Beneath its load of woe and piud. 
Might deeply feel> but not complain ; 
And Virtue o'er his fi^rehead's snows 
Had thrown an air of meek repo^. 
More lovely than the hues that streak 
The bloom of diildhobd'ji laughing cheek ; 
It see^M'to tell tfie hoty reist 
That win 'toot leave the righteous teeast> 
The truirt^One diat died to save. 
The hope tt^t looks beyond 1I16 grave. 
The calnt ^ miipretenduig wt>r^. 
The bliss-'-tlHit is not of the earth. 
And he would Mi^ ; Mit in his slbile 
Sadness weMd seem to IttA the while ; 
Child, as I was, I could not bear 
To kDelt'^pon that platcid air; 
I Mt tb6 tbaTHlrop m tnin^ e|ye. 
And wish'd te weep, ^nd knew m>t why. 



-J 



He had tm 'dftttght^^— Many yenrs 
Have fleeted o'er me, since my te^i^ 
Fell on that form of quiiet gra(se. 
That humble brow, ktid beauteMS fece. 
She parted fircM this world of iB 
When I w^ yet a ehild : but still. 
Until mine heart shall cease to beat. 
That i^ntenance so mildly sweet. 
That kind blue eye and golden hair. 
Eternally are graven Atere. 
I see her i^, as wheto she stood 
In the ripeUoom of womanhood ; 
Yet deigning, wheie I led, to stray, 
And mingle in my dddhood's play ; 
Or soug& my Father's dw^ittg-place« 
And clasp'd me mViei iondi em^oi^^s 
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A friend — whea I had noa© b^^idet ;^, v j' 



1 ■ . ' 

Poor Ellen ! she ia now (9^0^ » .". -^ 
Upon the hearths of thi$ 4ear ^pot tV 
And they, to, whom bdr bdupty emm^: :.. 
They, who would dviieU upoa hferrna(i^. 
With raptiur'd voice, aa;i£ they fpuud . < 
Hope, comfort, riohes> ia the^ souodi. - 
Have ceas'dito think how SUen ft&d^ 
Why should they sorrow foi) t^^fdeadf? 
Perhaps, around the festive bo«jpd> 
Some aged chroniclers record 
Her hopes, her virtues, and her tomb ; 
And then a sudden, silent gloom 
Creeps on the lips that smil'd before. 
And jest is still, and mirth is o'er. 
She was so beauteous in her dress 
Of unaffected loveliness. 
So bright, and so beneficent, 
That you might deem soine fairy'^senti 
To hush the helpless orphan's fears. 
And dry the widow's gushing t^ars. 
She mov'd in beauty, like the st^ 
That shed its lustre from afar. 
To tell the wisest on ^e^earth 
The tidings of a Saviour's birth ; 
So pure, so cheering was her ray — 
So quickly did it die away \ 

There came a dark infectious Pest, 
To break the hamlet's tranquil rest ^ 
It came — it breath'd on Ellen's fece ; 
And so she went to Death's embrace, 
A blooming and a sinlfess bride,— 
And how I knew not — ^but she died; 

I was the inmate of her home, 
And knew not why she did not come 
To cheer my melancholy mood ; 

¥er father wept in solitude ; 
he servants wore a look of woe. 
Their steps were soft, their whispers low ; 
And when I ask'd them why they sigh'd. 
They shook their heads, and turn'd aside. 
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I entered that forbidden room ! 

All things were still! — a deathlike gloom 

Stole on me, as I saw her lie 

In her white vest of puritj. 

She seem'd to smile f her lips were wet. 

The bloom was on her features yet : 

I look'd !— at first I thought she slept — 
But when her accents did not bless — 
And when her arms did not caress — 
And when I mark'd her quiet air. 
And saw tfiat soul W9C^ ivanting tliere 

I sat me on the ground, and wept ! 

P. M. W. 
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BONNET ON THE STATE OF SPAIN IN APRIL, 1820. 

I SAT, and bask'd me in the noontide sun. 
By Derwent's lovely water ; bright he shone, 
Tlie sun shone bright, but ever and anon 
Athwart his chariot's golden track did run 
Light fleeting clouds, then fled, as if to shun 
Th' insulted Monarch's ire : the first scarce gone. 
Sunward their brother clouds came trooping on. 
Like metaphysic fancies, one b^ one 
Crossing me clear orb of my mind. In Spain 
Thus civil strife to foreign war succeeds. 
And each extinguished feud its fellow breeds ; 
So Fate hath ordered, that in endless chain 
Effect from cause shall flow : but what will be 
The end of this, no mortal can foresee. 

Rydal Mount, 
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MARTIH STERLING ON PRINCIPLJS. 



Nod, u qaid tnrbida Roma 
£levet,acceda8 1 ezamenTe improbttm io illft 
CastigfM tnitiiift : iiac to fU^dedottrit etira, 

Pbri. 

The observation of the Roman Satirist^ which we have placed at 
tiie head of our Essay, may, with many odier passages of the like 
mature, be looked upon not less in a moral than in a literary 
point of view. TTie Poet is reprobating the conduct of those 
>B^ho form their opinion of letters, not from the suggestions of 
their own knowledge, but from the sentiments which they hear 
expressed around them ; who find fault with unpopular works, 
merely because they are unpopular ; and chime in with the taste 
of the day, merely because it is the taste of the day. The 
beautiful though somewhat forced metaphor, with which the 
passage concludes, strongly expresses the contempt which the 
author feels for those, who, receiving from the mouths of others 
the opinion which they ought to ground upon their own judg- 
ment, do, as it were, look abroad for themselves. How much 
more contemptible, and, alas ! how much more dangerous^ is diis 
system of compliance widi the will of the world, when it re- 
<]^uires, not merely a sacrifice of feeling or sound taste in cri- 
ticism, but a dereliction of principle or a neglect of religion. 
Yet we are so blind to the truths which are perpetually before 
our eyes, that when we find a person i:eady to confirm with his 
obedient ** Yes,'* the opinions of whoever may have been the 
last speaker on literary topics, we sneer at such a yielding spirit 
of servility ; while, on the other hand, when- we meet with the 
sycophant who is accustomed to square his ideas of morality 
according to the sentiments of the companion of the moment, 
such a character, so lost to all semblance of freedom and of self- 
respect, is too firequently past over without censure, and without 
disffust. 

Among the minor foibles of young men there are few for 
which we entertain a greater contempt than a needless affectation 
of singularity. However absurd the manners of the world may 
be, still, provided they are only manners, we would rather see a 
young man comply &ssiduously with them, than deviate assi- 
duously from them. Were we to visit Muscovy we would en-* 
deavour to eat caviare ; and were we to reside in Holland we would 
certainly Vt^dj High-Dutch. Btit a broad line of distmction 
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must be drawn between manners and morals. The flexibility 
which is advisable, or rather necessary, in the one case, is in the 
highest degree reprehensible in the other; and the unbending 
disposition, which is ridiculous and displeasing when it only in- 
fluences our manners, deserves the highest commendation when 
it acts as the safeguard of our morals. 

The way in which we are about to apply these observations, 
will not, we hope, induce our schoolfellows to suppose that we 
afl'ect any undue superiority over them, any self-assumed censor- 
ship with respect to their pleasures and pursuits ; still we trust 
they will not be offended with us for being sometimes serious, 
nor listen less willingly to the friendly suggestions of their equals, 
than to the more rigid admonitions of their Seniors. 

In a work undertaken solely with a view to their amusement 
and reputation, far be it from us to impute to them any want of 
principle, or any loose notions upon practical religion. But 
there is another fault, which, although it wears at first sight 
a less dangerous appearance, must ultimately tend to the 
same pernicious effect. We allude to that species of false shame 
which leads us to conceal the feelings of virtue, of which we are 
really sensible ; which disguises the existence of honourable sen- 
timents from the apprehension of ridicule ; and puts on the 
semblance of vicious habits from a wish for the applause of the 
unprincipled. When Vice clothes herself in the garments of 
Virtue, she sets an example of propriety to all who do not dis- 
cover the deceit ; but when Virtue goes abroad bearing the si- 
militude of Vice, she betrays her own cause, and misleads, by 
the veil which she throws over her good qualities, too many, who 
cannot perceive the purity which is beneath it. 

These, it is true, are general remarks, and, in common with all 
the plain truths of morahty, have occurred to the wise in very dis- 
tant ages. But they are more particularly appropriate when ad- 
dressed to the inmates of a public school. There it is too much 
the fashion to regulate conduct rather by the fear of ridicule 
than by the suggestions of honest integrity. It too frequently 
happens, that young men who have been educated with the most 
rigid attention to propriety, who have acquired the most correct 
ideas of right and wrong, and who would feel seriously hurt if 
the firmness of their belief were called in question, are notwith- 
standing ashamed to acknowledge that they are religious, and 
rather choose to appear before the world in the character of wild- 
ness and extravagance, not to use a harsher expression. They 
endeavour to persuade themselves, that if tn matters of serious 
importance they act in obedience to the dictates of conscience ; 
if diey take care to commit no great crime, to neglect no essen* 
tial duty ; — ^it then matters little what are the extemal^atures of 
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liiejr behaviour. They think themselves justified in dissembling 
tiieir virtue, provided they are not neglectful of its precepts. 

Alas ! this is a fatal mistake ! When v^e have once assumed the 
semblance of vice, it is difficult to confine ourselves to the sem- 
blance. Licentiousness of language leads, gradually, but cer- 
tainly, to irregularity of conduct ; and thenceforward we have put 
the stone in motion, and we know not how to stop its im- 
petuosity. 

But the pernicious consequences of this mode of conduct are 
not confined to ourselves. When we scrutinize our own hearts^ 
and search there for the motives of our actions, we are apt to 
deceive ourselves, and to rest satisfied with the performance of 
only half the duty of self-examination. We say to ourselves, 
** have we studied the observance of this precept ? have wp 
avoided the temptation to that crime ? " And it is well if these 
questions are satisfactorily answered. But this is not sufficient. 
We have an example to set to those around us ; we have to 
prove to them that the religion, which enabled the primitive 
Christians to brave the tortures of the stake and the wheel, is 
not in us to be shaken by a sneer or a sarcasm. We have to 
show that there is nothing beautiful in profaneness, nothing 
mean in piety ; that we are not time-servers in religion, nor 
ashamed of the Cross pf our Redeemer. 

The obligation of a public profession of their sentiments upon 
this point is more especially incumbent upon those, who, either by 
rank, or wealth, or any other circumstances, are placed in an 
exalted situation. The Peasant naturally loo4cs up to his Lord 
for the model of his conduct : the child naturally expects that his 
parents will lead him by the way in which he ought to tread. If 
we were not apprehensive of an imputation of presumption^ we 
would go on to recommend this trudi to the consideration of the 
senior members of our little world ; but they will no doubt per 
ceive the justness of the application, and be sensible, that although 
in the indulgence of a few trifling follies they may see no harm, so 
far as relates to themselves, they ought to pause before they take 
any step which may, in the smallest degree, influence the habits 
of those who, newly entering upon their course, watch the path 
of their predecessor, and expect from him information and 
support. 

'' Maxima debetar paero reverentia.'' 

We have seldom seen the danger of the falsie shame Mre have 
been describing more strongly exemplified than in the life of 
Lionel Vernon. It is a melancholy tale, and we^ cannot reflect 
without pain upon its concluding incidents; but if the reader is 
weary of the moralizing humour which we have been indulging 
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for a longer time than usual, be may not perhaps be unwillmg 
to accompany ua to something of a more interesting natui^. 

Lionel Vernon was the cmly son of a Clergyman residing k 
Cumberland. It was, perhaps, a fortunate circumstance for bin 
that his Mother died shortly after his birth ; for, as she wa9 of aa 
extravagant turn of mind, and carried her fondoeas for kr 
offspring almost to infatuation, her unblinking affection sugk 
probably have encouraged in him that love of show and disnpt- 
tion which the stronger attention of his Father ^aa unable eptirdf 
to aubdue. Lionel received an excellent education. Aa ti^t U 
expected by all who were acquainted with the strict cdiara^er of 
his Father, he was thoroughly instructed in the great prindijpha of 
religion; and the eager desu^ which he evinced for distanetjoa 
and fame was kept within proper bounds by the timely admoni- 
tion, that wealth, power, reputation, — -whatever this world COQ- 
tains of glorious and of great, — are nothing, if they must be attained 
by die sacrifice of a peaceful conscience. Ijonel wa« a veiy 
docile pupil. He had considerable genius and penetratioB, i 
very retentive memory, and invincible good-humour. Ai a child 
he was perfection itself in the eyes of the inhahitants of the 
village ; but his Father had discovered one fault in bis character, 
which, like some of the blemishes that show themsielves on the 
body, might spread its influence very widely, if not eradictted m 
early life. He had sudi an excessive vivacity of spirita, that he 
could not endure to spend one minute upon the attentive oon- 
aideration of any suggestion which was off^ed to him. In cob- 
aequence of this he was too apt to fall in vridi the ojpmioiis wUch 
others expressed; to comply indiscriminately with all that wai 
requested of him, and to resign his wishes, or even fail leason, to 
the control of his companions, in order to escape from ^uroes- 
sity of serious reflection. This unreasonable ncodbitity of temptt 
was early perceived and discouraged by his Father, and if not 
altogether corrected, it was at least partially checked. 

Having passed thi'ou§^ the \isual routine of a diild'a educatioa 
with unusual credit, Lionel was sent, in his twelfth year, to a puUic 
school. Previously to his first appearance upon a stage iriiere 
independence of character is so necessary, he received mack 
salutary advice upon various subject, but especially upon die 
one we have alluded to. " There is," said Mr. Vernon, '* a real 
good-nature, which is always subject to the control of reason; 
and there is a false good-nature, which is more firequendythe 
slave of momentaiy caprice. There is a proper submission to 
the customs of the world, which gives way only to its fashions ; 
and there is a false sense of shame, which complies also with its 
vices. Discrimination in both cases is necessary. Nature, Lionel, 
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%9 blMs^d . you with na exceUent judgment, and you have only 
> make use of it to become a good and great man," 

Lioael wa^ an affectionate son, and it was long before he 
otally forgot the lessons which he received at that parting. He 
et out in his career with the firmest resolutions to avoid every 
hing by which be might incur not only the guilt, but even the 
mputatioo, pf any impropriety* By degrees, however, as his 
tcquiMntance increased, and with it bis temptations, the good 
ntemions be bad formed began to relax somewhat of their 
Mriginal severity. He could not endure die ridicule of his asso^ 
:wUis.;.be was afraid to bring upon himself the opprobrium 
ftltiiched to a Saint or a Methodist; he began to think that, pro- 
vided the precepts of his religion were observed,, and his belief 
in it9 truth ummpaired, it was allowable in his external de- 
meanour to practise a few fediionable follies. While his private 
studies were diligent, and his secret devotion sincere, he con- 
ceived that it was pardonable to affect a look of inattention in 
•dbooU and an air of nonchalance in chapel ; and while his actions 
were entirely regulated by virtue, be cared not if his language 
was that of scepticism or infidelity. Possessed of exalted talents, 
he nuSexed himself to be swayed by those who were in every 
respect his inferiors : enjoying the clearest perception of what 
CMBght to be pursued or avoided, he suffered his discretion to be 
overpowered by motives calculated only for an influence upon 
the weakest minds. In a word, he laboured more to bide kis 
good qualifies beneath a surface of wildness, than the vicious 
have ever done to conceal real unworthiness beneath a mask of 
sanctity. He attained bis object; and, having spent six years 
with great eclat, so far as the pursuit of scholastic honours was 
coDcemed, took his departure, still full of sentiments of the purest 
nature, while be left behind a reputation for the most unprincipled 
immonlily. 

At the smne time, while we say that his heart was still unsullied 
by c^rime, that his sentiments were still those of religion, it must 
be confessed that long habits of irregularity had given him a pre- 
dilection for glitter and extravagance, and a distaste for whatever 
was tranquil and retired. Human passions had begun to mingle 
themselves even with his devotional exercises; and there was 
reason to fear that one, who, in obedience to the will of others, bad 
so readily assumed the appearance of sin, would suffer himself to 
be drawn by the same motives into the reality also. 

The first proof of the change which had taken place in his 
ideas was given in the choice of his profession. lie had been 
originally designed for the Church ; and, in his earlier years, had 
looked forward widi enthusiasm to the time which would enable 
him to undertake those duties, by the performance of which nis 
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fkther had made himself uniTersally respected. Since tiiat time, 
however, he had mixed with associates who thought differently, 
and had gradually learned to think differently himself. He had 
heard the clerical character frequently ridiculed ; and, while kb 
own opinion of its dignity and holiness remained unaltered, he 
dared not encounter the contempt in which he fancied it im 
held by the many. He remembered that one of his fashionable 
friends thought there was something very low in die emjdoymefll 
of writing sermons, and that another had discovered someAing 
irresistibly laughable in the exterior of a preacher's govm. For 
such reasons as these he finally abandoned all thoughts of tBidof 
orders ; and, after a lapse of some months, a commission in the 
Army was purchased for him. His Father had seen the destruc- 
tion of his favourite hope with the deepest regret, but had given 
up his opposition to the wishes of his son, when he perceived 
that it was fruitless. 

Good advice was again exerted, as they parted for the last 
time ; and again it produced a momentary effect. For a time 
the young officer preserved himself carefully from those excesses 
into which he had once fallen, and the commencement of his 
military life gave a fair promise that the follies of his youth 
would be redeemed by die virtues of his manhood. But hie 
inherent want of principle prevented him from keeping up his 
exertk>ns, when the immediate stimulus which had excited diem 
existed no longer. While his Father's countenance seemed still 
before him, wearing that benevolent smile which looked a bless- 
ing upon him as he left him; while his father's voice seemed still 
to sound in his ear, as when it spoke to him the encouragement 
and the admonition, which perhaps he might never hear from 
those revered lips again ; — so long was his strength of mind un- 
shaken and his confidence in Heaven unimpaired. But the 
derision of the companions who were around him^ and the 
temptation of the pleasures which were constantly before his 
eyes, by degrees overpowered the recoUecdon of a parent who 
was far removed from the object of his anxiety. Lionel soon 
began to give way to the arguments and solicitations of his 
friends : at first he imitated only their follies ; afterwards h^ 
learned to participate in their vices ; the compliance, which was 
at first only absurd, became in a short time criminal. In the 
mean time the compunction of unstifled conscience was carefully 
hidden, and the virtues which he still exercised in secret were 
concealed, as if he was ashamed of their practice. His warm 
imagination and ready command of wit made him the idol of the 
dissipated set into which he had thrown himself; the talents 
which he possessed were only exercised for the entertainment of 
the sensual and the profligate i from his enlivening sallies the 
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iall derived its animation, the Faro table its interest, the 
champagne its zest ; and he sought no higher reputation. 

-Once more he was roused from this slaveiy of the mind before 
te became finally its victim. He had sat virith a convivial party 
nuch later than usual ; and, rather than submit to the designa- 
ion of a milksop, had compelled himself to drink more wine 
ban his inclination prompted, or his constitution could bear. 
rhe young men of the party were all much inebriated, when the 
M>iiYersation turned upon die common-place topic of the neces- 
ities of youth, and the unreasonable frugality of old age. Lionel 
pok no part in the discussion ; his heart could not but remind 
lim at that moment that he had a Father whose every wish was 
:entred in him, who had attended to all his wants, and had been 
indulgent to all his foibles. He fell slowly into a mental reverie, 
EUid became inattentive to what was passing around him. Sud- 
denly he heard a toast given from &e chair, and received with 
rapturous plaudits : — " May the branches flourish when the root 
is under ground ! " He was struck with horror at the impious 
idea ; he looked round, and fancied that the eyes of the company 
were upon him ; he felt a detestation of their behaviour, yet hie 
dared not incur their ill opinion. An undefinable sensation of 
dread came over him as he lifted his glass from the table. 
At that moment a letter from the country was handed to him. 
It was in the hand-writing of his Father's Steward ; the paper 
was edged with a wide black border, and sealed with a black 
seal* He broke it with a hurried and desperate hand. His eye 
^anced at the first few lines, and they were sufficient. His 
Father had died that morning. He felt his senses fail him ; his 
eyes wandered, the paper dropped from his hold, and he was led 
from the room, conscious of nothing but that he was an Orphan, 
and that he deserved to be so. 

His agitation, joined to the intemperance of that fatal eveiling, 
produced an immediate illness ; in a few hours he was in a high 
fever. When, for the first time, he recovered in some measure 
his senses, and endeavoured to look back to the circumstances 
which had preceded his illness, he shuddered inwardly at the re- 
collection of the toast in which he had been about to join. ** That 
impious cup ! " he exclaimed, '* Thank God that I did not drink 
it! " and then the remembrance of what followed recurred to his 
mind, and he became again delirious. It would be needless to 
detail the progress of his disorder. His recovery was a long time 
retarded by the bitter reflections in which he indulged whenever 
he was visited by a gleam of reason. After a lapse of some 
months, however, his health was tolerably re-established, and he 
returned into life vrith a constitution unbroken by disease, but 
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with a gloom upon his spirits, which, apparentlj, no length of 
time would efface. 

It was impossible that, in this frame of mind, he coaM tetnn 
immediately to the haunts of profligacy, and to the society of die 
dissipated. His visits were confined to the intimate friends of hk 
Fadier, whose acquaintance he had neglected while etigaged in his 
thoughtless career. Here he found soorceft of enjoyment ^vUdi 
until now he had never known to exist. His taientd were im- 
proved by listening to the conversation of men of letters, and hit 
taste was refined by mingling in the society of amiable women. 
Innocence and peace began to return to his bosom, and his pro- 
spects in life again looked fair and flattering^ save when remorse 
brought past transactions before him, and clouded the sunshine 
of to-day by the recollection of yesterday's darkness. 

Among the persons at whose houses Lionel was most fre- 
quently a guest was a widow lady of the name of Herbert. She 
was a Frenchwoman by birth ; but had married an Englishman 
early in life, and since that time had resided principally in this 
country. Her husband was a mad of powerful talents and consi- 
derable attainments ; and left her at his decease possessed of a 
fortune, not indeed large, but amply suflScient for h^ retired 
manner of life. She haa a daughter in whose character the na- 
tural liveliness of her mother was beautifully united to the scien- 
tific habits of her father. At the period when Lionel was intro- 
duced to her, she was in her nineteenth year, very beautiful, and 
very amiable, as Lionel soon discovered, without appearing con- 
scious that she was either. Lionel in a short time became deeplj 
attached to her ; and the sincere passion which he felt occupied in a 
great measure his thoughts, and diverted them from the melan- 
choly channel in which they had been wont to run. It is not our 
intention to detail in this place the incidents of a love-suit, which, 
however interesting to lovers, are commonly very insipid to readers. 
Suffice it to say, that the affection which he felt was reciprocal ; 
and that, when a sufficient length of time had elapsed to persuade 
both ladies that his reformation was complete, and the only ob- 
stacle to their marriage was removed by his quitting the army, he 
was allowed to hope for a favourable result. T^e fortune of 
Louisa was small, but that of Lionel was independent. Their 
union was only delayed that Captain Herbert, the brother of 
Louisa, who was quartered with his regiment at some distance, 
might procure leave of absence, in order to be introduced to his 
future brother-in-law, and to be present at his wedding. 

Things were in this state when Lionel went into the country, 
to prepare his residence for their reception. As he wandered 
through the solitary rooms which he waD now about to inhabit for 
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the first time since the death of their beloved, owners a tfajousaad 
^ad reflections came across his mind, andbitfer repentante for<tbe 
past gave rise to good resolutions fcnr the future* < He'waii op^ 
pressed b^ the ideas which the scene recalled, aad althoughall 
ms affection for the spot, and all his veneration forits former 

Sosspssor, were at once revived^ he felt much relieved when be 
urried from the dwelling-place of his childhood, ^and ffom the re^ 
collections which the sight of it awakaied. . 

Upon his return he went immediately: to the house ojf' Mrs. 
Herbert, fie was informed that Captain Herbert had beeein 
town some da^/s ; . and while Louisa dwelt with enthusiasm upon 
the ^ood qualities of her brother, and the delight which she felt 
in bis return, he thought she had never looked so beautifuL He 
was invited t(> meet young Hubert on the evening of the next 
day, and left the house in unusually good spirits. 

As he walked towards his hotel he was met by Captain Grahame^ 
one of the dashing associates whose company lie had for some time 
carefully shunned. Upon the present occasion, however, it was 
impossible to avoid the usual salutations. After these had taken 

5llace, his friend indulged in many sarcastic, guesses at'his reasons 
or leaving the regiment, which Lionel listened to with a very ill 
grace. He assigned a thousand fictitious motives for his conduct { 
but his dread of ridicule prevented him from declaring that he had 
resolved to relinquish his former companions^ and to abandon bis 
former mode of life. Ultimately his friend desired him^ if his 
apostacy from all good-fellowship was not quite complete^ -to ak> 
company him to a neighbouring coffee-house, » where they wosM 
probably meet some of their old acquaintances^^ Lionel. com^ 
plied, inwardly determining that thjsr sykould be. tiie last timtoi be 
would give way to such solicitations; - Alas*! how frequently are 
sucb determinations made,' and how frequently are they made in 
vain. 

In ihe coffee-house they found,as they expected, severaljofficers 
of Lionel's regiment ; and, in the trifling, conversation which cbh 
sued, he forgot in a great measure his promises- of amendinenti 
The topic of marriage was discussedi and the usual commoBH 
place sarcasms upon ^e subject were repeated and received witb 
unanimous applause. This had lasted for some time; when one of 
the company observed, " We are wrong. Gentlemen, to indulge in 
these satirical reflections, when one of our number is so 'sbortly 
to be made a bridegroom.'' He was immediately overwhelmed 
with queries and conjectures, which he stopped < by desiring/all 
present '* to drink at their dubs that evening: the health of Mrs. 
Vernon." 

At the mention of that name, a young: officer, who bad been 
sitting unobserved at the other end of the. room, raised his eyes 

« Q 
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from the newspaper which he held in his hand^ and looked ear- 
nestly at the group. Finding himself noticed, he returned hastily to 
his reading, but appeared to listen attentively to what followed. 
The good-natured communicant unfolded to ms hearers, as fiir as 
he was able, the particulars of Lionel's amour, mixing from time 
to time various embellishments derived from his own invention. 
The Lady's name was given, her fortune guessed, her features 
described. Lionel, in Uie mean time, unable to braVe the stonn 
of prejudice and ridicule which he saw ready to break over his 
head, endeavoured to invalidate the spes^er's assertions. He 
confessed '' the girl was pretty ; he had admired her ; trifled 
with her occasionally ; possibly his attentions might have made 
her vain ; he might have mentioned marriage in jest — ^but for 
serious thoughts of it — ^impossible.'' By such expressions as 
these, he avoided an avowal of his actual intentions ; and 
chose rather to allow that he had sported with the feelings of a 
virtuous woman than to set himself in opposition to sentiments 
which he knew to be those of profligacv and libertinism* 

The party broke up. Lionel, widi his friend Captain Grahame, 
left the room the last of the company. As they were rising to 
retire, the young officer who had been sitting apart came up to 
them, and requested to be allowed to speak a few words widi 
Captain Vernon. After a short pause, he said, *' Mr. Vernon, I 
must request that you will immediately unsay the expressions 
you have used with regard to a lady who is very dear to me." 
The tone in which he spoke, although a little hurried, was low 
and composed ; but there was a sudden flush upon his cheek, 
and a slight quiver on his lip, that betrayed the 'deep emotion 
which he laboured to conceal. 

Lionel was thunderstruck. His first impulse was to confess 
at once 'that he had spoken thoughtlessly and inexcusably — ^that 
he saw his error and begged forgiveness for it. But the fear of 
appearing ridiculous or dastardly checked these honourable feel- 
ings ; and he was silent. His friend spoke for him. He de* 
manded to know ^* by what right a stranger remarked in this 
manner upon the language used by a gentleman among his m- 
timate friends — ^by what authority he assumed the character of a 
spy and a dictator?'* " Sir," resumed the stranger, " before a 
gentleman gives an unrestrained licence to his conversation in a 
public place, he should reflect that what he is about to say may 
possibly hurt the feelings of some individual present; I am 
neither a spy nor a dictator, but there are honourable motives 
which require my interference upon this occasion. I am the natural 
guardian of a woman whose equal you will not find among her 
sex. To you, Mr. Vernon, I need hardly add, that I am the 
brother of Louisa Herbert." 
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Again Lionel was almost irresistibly impelled to explain his 
error^ and to throw himself upon the generosity of the man he 
had offended. He was again interrupted by his companion, who 
replied^ in a tone of rising passion, *' I care not. Sir*, whose brother 
you may be, and not enjoymg the honour of a personal acquaint- 
ance, I am no Judge of the personal perfections of Louisa Her- 
bert; but as tne expressions you have used with regard to the 
language of my friend apply equally to my own, I must tell you 
that they are such as I cannot brook, and further — /* Here his 
speech was« cut short by their antagonist, who observed, with a 
calmness which was neither ruffled by passion nor by alarm, 
'^ the peculiar situation in which Mr^ Vernon is placed obliges 
me to repeat my request to him in the first instance ; at a pro- 
per time. Sir, I shall be at your service/' The genuine impulse 
of the heart had in Lionel's bosom given way to the influence of 
false shame. Should it be said that he had submitted to re- 
proaches which his friend thought himself obliged to resent ? — 
That Captain Grahame had risked his life in Lionel Vernon's 
quarrel? 

It was a moment of pain and delirium : he muttered a few 
words expressing that the affront was addressed to him only, and 
that it became his duty to resent it. He paused and was sorry 
for what he had said ; but he believed it was too late to retrieve 
his error. What remained was soon decided ; seven o'clock the 
next morning was named as the time of their meeting : and they 
separated. Such was the origin of a dispute upon whose issue 
two valuable lives were to be hazarded. 

Lionel returned to his hotel, and spent some time in solitude 
before he could rightly collect his ideas, and consider the situation 
in which he was placed. But then what agonizing reflections pre- 
sented themselves ! He thought of the memory of his Father, of 
the doctrines he had inculcated, of the manner in which they had 
been neglected. He pictured to himself Louisa weeping for die 
fate of her Brother, and endeavouring to invoke justice upon his 
destroyer. When he strove to avoid these melancholy visions, 
and to seek consolation in that religion of which he had been 
ashamed to profess himself a servant, he remembered the hand 
which had written, *' Thou shalt do no murder 1"^ and the lips 
which had said, " Agree with thine adversary quickly ! " Nignt 
came and brought no rest. How full of horror was its darkness ! 
The morning dawned brightly, and Captain Grahame arrived to 
summon him to the place of rendezvous. Herbert was there 
before him. He was attended by an old military man, who came 
immediately to Lionel, and expressing his regret for the occasion 
which brought him to that spot, begged to know if there was no 
way yet open for reconciliation. Lionel seemed again disposed. 

^ Q ^ 
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to ACt under the influence of proper feeing. ^ Conrider, 1^ 
Lionel,'' whiBpered his second, ^* what wfll the world say !" The 1 ^ 
loomentury impulse was subdued. The old officer was repidsed p 
with a cold reply* Their, stations were taken in sileiiee. Tkej y 
fired together, and Lionel Cell. ' ^ 

The surgeon who was in attendance hastened to the spst 
The unfortunale youth still lived, but the wound was mcwtal. He 
•was conveyed to a neighbouring cottage, where be expired in a 
few hours. Previously to this he shook hands with his aati^onist, 
.and appeared to join mentally in prayer, but preserved an on- 
.iKoken silence. 

It is time for us to close the scene. Louisa is now the imsate of 
m reUgious house in the south of Fran<;e : for Lionel, ^ he rests io 
the aieep of death, despised by the many who only saw in him the 
thoughtless, the hasty, and the extravagant ; but ideeply lamented 
by the few who knew him as the warm, the generous, and the af- 
fectionate. Let his faults sleep with him, or be only remembered 
that they may warn the inexperienced to acquire fixed • principles, 
and to avoid a temporizing morality ; to conceal no feelings, but 
Itfaose of guilt, and to assume the appearance of no sentimoits, 
firom the actual existence of which they wov^d recoiL 

4l. s. 
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G0X4GQTLTS LETTER OF C0ND0l4BNC^ 

Jamutry 8, 1821. 

Mt Dear Courtenay, — I cannot think how thatfpoor 
WTetch Swinburne could contrive to invent so many imag^gyy.^yi. 
series in the Christmas Holidays. For my own, part, I have.ab- 
solutely been trying to discover, or rather verify, some of themb; 
my own experience, and, as I have hew. totally unable, I shall 1^ 
cruel enough to accuse him of being the sole cause pf all his unhfp- 

Jiness. Well, let him rest for a melancholy moping sort pf b^ing. 
only hope that he will not send^ and that you will not publish, 
any more of his complaints ; indeed I am heartily sorry that, I did 
not join my vote to Oakley's for the expulsion of the first,, for I 
hear them abused wherever I go ; and, with all his affected love 
for' Eton, people ought not to know, as I never did before,, that 
there was such a kind of person there. I think you might describe 
vour sorrows with much greater justice ; for I conclude that ypu 
nave been writing all you can^ and revising all you have had in the 
way of contributions, which, 1 should think, was little enough. 
What could have induced you to promise an '' Etonian'' for the 
1st of Januairy? You will never be .able to do imy. thing Mrithpvt 
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:the rc^^ar meetiDgs of the' Club^ and the inspiring Miictioa* of the 
Privy Coundl • I do not) kilow how you will < be, able to appease 
ihis Majesty^ or, Messrs. Knight and « Warren: ; but 'When it does 
come out, whidh, it as d^outlyto be hoped> will happen by the 
^lat of February, do not Jet us hear any thing about ^' unavoidable 
^fldJays^'^ ^^UIducky accidents/' '^ unforeseen circumstances/' and 
.; 8udi4ike flummery ; but tell the pl^in- honest' truth-«^that the boys 
/WAidd jaotmrite when they- could' amuse themselves better; and I 
:jam.8ui;e all charitable people will pardoii youmuch sooner than if 
tym had filled a page wkh the most elaborate excuses. However^ 
ime sbM soon come > together, and then we shall see what can be 
•4oae to^et this diilatory publication on its legs again. 

WcUy^I think by this tmie I have prosed quite long enou^h^aod 

probably.youvwill think so too, considering that you have been the 

^#bject •£ the attack. But prithee, good Peregrine, Uke Ul tbis' in 

good part ; and now you shall be refreshed a little by the opinions 

of jdlthe erudite company I have lately met^ respectmg the merits 

•:o£ou^ ,coB)fi|iBt labours. 

I In the.first place, you must know that I came to Mr. Seymour's 

^le aeoond week in the Holidays, and have remained here ever 

.innee; .and, as niy visit is pretty nearly elapsed,! take ^e first 

opportumty of recording and collecting the precious observations. 

Jest they drop from my memory in the interval before I see you. 

Nttw the good people, many of them old 'Rawsdou' Court ac- 
•^aintancesihave only read the two first Numbers, which is a very 
jhappy thing. These, indeed, I sent them, and their curiosity has 
not led them to inquire after the third ; so that, at pres^it, I can- 
..not be .accused of putting them in print. If I were> I- shoidd un- 
doidM3edly transfer the blame to Rowley, as it is ten tcvone if any 
vb£them remember the signature. 

Tp begin systematically, — I was asked by some person, '' Pray^ 
Sir, caayou inform me what was the origin of ' The Etonian^ V " For 
this'lveferred him to the First Number, and advised him strongly 
,to. purchase it, as indeed I did every one else. Shortly afterwanls 
be said, " And may I ask what may be the end of it f '* *' Oh ! " 
replied I, " it is quite out of my power to tell you ; but I hope it 
ia as far off as possible/' You will excuse my pun, the more so 
4UI I tdl itmyself; — but, apropos, to speak seriously, I sat one 
day at dinner next to my old fnend and nomenclator, Mr. Ormsby, 
who condemned most unequivocally our general levity, our innu- 
merable puns, unnatural double entendres, and the like, evidently 
not flowing from the momentary wit and impulse of the author, 
bat introduced by clumsy and deliberate mechanism. By way of 
example, he fell most fiercely upon '' Lovers' Vows ;" and I assure 
you I had great difiiculty in somewhat alleviating his objections, 
which. I -waa the more anxious to do, as the article was a %c««l€!&.- 



904 GoBghtly's Letter of CandoUnee. [No. 4. 

vourite of mioe. '* Why/' said he, " why do you not rouse ihst 
Martin Sterling of yours from his lethargy f He seems to be a 
boy of sound steady talents, and would give a weight and decided 
principle to your work, in which it is sadly cbficient/' 

I fully coincided in some of his opinions ; informed him tbt 
die obnoxious jnifis were greatly removed from the Third Number, 
and that we intended in the Fourth to bring forward an excelleiit 
production of his favourite, upon ^'Principle ;*' and another, eaasDy 
good, of your own, upon •' Silent Sorrow." By the bye, why sbooU 
you hoard up such a number of good articles after they have been 
given notice of and formally acknowledged i By all means give 
them insertion as speedily as possible* For instance,— M'Fsf 
lane's ** Bogle of Anneslie;" " The Genius of iElschylus con- 
trasted with that of Sophocles ;*' '' Steriing's Review of the pnh 
sent state of Literature at Eton ;" '* Le Blanc's Castles in the 
Air," 8cc. 8cc. 

The punch-bowl, and Sir Thomas Nesbit's wann and constant 
praises of porter, and Musgrave's " vehicular metaphors^ ** have 
given serious alarm to many sober and well minded people in 
diis vicinity ; insomuch so, that I really believe they conmder onr 
respectable Club, with the exception of yourself, Mon^omeiy, 
. Sterling, and Le Blanc, as little better than a collection of 
topers, coachmen, and such-like characters ; indeed, I have some 
trouble in persuading them that Musgrave has left off drivmg, 
and that I have not been called to the honourable office of pun<£- 
maker since the second meeting ; all the rest having been totally 
on business. 

A valiant old Wykehamist, who was no other than, our friend 
Mr. Thompson, attacked me most violently for libelling his 
favourite school ; and moreover accused us of ignorance, certainly 
not without a cause, for it seems we have been guilty of the grand 
mistake of spelling his Founder's name with an i instead of a y* 
Moreover, he launched out into a violent Philippic against me 
laxity of Eton discipline ; which he instanced by their permitting 
such a foolish Publication to continue. *' We manage those 
things better at Winchester,'* said he, '' at least we did so when I 
was there. The boys had too much to do to think of scribbling 
for aQiusement's sake. Latin and Greek are what you are -sent 
to learn ; and if you do them well it is quite sufficient. This 
meddling with English must take away from your attention to 
your studies, and does you neither good nor credit, I can assure 
you.'' 

This was all very disagreeable and very annoying to me ; but I 
knew he was rather fretful in his temper ; and, as he was old and 
I young, it did not become me, even if I had been inclined, te 
answer him. The most difficult opponent I engaged with was a 
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youn^ Lady^ who complained of our having taken unpardonable 
liberties in our observations on female characters in sundry parts 
of our Publication — adding vtrithal this pithy quotation — 

" The proper study of mankind is man/* 
1 defended myself as well as I could, and promised that we 
would be more circumspect for the future. Surely she could not 
say that men escaped with impunity. 

Can you believe that» after our solenm asseveration and evi- 
dent disclosure an our Second Number^ there are still people 
wicked enough to suppose that the dreadful conspiracy against 
our fame, our honour, our best interests, never m reality ex- 
isted? This really provoked me greatly; I assured them, I 
protested, I proceeded to appeal, but all in vain ; they still re- 
mained incredulous. Some means must be adopted against the 
offenders, and then there is some chance of these cavillers being 
satisfied. 

One day I was terribly annoyed by a gentleman arrived fresh 
from London, who, on being introduced to me as an Etonian, 
begged to know if I was the Golightly who cut such a con- 
spicuous figure in " The Etonian." I confessed that I was ; 
looking miserably ashamed the whole time. I longed to be 
Oakley, to have a *' No'* at the tip of my tongue. " Well,*' said 
he, " I can hardly believe you ; for on my going to Warren's to 
inquire after the Fourth Number the other day, I was credibly 
informed that a son of Mr. Sergeant Raide was the principal 
Manager, and that the Club, punch-bowl, &c. were all ideal. I 
was violently alarmed during the whole of this speech, lest he 
should blunder upon '' Rawsdon Court ;'' so I lost no time in 
setting him rights and afterwards discovered, to my great com- 
fort, that he was an entire stranger, and neither knew Rawsdon 
Court, nor its inhabitants. 

I have borne all these trials and torments with incredible 
patience; but that you, my dear Peregrine, should be mistaken 
for this Raide, when we all know that there is no such boy in 
the School, is too provoking to be ludicrous. * 

I find myself beginning to be in a passion ; so, with my best 
wishes for the speedy appearance of No. IV., remain. 

Your Majesty's most loyal 
and devoted servant, 

F. G. 

P. S. I inclose you a few stanzas, which perhaps may serve to 
fill up a vacant space in one of your Numbers. I am going to 
my uncle's in Wiltshire, on Wednesday, for three or four days ; 
I am invited to a delightful party there, and I will send you an 
account of it. — Direct to me, at Henry Peak's, Esq., Burbage- 
Hall, near Salisbury. 
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Ta MI88 F. HARftlSON. 

Oh lady» since I'n&iist awat" 

From this gay scene of pleasure. 
To tbee I leave this idle Iky, 

Despbe not thou the measure. 
And'though no treasured pledge bear I' 

Of Rawsdon to remind me. 
My heart will s6nietiines Ureadk k sigh 

To those I leave behiiid^me. 

I' boast not, I, a love-siek broW, 
Nor breast of burning anguish ; 

The merry Muse that greets tUte now 
Was never formed to languish. 

Bul^ though niy heart i^ light' and free, 
Froiii belle to belle ai r6vei-; 

Yet deem the bard aYHeTK^ tb thee, 
* Who is' to rione a loVer. 

Let slid' Montgomery %eep and wtiine 

To Caroline or Chl6e; 
And swear Acir blue eye^ are divine. 

Their bosoms soft and siioxfry ; 
That gehily oneadi iVory brow 

Tlie flaxen curi' reposes. 
That on their lips ^twin cherried grow. 

And lilies deck their noses. 

« 

I hate the mawkish eye of lAue, 

That stkres as if 'twere sleeping. 
That ne'er the beams of^ laughter knew. 

And seems" too cold for weeping. 
I n^'er have admiration known' 

For those insipid Misses, 
Whose lips have cold and pouting grown 

Beneath love's burning kisses. 

Give me the laughing, bright, fAatk'eye, 
That swims beneath the lashe^i 

Through whioh^the soul beaoU^momeiitly 
bi fifty thoutfmid flashes. 
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Give me the wild and liquid glance. 

With love's own lustre bright'ning. 
That flings o'er all the countenance 

The heart's etherial lightning. 

Oh, Rawsdon's belles are wondrous fair! .* ■ 

Their eyes ! — oh ! Venus lights them ; »K 

Cupid lies tangled in their hair. 

And curst be he who slights them. 
But when from this gay scene I'm gone. 

Through classic groves to wander. 
At Rawsdon I shall leave but one 

On whom my heart will ponder. 

Then, lady, take this parting strain, 

And think on him who sends it ; 
The subject of my verse, 'tis plain. 

And not the style, commends it. 
Scorn not such weak and careless song. 

But deem it gay and sprightly ; 
And sometimes, 'midst this courtly throng 

Remember 

F. GOLIGHTLY, 

twsdon Court, November 29, 1820. 



ON COLERIDGE'S POETRY. 

To Richard Hodgson, Secretary, 8^c. 

[y dear Hodgson, — From my avowed poeticd predilec- 
3, you will not be surprised at my troubling you with another 
mpt to advocate the merits of the objects of them ; and it 
Id seem that the transition from Wordsworth to Coleridge is 
I a natural and convenient one, considering the early and 
nate communion that has existed between them^ that the 
ks of either are so mutually impregnated with the spirit of 
other, and that in short there is so much of Wordsworth in 
eridge, and so much of Coleridge in Wordsworth. It is not, 
ever, my place or my intention to consider Coleridge in the 
racter in which for some years past he has chosen exclusively 
ppear ; nor will I presume either to accuse or lament, much 
to rail at, what many have and many will term a \kSie\ft,%% 

2 R 



308 On Coieridge^s Poeiry. [No. 4. 

waste of learning and talent, or at least a wilful penrersion of 
intellect, which might have spread its genial and restorative in- 
fluences over the whole extent of polite literature, politics^ and 
theology. To deny that in ** The Fnend" is displayed great erudi- 
tion, brilliant talent, much occasional pathos, and not seldom the 
very highest inventive and exploring endrgy in the obscure region 
of Metaphysics, woald simply show that die person who so 
denied the existence of these qualitictt was kicapable of feeling 
their power. But a>ncedin|^ this, as I do most cordially, yet let 
me question vvhether a large share of ** The Friend'' and of the 
first '' Lay Sermon^' must not for ever be, for any purposes of 
practical advancement in the stody of the mindy a mere vox et 
pneierea nihil; and this not only to the *' general,'' or operatioes, 
as they are called, but even to that sum total of speculative 
minds, who, by the Philosopher's own system^ are to be the 
media, through which the original rays of light, springing from 
that system, may be transmitted and cfcattered over the nations. 
The substance of this objection ha», .1 am aware, been often 
urged before ; and Mr. Coleridge has, in his *' Friend" and else- 
where, repeatedly put in his answer ; — ^that his subject is the 
most profound and abstruse to which we can apply ourselves ; 
that to make an actual advance in it requires new modes of think- 
ing, new modes of expression in the author, and a corresponding 
effort in the reader, to follow him ; that the present age especially 
is overrun with the plague of superficial education ; and diat, 
abstractedly considered, the attempts to popularize learning and 
philosophy must end in the plebeification of knowledge ! Be it 
so : — I am as far from being Ratified at the notion of a 
" Reading Public" as Mr. Colendge can be ; and I perfectly 
detest the whole system so much in fashion now of makmg 
easy what ought not to be learnt without some difiiculty ; for 
examples of which precious practice take, " The History of 
England made perfectly easy to Children, in a series of Maps ;** 
** The System of Litmaeus rendered intelligible to Young Ladies, 
in a series of Questions and Answers ;" nay, very lately, " The 
Whole Duty of a Christian Exemplified — by a Pack of Cards ;" 
which last I suppose is meant, amongst other Christian duties, to 
inculcate the use and practice of Gambling ! But then assuredly 
there is another extreme ; and, if Mr. Coleridge has fallen into 
it, perhaps it was the natural effect of the re-action of his mind 
occasioned by these convictioiis ; — but that there is such an ex- 
treme who will deny? — and that the first volume of the ** Bio- 
graphia Litteraria" can show some specimens of it, perhaps not 
many will be found hardy enough to dispute. Lord Bacon and 
Sir Isaac Newton both made as great advances in the knowledge 
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of Mind imi Nature as any two men that ever lived f ]Fel bMh 
have, I apprehend, been understood, and both acted upon j'^^-ibilt 
where are we to find in Mr. Coleridge's pfailosopby that sodid^ 
sensible ground, upon \«4iick we may venture to build up an 
abiding-place for our doubts and our desires? I do not sffinn 
that this whole system of commingled Platonism, Kantism^ and 
Christianism may not be true ; but I do ajSirm, and I fear not 
contradiction, &at it will never be useful. Perhaps if '* The Friend *' 
live so long, — and I do not fear its dying,-^in die ti^n£»ceiid> 
ent illumination of the Earthly Millennium its doctrines vrill be 
recognized, and its conjectures realized ; but till that hapf^ 
period in the Latt^ Days, while we are still perplexed wim 
doubts and fears, and our minds bedimmed with passion aad 
prejudice ; whilst we persist in demanding plain reason for what 
we are to believe from men, and will not place that Faith in 
mortal ingenuity which we rest alone in Omnipotent Wisdom; so 
long, metiiinks, will ^* The Friend" be the dark seer of an 
unknown land; so long will he sit enshrouded in his cloudy 
tabernacle, possessed, Cassandra-like, by a Spirit, which may 
denounce or may teach, but whose denunciations or whose teach- 
ings will be disregarded, be pitied, or be unnoticed by all. 

But it is high time to turn to the particular subject of this 
Letter; from which, indeed, I should not have so long abstained, 
had I not thought a cursory mention of Mr. Coleridge's philo- 
sophical pretensions interesting, if not necessary, in a complete 
view of die productions of his Genius. And, for my own part, 
I confess I have never felt my regret at his present exclusive 
pursuit of undefinable mysticism so vivid, as when I have been . 
charmed, tranquillized, and thrown into delicious musings, by the 
perusal of his exquisite Poems. These last have fared, with a 
few very splendid exceptions, much in the same manner as those 
of Wordsworth ; and, to solicit for them a candid examination, is, 
I am conscious, to ask what will hardly 'be granted by the obdu- 
rate and almost malicious prejudices of many people. And yet, 
notwithstanding this general neglect or contempt, I declare it as 
my settled opinion, which has not been formed hastily, or without 
previous acquaintance with his all-praised contemporaries, that 
m many very most important respects, in a transparency of 
genius, a purity of conception, a matchless ear, and splendor of 
diction, Mr. Coleridge is not only equal, but once and again 
superior to all of them put together. With the same continual 
working of the soul upon its own energies, which is 90 con- 
spicuous in Wordsworth, he is less abstracted and ideal ; not so 
philosophically sublime, he is more humanly passionate ; not so 
anatomizing, if I may so speak, in the operations of the healrt 

2 R 1 
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and the mind, he is more diffused, more comprehensive. From 
the natural bent of his genius there is a tendency to the strange, 
the wild, and mysterious ; which, though intolerable in the cool 

Eursuit of Truth, is yet oftentimes the fruitful parent of the very 
ighest Poetry. To this he adds a power of language truly 
wonderful, more romantically splendid than Wordsworth's, and 
more flexible and melodious than that of Southey. Indeed his 
excellence is so great in this particular, that in my judgment 
many finished specimens of perfect harmony of thought, passion, 
measure, and rhyme, may be selected from his Poems, which will 
hardly yield the palm to the most celebrated passages in Spenser, 
Shakspeare, or Milton. I shall quote an instance or two of this, 
when I come to speak more particularly of his Love Poetry. In 
the mean time, to give those who may be strangers to Mr. 
Coleridge's powers an idea of what he once could perform, and 
at the same moment to display that high and bright mysterious- 
ness so peculiar to him, couched in what appears to me very 
beautiful numbers, I will present you with a view of his '' Ode 
on the Departing Year." 

*' Spirit who sweepest the wild Harp of Time ! 
It is most hard, with an untroubled ear 
Thy dark inwoven harmonies to hear ! 
Tet, mine eye fixt on Heaven's unchanging clime. 
Long had I listened, free from mortal fear. 
With inward stillness, and submitted mind ; 
When lo ! its folds far waving on the wind, 
f. saw the train of the Departing Year ! 
Starting from my silent sachiess, 
Then with no unholy madness. 
Ere yet the entered cloud foreclosed my sight, 
I rais'd the impetuous song, and solemnized his flight.'^ 

Then follows a very fine invocation to all Nature to suspend 
its woes and joys for a season — then a vivid description of the 
war incidents of the Year ; — after which comes the Vision : — 



'' Departing Year ! 'twas on no earthly shore 

My soal beheld thy vision ! Where alone, 

Voiceless and stern, before the cloudy throne, 
Aye Memory sits : thy robe inscribed with gore. 
With many an imaginable groan 

Thou storied'st thy sad hours ! Silence ensued, 

Deep silence o'er the etherial multitude. 
Whose locks with wreaths, whose wreaths with glories shone. 
Then, his eye wild ardours glancing, 
From the choired gods advancing. 
The Spirit of the Earth made reverence meet, 
And stood up, beautiful, before the cloudy seat. 
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V. 

*^ Throogbout the blissfal tbrongi 
Hash'd were barp and song : 
Till wheeling round tbe tbrone tbe Lampads Seven, 
(Tbe mystic Words of Heayen) 
Permissive signal make ; 
Tbe fervent Spirit bow'd, tben spread bis wings and spake I 
' Tbou in stormy blackness throning 

Love and uncreated Light, 
By the Earth's unsolaced groaning. 
Seize thy terrors, Arm of might!''' 

lo on for many lines ; imprecating, in an impassioned style, 
ngeance of God upon the tyrannies and bloodthirsty per- 
ons of the Great Ones of this Earth. The Vision is 



VI. 

'< Tbe voice had ceased, tbe vision fled ; 
Yet still I gasp'd and reel'd with dread. 
And ever, when tbe dream of night 
Renews the phantom to my sight. 
Cold sweat-drops gather on my limbs ; 

My ears throb hot ; my eye-baJls start ; 
My brain with horrid tnmult swims ; 

Wild is tbe tempest of my heart; 
And my thick and straggling breath 
Imitates tbe toil of death ! " 



;er this a burst of affectionate, enthusiasm for his country 
ils over his settled conviction of her guilt and impending 
shment : — 

VII. 

" Not yet enslav'd, not wholly vile, 
O Albion ? O my mother Isle ! 
Thy valleys, fair as Eden's bowers, 
Glitter green with sunny showers ; 
Thy grassy uplands' gentle swells 

Echo to tbe bleat of flocks ; 
(Those grassy hills, those glitt'ring dells 

Proudly ramparted with rocks) 
And Ocean 'mid bis uproar wild 
Speaks safety to bis Island-Child ! 
Hence, for many a fearless age. 

Has social Quiet lov'd thy shore ;. 
Nor ever proud Invader's rage. 
Or sack'd thy towers, or stain'd thy fields with gore." 

I the prophecy of the Destruction that is to ensue ; and the 
concludes with his OM^n feelings and prayers. 



^^ 
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VUI. 

^ Abandoned of Hearen ! mad ATaiice Ay pdde. 
At cowardly distance, yet IdndHjig^ with pride — 
'Mid tliy herds and llrr coni-tields seeure thoabast stood, 
And join'd the wild yeiliiif of Pamiiie and Blood ! 
The nations cnrse tbee, and with eager wondering 

Sball bear Dettmction, like a Toltare, scream ! 

Strange-eyed Destruction ! wbo with many a dream 
• Of central fires throogh nether seas ap-thontf'ring 

Soothes her fierce solitude ; yet as she lies 
By livid fount, or red rolcanie stream. 

If erer to her lidless dragon-c^es, 

O Albton f thy predestia'd rains rise. 
The fiend-hag on her perilous oouch doth leap. 
If uttering distempered triumph in her charmed sleep. 

EX. 

Away, my soul, away ! 
In Tain, in Tain the Birds of warning sing— 
And harl^ ! I hear the famished brood of prey 
Flap their lank pennons on the groaning wind I 
Away, my soul, away I 
I, unpartaking of the eTiI thing. 
With daily prayer and daily toil 
Soliciting for food my scanty soil. 
Have wailed my conntiy with a loud IiamoBt. 
Now I recenter mr immortal mind 

In the deep sabbath of aaeek self-content ; 
Cleans'd from the Taporoos passions that bedim 
God's Image, sister of the Seraphim.'' 

The disposition to die mysterious and pretematoral, which 
I remarked above as constituting a very principal moving spring 
in almost all Mr.^Coleridge's writmgs, is nowhere more absolutely 
developed, pr more splendidly arrayed^ than in the '* Rime of the 
Ancient Mariner.'' This is one of the best known and most ad- 
mired of his poems ; and certainly, in whatever light it is viewed, 
in whatever temper it is read, it must be allowed to be a most 
singular and astonishing work, both in conception and execution. 
I have quoted largely already, yet I cannot refrain from giving a 
stanza or two of this wonder of Poetry : — 

** The moving Moon went np the sky, 
And nowhere did abide: 
Softly she was going vp. 

And a star or two beside. 

* 

Her beams bemockM the sultry main. 
Like April boar-frost spread : 
Bat where the ship's huge shadow li|y. 
The charmed water barnt alway 
A still and awful red. 
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Bojood the shadow of the ship 

I watched the water-snakes : 

Hiey moved in tracks of shining: white, 

And whfen they reared, the elfish light 

Fell off in hoary flakes. 

Within the shadow of the ship 

I watch'd their rich attire : 

Bloe, glossy green, and velyet black, , 

They coiled and swam ; and every trad^ 

Was a flash of golden fire. 

happy living things ! no tongue 
Their beaoty might declare : 

A spring of love g^nshed from my heart, 

And I blesaed them unaware ! 

« « « « « 

Around, around, flew each sweet sound. 
Then darted to the Sun : 
Slowly the sounds oarae baok again, 
Kow mixed, now one by one. 

Sometimes a-droppin^ from the sky 

1 heard the sky-lark smg: 
Sometimes all little birds that are. 
How they seem'd to fill the sea and air 
With their sweet jargoning! 

And now ^twas like all instruments, 
Now like a lonely flate ; 
And now it is an angel's song. 
That maikes the Heavens be mute. 

•It ceased ; yet still the sails made on 
A pleasant noise till noon, 
A noise like of a hidden brook 
Iq tiie leafy month of June, 
That to the sleeping woods all night 

Siogetiba quietiuBe.'' 

« « « « » 

ut notwithstanding the striking success and perfect originality 
lis compositions in ttie manner of tlie poem quoted above, 
the whole pervading spirit of the " Christabel,'* that un- 
ly-vilified fragment, is mtensely the same with that of the 
ncient Mariner;") and not forgetting either the energy, the 
natic excellence, and splendor of the " Remorse,'* or the softer 
more fanciful elegance of '* Zapolya,'* — yet it is in his Love 
;ms that the genius of Coleridge is poured forth in a more pe- 
ar and undivided stream. As a Love Poet he is strictly and 
usively original, or if that be not possible for any one in 
e latter days, yet indisputably the most genuine and 
inal writer that has existed since the times of *' Romeo and 
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Juliet.'* It is to his amatory Poetry that I would particularly 
call the attention of a young or old lover of the Muse; to 
the one it will seem bright and prospective, to the other gentle 
and contemplative ; and, indeed, this portion of his works has 
been acknowledged to be excellent, even by those who have 
affected to despise his other productions. Assuredly no one 
who had any regard for his own reputation as a critic would for- 
bear praising such Poems a3 those called " Love" and the "Cir- 
cassian Love-Chaunt ; " but I cannot think that they have been 
sufficiently admired, nor their essential distinctive principles tho- 
roughly examined. None of the Love Poetry of the present day 
can, to my mind, be for an instant compared to them in any one 
particular. The love of Lord Byron is the love, — if we may so 
degrade that term, — of a Turkish Sultan, revelling in the indiscri- 
minate obedience of a haram of slaves ; perilously, indeed, alive to 
the violent excesses of the passion, but despotic, troubled, despe- 
rate, short-lived. The love of Moore (ever excepting what ought 
to be forgotten) is something more refined and natural ; but still 
it is so bedecked and beplastered with cumbrous Orientalisms, 
that we are but rarely or never in perfect unison with it. There 
is positively nothing to be called love in Wordsworth : he has in- 
deed an intellectual devotion, a deep communion of sentiment ; but 
no love, as that word was understood by Shakspeare and Fletcher. 
But in Coleridge there is a clear unclouded passion, an exquisite 
respect, a gentleness, a Knightly tenderness and courtesy, which 
recals us in a moment to our old dramatists ; not too sensual, as 
in Byron, nor too intellectual, as in Wordsworth. The purity of 
his feelings is unequalled ; yet, with seeming contradiction, they 
are ardent, impatient, and contemplative. It is Petrarch and 
Shakspeare transfused into each other. It is, if I may be allowed 
so fanciful an illustration, the Midsummer Moonlight of Love 
Poetry. Take for example, and mark the complete harmony of 
expression, flow, and rhyme, with the feelings conveyed in these 
stanzas : — 

^' I play'd a soft and doleful air, 
I sang an old and moving story — 
An old rude song, that suited well 
That ruin wild and hoary. 

She listen'd, with a flitting blush, 
With downcast eyes and modest grace: 
For well she knew I could not choose 
But gaze upon her face. 

I told her of the Knight who wore 
Upon bis shield a burning brand ; 
And that for ten long years be woo*d 
The Lady of the Land. 
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I told her how he pin'd ; and iedi ! 
The deep, the low, the pleading tone, 
Which, while I sang another's love, 
Interpreted my own. 

« » « • « 

But when I told the cruel scorn 
That craz'd that bold and lovely Knight ; 
And that he cross'd the mountain woods, 
Nor rested day nor night; 

« * • » * 

And that, unknowing what he did. 
He leap'd amid a murderous band. 
And sav'd' from outrage worse than death 
The Lady of the Land. 

» • • « » 

And that she nursM him in a cave> 
And how his madness went away. 
When, on the yellow forest leaves, 
A dying man he lay. 

His dying words — ^but when I reaph'd 

That tenderest strain of all the ditty. 

My faultering voice and^pansing harp 

Disturbed her soul with pity 1 

All impulses of soul and sense 
Had thriird my guileless Genevieve ; 
The music and the doleful tale, 
The rich and balmy eve; 

And hopes, and fears that kindle hope. 
An undistinguishable throng. 
And gentle wishes long^ subdued. 
Subdued and cherished long I 

She^ept with pity and delight ; 
She blush'd with love and virgin-shame ; 
And, like the murmur of a dream, 
I heard her breathe my name. 

« « « » » 

She half enclosed me with her arms, 
She pressed me with a meek embrace ; 
And, bending back her head, lookM up. 
And gaz*d upon my face. 

'Twas partly love, and partly fear. 
And partly Hwas a bashful art. 
That I might rather feel than see 
The beatings of her heart. 

» « ♦ » • 

fet a few words more upon the character of the very extraordi- 
f Author of these Poems, and I have done. Mr. Coleridge 
now for many years been what is called before the public, m 
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the shapes oT Poet, Politician, and Metaphysician. In the com- 
mencement of his life he shared in the general spirit resulting from 
the auspicious exordium of tlie French Revolution, and declared 
and advocated his sentiments with a brilliant enthusiasm whidi 
unfortunately lost him many friends^ and procured him hundreds 
of foes ; but let it be remembered that his enthusiasm was di- 
rected solely to political objects ; from the irreligious, atheistic, 
impure systems of miscalled philosophy attendant upon the Re- 
volution no man was ever more alien, more estranged. Indeed, 
he has ever been an eminently devout and fervent Christian, and it 
is one among many other proofs and indications of the genuine 
greatness of his mind, that he was able to resist with firmness the 
seductions of infidelity, at a time when it came reconmiended to 
his feelings by its alliance with what he deemed trife in other re- 
spects ; whilst many of the younger men of genius of the present 
day have degenerated into a contemptible scepticism, the very 
dregs and lees of the basest of French principles, discountenanced, 
as it should be to a mind with any spark of purity in it, by its inti- 
mate congeniality with the worthless and pernicious spirit of Radi- 
calism. I know it would be to incur the ridicule of nine out of 
ten, who may read these pages, if I were to assert my opioioni 
that Mr. Coleridge is the greatest Genius, in every respect, of 
the present day ; we. have all been so accustomed to hear him 
and Wordsworth abused, laughed at, and cut up, by critics 
of every dimension, that we cannot emancipate ourselves from 
the habitual delusion. We have seen a weak poem cited 
as a chef d^auvre, an obscure disquisition as a sample of his 
poetry and philosophy ; and it but rarely occurs to us that this 
may be all trick, nay, and a trick so contemptibly easy of execu- 
tion, that it is notorious that the shallowest scribblers have, under 
the character of the Anonymous " We," written down with success 
the writings, and broken the hearts of men of the most exquisite 
and hence susceptible genius. Kirke White cannot and ought not 
to be forgotten. " Well ! but you forget Lord Byron ! think of 
' Childe Harolde,' ' The Corsair,' ' Don Juan,' and ' The 
Bride of Abydos,' " says one ; — '*and Moore,*' says another ; — ''or 
Southey ; — or at least your idol Wordsworth ! " — True, I hear you 
all and know your own convictions, and know also that the first, 
second, and third of you have the world, on your side. Howbeit, 
I am a Mede or Persian in this my opinion, and will not retract 
or soften it even at the name of Wordsworth himself. To enter 
into a critical examination of meum and tuum between Words- 
worth and Coleridge; to show or rather hint that much of the very 
essence of the former's poetical being is a transfusion of the 
life-blood of the latter; to demonstrate this fact by remarking upon 
the gradual decjrease of intellectual vigour^ observable in the re- 
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cent poems of Mr. Wordsworth, occasioned, as I would have it, 
Jby his less intimate communion of late with the friend of his 
jrouth ; — all this would require, though it might justify, more 
time^ labour, and delicacy of touch, than at present! can 
possibly afford it. 

That to Coleridge and Wordsworth the poetry, the philosophy, 
and the criticism of the present day does actually owe its 
peculiar character, and its distinguishing excellence over that of 
the last century, those who would trace the origin of the present 
opinions back for thirty years would find no difficulty in believing. 
These two men, essentially different as they are in many respects, 
have been copied, imitated, and parodied by every poet who now 
lives. Lord Byron has owned his obligations to Mr. Coleridge, 
and the third Canto of " Childe Harold" could not have been 
written unless Wordsworth had lived before it. The author of 
** The Lay of the Last Minstrel" can best tell what poem was 
the motive of his own work, and the " Lady of the Lake " is in- 
debted almost for the very words of many of its most admired pas- 
sages to Wordsworth's Poems. I do not deny that there are many 
assignable causes of the neglect which the writings of Mr. Cole- 
ridge have met with ; I have myself hinted above at the uncouth 
dress of his metaphysical meditations, and the general difficulty 
and hardness of his reasoning ; but this censure does not apply to 
an immense portion even of " The Friend,*' or the first " Lay 
Sermon;" to the second Sermon not all ; — and surely it is a litfle 
unreasonable to excommunicate the works of a nian of such 
acknowledged excellence in most respects because of his obliqui- 
ties in a few particulars. 

It is not much to the purpose, but yet I cannot help adverting 
to his personal manners and qualities ; for they are such as when 
once seen and felt have never been forgotten, or not reverenced 
and loved even by his enemies themselves. Gentle and patient 
to every one ; communicative and sympathizing, you perceive at 
the very first glance that you are near an extraordinary and self- 
subdued being ; his powers of conversation have, I suppose, 
never been equalled ; there is a fervid continuousness of dis- 
course, a brilliancy and justness of images and similes which 
<:harm and convince every hearer; and a learning so deep, so 
various, so perfectly under command, that you may come away 
from an evening's conversation with him, with more curious facts, 
well-conceived explications, and ingenious reasonings upon them, 
than you could possibly gain firom a week's reading. Those who 
have attended his Lectures on Shakspeare may. form some idea 
of what I would express ; but they cannot know all his winning 
fascination, all his almost infantine simplicity of manners, all his 
exquisite humour. 1 do not indulge myself in wilful flattery of 
this great man by these expressions *, for Vv *\^ VvVNX^ ^\^'^ 
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Number of ** The Etonian'' should ever creep in between his 
Flato and his Bible ; but I use them because they are jnsdy his 
due ; because diey have been long and maliciously withheld or 
denied ; and because^ besides his universal claim for respect from 
his Genius and Eloquence, he has ties of another kmd which 
assure him the love and esteem of 

GERARD M0NT60MBRY. 
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Dtcembet G.—Took leave of the Members of the Club, and 
arrived in London. 

Dec. 7* — Saw it notified in the Papers that '' yesterday morn- 
ing his Majesty left Windsor for Town.'' 

Du. 13« — Received two letters of advice. The first from ^ i 
Whig and an old Etonian." — He is our very good firiend, and 
deserves my most sincere thanks ; but, being ** an old Etonian," 
he must recollect that young Etonians have an hereditary attach- 
ment for hoaxing. The second is from '^ an old Etonian of from 
1796 to 1801.'' — I am obliged to him for his suggestion, and 
will profit by it, should any future impression be found necessary. 
I must take this opportunity of observing, that under the 
numerous difficulties which our inexperience has to encounter, 
we trust our friend will not withhold from us any advice which 
may be of service to us in the prosecution of this work. 

bee. 16. — Received the following Song from a highly-valued 
Correspondent :— • 



SpaiNO breathes bor first kisseij on mountain and vale. 
There's warmth in the sunbeam, and health in the gale ; 
And bright shine the blossoms, and green waves the bough. 
And Earth in its beauty looks merrily now. 
'Tis the season of gladness — yet gladness is not, 
For where is the Maid who should gladden the spot ? 



The Mom in its loveliness bids us awake, 

Noon flings its calm splendor on forest and brake ; 

And soft melts the Earth in tiie shadows of Even, 

And the Star of the Twilight shines brightly in Heaven ; 

And Night summons neighbours to revel and ball — 

But where is the Maid who should gladden them all ? 
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I wander at Evening' and dream of her eye ; 
I call on her name — bat I hear no reply ; 
I gaze all around me — the country is fair. 
But I heed not its beauties — for she is not there. 
Oh ! sad is the scene where my Mary is not. 
Return to us. Maiden, and gladden each spot. 

Dec, 19. — Received some stanzas on '* Balaam" — not Black- 
vrood's Balaam^ but the Bible's Balaam. The author must get 
somebody to explain the term to him. We are unwilling to insert 
poems on Scriptural Themes, unless they have something extra- 
ordinary to recommend them. 

Dec, 26. — This day I, Pere^ine Courtenay, King of Clubs 
and Editor of the Etonian, paid my first visit to Cambridge. 
N. B. Had excogitated in *' the Telegraph" sundry Burtonian 
compositions in the way of Song, Sonnet, and Serenade, all 
ornamented with '* antique Fanes," " hoary sages," ** etherial 
contemplations ;" but the sight of the town (*' I shall offend if I 
describe") somewhat curbed my Pegasus, and I was finally 
recalled to sublunary considerations 1^ my dinner in the Hall of 
St. John's. 

Dec. 27. — After breakfast sallied forth incog, in quest of the 
Arch-Fiend Criticism. — Found him, with a smile on one side of 
his face and a frown on the other, in Mr. Deighton's shop. 
Many Gownsmen were lounging about, acting under his influence. 
Various, as usual, were the opinions expressed as to my own 
identity. I contained myself as much as possible ; nevertheless 
I was somewhat provoked when I heard myself described by one 
Orator as a joviad Hampshire sportsman ; and by another, as a 
silent sickly Gentleman with a long face. I had a fit of the 
suUens when a Johnian Pensioner averred that I was the son of a* 
Linen-draper, and laughed outright when two Fellow-Commoners 
of Trinity in a whisper elevated me to the Peerage. 

Dec. 31. — Found another old acquaintance, who is preparing 
for the Senate-House, and is alarmed beyond measure. Went to 
bed in the horrors, and dreamed of the Wooden Spoon. 

January 1, 1821. — I am this morning in possession of matter 
sufficient for 156 pages of Letter-Press : but it seems probable 
that the appearance of No. IV. will be delayed till February, 
from causes which it is impossible for me to make public. 

Jan. 3. — Left Cambridge with great regret. I have seen ther« 
very old edifices, and drank very old wine ; met some very dear 
old friends, and found very kind new ones. Altogether I begin 
to rank Granta second only to Etona in my estimation, and look 
forward with tolerable complacency to a Pensioner's gown. 

Jan. 7. — Upon my arrival in Town I find that my friends con- 
ceive the delay of No. IV. to be occasioned by want of matter. 
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Contributions have of coarse flocked in from all quarters. Fint 
I take op a Dwarf Epic in Whistlecrafts, 300 stanzas. I have 
only room for five. The Poem is entitled " The Civil Wan ;" 

and abounds with broken heads. 

# # # * * 

** Courage and flight to-day alike are vain. 
The brav« and timid side by side are lying. 

The wounded war-horse, with his broken rein, 
'Midst pennons torn and shattered helms is flying, 

Flinging the red gore from his reeking mane 
Over the mingled mass of dead and dying ; 

And now and then bursts forth the stifled scream 

Of some young warrior, with his life-blood's stream. 

Night came around them with her purple veil, ^ 

And the Moon beam'd amid her stars serene. 

Shedding her lustre, sorrowful and pale, 
On the dim horrors of that gloomy scene ; 

Then widows wandered with their voice of wail. 
Where late the claukour of the war had been ; 

And thefci poor Mary hurried o'er the plain, 

CalliBg' on those that answer'd not again." 

Mary's husband and brother embraced different sides of the 
quarrel, and she finds them both among the slain. Par com- 
quence she goes mad: — 

• 

'< Years past away ; but from that dreadful hour. 
No soond from Mary's lips was heard again. 

The star of frenzy on her fate had pow'r. 
And Madness rei^eU'd in her wand'ring brain , 

And now her tears flow'd forth in plenteous shower. 
And now a smile came o'er her in her pain ; 

And yet her anguish with her reason slept, 

She knew not why she smil'd, nor why she wept. 

She lovM to wander ^neath the aged trees. 
Where once had stray'd the objects of her love. 

As if she heard their voices in the breeze, 
Or saw their faces in their native grove ; 

Sometimes, beside the ripples of the seas. 
Far from the sight of all men she would rove. 

And wav'd her hand, and seem'd to beckon home 

Some lonely ski£f, that came not — would not come. 

This could not last! — an aged Eremite 
Before bis homely dwelling found her lying ; 

Cold was her cheek, and all its frantic light 
From her dim eye in dark'ning shades was flying ; 

The tender flow'r had met an early blight 
That nipt its op'ning blossom !•— she was dying. 

And ere the Hermit stoop'd him down to pray. 

That soul of wretchedness had passed away/' 

Mem. — To keep the rcsl 2l» Balaam ^ 
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Jan. SO. — Returned to my court at Eton, and was glad to 
ihdke hands with the Members of the Club. Mem. Mindful of 
Cantabrigian hospitality, I must give orders that upon the Club- 
:able, on Feast-days, be placed a Pig's head with a lemon in his 
aiouth. A brave accompaniment for our Punch-bowL 

Again I am fixed in this abode of early Talent and rising 
Patriotism. Again I seem to see the shades of my ancestors 
haunting these classic groves and smiling on the labours of their 
successors : again I feel the glow of hope, and the throb of 
emulation : again I look with enthusiasm on this '' school-boy 
spot ;" and every pulse within me beats a proud emotion as I 
reflect that I am an Etonian ! Hail to the slumbers that refresh, 
to the studies that amuse, to the pleasures that delight ; hail to 
the Spirits* that swim within our Punch-bowl ; hail to the Spirits 
that sit in merriment around it. 

Jan. 23. — Received from a Trinity Correspondent a letter 
written at the close of the late examination. Our readers will be 
amused with the following extract : — 

'^ Dear Courtenay, — Tis now night ; the skies are haag 
With small bright stars innumerable, that seem 
Heaven^s eyelets, looking stilly down on man 
And man's vain tumults. Many a studious head, 
Its labour o'er and leam'd encounters, now 
Rests on the pillow, that for many a day 
Had toird from thorny premises t' extract, 
By alchemy of subtlest argument, 
Conclusions fair and smooth ; had chas'd, thro' wilds 
Of algebra, the shy retiring forms 
Of a; and'2r; or rung the mystic change 
On notions and ideas, words and things, 
And idol forms Baconian ; or discours'd 
Of angles plane, and ratios duplicate. 
Inventions strange, and figures multiform. 
Circle, and square, and shapely trine ; or, arm'd 
By Paley, with the social compact waged 

Relentless war. Myselfthewhile-r " 

W. 

Jan. 26. — Received a letter from Robigo. — We trust our 
anticj^uarian will permit us to take a few liberties with his com- 
munication ; and are in hopes to find a place for it in No. VI. 
This excuse must likewise serve several other much-honoured 
correspondents, as our press of matter renders it impossible to 
give that speedy insertion to every contribution which we could 
desire. 

Jan. 27. — The Club met. I must refer my readers to the 
Secretary's account for particulars, and conclude No. IV. with — 

* N. B. Those whojobject to our conviviality most have recourse to the theory 
ibat spirits are ideal. 
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" HOW TO RHYME FOR LOVE. " 



At tlie UMt hour of Fannia't nraty 
When Doket walkM in, ud ]aii]M went 

out, 
Fftir Chloe sat : a sighing crowd 
0^high«dorers roond her bow'd, 
And orer Flattery'i inceme rose 
To lall the Idol to repose. 
Sodden some Gnome, that stood onseen. 
Or lnrk*d disgnii'd in mortal mien, 
"WhisperM in Beauty's trembling ear. 
The word of bondage and of fear— 
** Marriage "— *— her lips tlieir silence 

broke. 
And smilM on Vapid as they spoke, — 
'* I hate a drunkard, or a lout, 
t hate tbo sullens and the gout ; 
If e*er I wed— let danglers know it, — 
I wed with no one— but a poet. " 

And who but feels a Poet*8 fire 
When Chloe's smiles, as now, inspire } 
Vfho can the bidden Terse refuse, 
When Chloe li his theme and Muse } ' 

Thus Flattery whisperM round ; 
And straight the humorous fancy grew. 
That lyres are sweet, when hearts are 

true; 
And all who feel a lover's flame 
Must rhyme to-night on Chloe's name s 
And he's unworthy of the Dame, 

Who silent here is found . 
Since Head must plead the cause of 

Heart, 
Some put their trust in answer smart. 

Or pointed repartee ; 
Some joy that they have hoarded up 
Those Genii of the Jovial cup. 

Chorus, and Catch, and Glee. 
And, for one Evening, all prepare 
To be *• Apollo's chiefest care, " 
Then Vapid rose— no Stentor this, 

And his no Homer's lay- 
Meek victim of Antithesis, 

He sigh'd, and died away : 
** Despair my sorrowing bosom rives. 

And anguish on me lies ; 
Chloe may die, while Vapid lives, 

Or live while Vapid dies ! 
You smile!— the horrid vision flies. 

And Hope this promise gives; 
I cannot live while Chloe dies. 

Nor die while Chloe lives! " 
Next Snaffle, foe to tears and sadness, 

Drew fire from Chloe's eyes; 
And, warm with drunkenness and mad- 
ness. 
He started for the prixe* 



** Let the glad cymbals loudly claA, 

Fall bumpers let's be quafling! 
No poet 1 1 — Hip ! Iilp ! — ^here goes!- 
Blow — ^blow the trumpet, blow the — *^ 
Here he was puzzled for a rhyme, 
And Lucy whisper'd *' nose ** in time, 

And so they fell a-laughing. 
«« Gods ! " cried a Minister of State, 
*' Ton know not. Empress of my Fate, 
How long my passion would endure. 
If passion were a Sinecnre ; 
But since, in Love's despotic clime, 
FondnesG is tax'd, and pays in rhyme; 
Glad to retire, I shun disgrace. 
And make my bow, and quit my place.'* 
And thus the jest went circling round, 

And ladies smil'd and sneer'd, 
AssmoothFonrteen, and weakFoancofe, 
Professed they ne'er had rfaym'd befsi?! 
And Dninkards blush'd, and DojbIni 

swore. 
And Soldiers own'd they feaPd : 
Unwonted Muses were invok'd 

By Pugilists and Whips $ 
And many » Belle look'd half provok'd. 
When favour'd Swains stood daasbaMl 

chok'd ; 
And Warblers whin'd, and Poosten 

jok'd. 
And Dandies bit their lips : 
At last an old Ecclesiastic, 
That look'd half kind, and half sarcasfic, 
And seem'd, in every transient look, 
At once to flatter and rebuke. 
Cut off the sport with «*P8ha I enoogiir 
And then took breath, and then-W 

snuff; 
'* Chloe I" he said, <« you're like tbe 

Moon! 
You shine as bright, you change as sooo; 
Tour wit is like the Moon's fiair lieaip, 
In borrow'd Ught 'tis o'er us thrown; 
Yet, like the Moon's, that sparkling 

stream 
To careless eyes appears your own: 
Your cheek by turns is pale and red ; 

And then (to close the simile. 
From which, methinks, you turn yoor 

head. 
As half in anger, half in glee,}— 
Dark would the night appear withoot 

you— 
And— twenty fools have rbym'd.aDOOi 
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ETONIAN. 

€tt uttttf of eiufi0* 



Club hafriog iiMt, atid «U ptellfniiNnies bei]i|^ dtf]^i09^ <]fy 
[jitviNAT proceeded, as usuat, t<y describe to us th^ recejptidii 
sst Number. But upon this point, in order to avoid I3ie chAtgtf 
ig, wbtch has been brought a;ga:in8t us, I was desired to irold 
^e. I had a grieat mind, out 6f pure spite, to write dowtf,^ 
'« IV. was a failikro, and that our writers were falling otf, and 
sCe decreasin|[. But every one would know that these' tfaftngV 

Lkumtenay concluded amtdst loud applause, which rathei' In- 

than diminished when Mr. Oaklet rose to reply. Aftef thief 

imber of items from the Hon. Member, and tbe usuaf qudnttftf 

ftTOurs on the part of the President to procure sitenc^y Mr. 

began : — ' 

MR. OAKLfev'S CENSURE OF N®. IV. 



» — You ha?e told us that our 
still successful; our writers 
^roYing; our readers still 
nt. To each, and to all 
e assertions, I answer, 
lo ! no V^—-( Laughter.) — 
ain that our work is grow- 
ls our writers growing idle, 
r readers growing severe. 
»t one of those who bring 
I' charges without evidence 
lort them. — ( Hear y from 
Wentw^th,)—! am pre- 
to' argue in behalf or all 
^Cttsations. 

, Sir, I affirm the work is 
^ dull. I ^vill not address 
to your own judgnients, 
; prejudice and absurdity, 
I cries of Order; in the 
fjBhich Mr, SterUng rose^ 
^ealed/orciblyto the Chair ,) 



-^bnt I hold in my hand a gretit 
many letters, bearing testimony t6 
the fact. First, here is* pne moqf 
a Collegiaii^ who has found ^^ K 
marvellous stupid paper on thd 
Asyndeton !" Next, here is one 
signed *' Lucilla^' ' complaining of 
the number of pages we devote 
to Ladies, and love, and nonsense. 
Next, here is otie frod ^ Levitas/^ 
who begs me to inforte MV. Stelr- 
ling, that no oMe wishler, of eit^ 
pects, to read. Sermons ftotfi^ tUitf 
pen of a Schoolbo]^. Nrat, Here 
is an epistle from ^ Joseph TW^ 
batius^- ' who wishes to kiiow* how 
it concerns '^ The Etonian,^ whe^ 
ther the Critics clapper-clkW 
Wordsworth, or Wordsworth clapl 
per-claws the Critics; Next come^ 
an admonition from a Wiacbe«ti&^ 
friend) nYio u vox^ ^« ^XaS\.^«As«^ 
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bear a good name in the world, 
as long as we continoe to murder 
his Founder's. Next, here are a 
few lines of censure from '' Lieo- 
nora,*' who is thunderstruck at our 
ignorance of court etiquette, — 
*^ What ! the Ladies dressed in 
leno, and kissing his Majesty's 
hand i Mon Dieu !'' Next, here 
are the opinions of ^^ Isaac Muckle- 
thrift," who deposes that the work 
is twice as long as it ought to be. 
Finally, here is, \tk\propri& per- 
sondy ** Michael Oakley,"' who is 
coo?ioced — (Aer« the voice of the 
Hon. Gentleman toas thoroughly 
drowned.) 

Next, Sir, I affirmed that our 
writers are growing idle. There 
is Mr.Lozell fast asleep — (" ^rue," 
from Mr. Lozell.) — Mr. Le Blanc, 
to my certain knowledge, took all 
his irons out of the fire, the mo- 
ment his '' Essay on the Bituminous 
Quality of Coals'* went into it. — 
Martin Sterling, I am credibly 
informed, made a resolution to. 
give up writing, when his '' Ad- 
dress to the Whigs" was burnt by 
mistake with the bundle of old 
Couriers. — Sir F.Wentworth has 
been in dudgeon, eyer since Go- 
lightly stole his <^ Ode to the 
Queen," from the President's box, 
and sent it to the Old Times ; and 



witty, the satirical, the amu^ 
— (hearj from Mr. GoUghtly)-- 
has not spoken a word, or writtea 
a line, since Miss Harrison oon- 
yerted his Song into thread- 
papers. 

Next, Sir, our readers, I said, 
are growing seyere. I shall, yeiy 
shortly, be able to demonstrate 
this, by — (here the Hon. Genik^ 
man was stopped for some time 
by disapprobation.) — I shall first 
support my assertion by readiag 
to you a letter from a GnentlemaB^ 
who" — (Order y order.) 

Mr. Oakley produced a \n% 
letter, which he endeavoured to 
read. The disapprobation coati* 
nuing, Mr. Oakley returned tlie 
letter to the inside-pocket of his 
brown great-coat. The Secretary 
caught a glimpse of the signature, 
which began with '^ Metiu^," hut 
whether the next word were ^Tar- 
pa," signifying accuracy, or '' Tal- 
pa," signifying blindness, Mr. 
Secretary was unable to ascertain. 
Mr. Sterling then rose, and said, 
that the Members of the Club had 
heard themselyes calumniated, 
without offering any interrnptioD, 
but that they really could not sit 
still to listen to abuse of their 
friends. Mr. Oakley accordingly 
sat down." 



Golightly himself, the gay, the 

Mr. CouRTENAT then rose to reply : — 

^^ I do not intend, Gentlemen, The Collegian, who writes about 



to trespass on your time, by going 
through all the arguments which 
the Hon. Gentleman has brought 
forward; because the censures 
which he quotes light upon trivial 
blemishes, and have no reference 
to the general merits of the work." 
^-(Mr. Oakley here vociferated in 
great wrathj " Perhaps the Pre^ 
sident will tell me that my head has 
no reference to my shoulders »\^ ) — 



the Asyndeton, has, I hope, more 
regard for the quality of Essays^ 
than he has for the quantity of 
Syllables. I can only say, that I 
hope he is not an Etonian. La- 
cilla's strictures we must allow to 
be just, if she will also concede 
that Ladies and Love, and Noth 
sensey are synonymous. Leonora's 
remarks have really astonished me. 
Can she suppose that his Majesty 
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mi Clubs', sitting on. his own throne 
^an arm chair of five feet high) 
nieiding his own sceptte (agoose- 
fuill covered with the concretion 
^.the last month's ink), and sur- 
rounded by his own guards, 
(writers, readers, compositors, and 
deyils,) is bound or influenced by 
flie regulations of the court of any 
Heathen or Christian Prince or 
Potentate? Indeed it is in con- 
templation, that, upon the next 
grand ceremony the court-dress is 
to .be a Quire of wire- wove ; and 
" The Etonian," Vol. I. is to be 
laid on the footstool, that the vi- 
sitors may salute, not his Majesty's 
liand, but the works of it." (Hear^ 
J^ar^ hear.) 

" Mr. Oakley," continued the 
President, '^ imagines that our 
writers are growing idje. He will 
therefore be equally glad with my- 
self to hear that we have a new 



candidate for admission into the 
King of Clubs 5 upon whom we 
may repose some part of our bur- 
thens." — ( Hear ^ hear ^ hear.) 

I have to apologize to you, Gren- 
tlemen, and to the other support- 
ers of '^The Etonian" for tbe 
postponement of several articles 
which were intended for insertion, 
but which a miscalculation in the 
printing compelled me to omit. 
Among them are ^* An Essay 6n 
the writings of James Montgo- 
mery ;" ^^ Tancred and Sigismun- 
da ;" and « The Serenade." 

I have now onfy to inform yon 
that the first Volume of " The 
Etonian" will be completed with 
the Fifth Number; and that an 
Index and Title will be prepared 
for the accommodation of those 
who wish to have their copies 
bound. — (Hear^hear.) 



VIOLATION OF RESOLUTION X. 

Mr. Sterling, after moving that Resolution X. be read, suggested 
to the President that " Girolamo and Sylvestra," inserted in No. IV., 
came within the restriction there laid upon all Translations. 

Sir F. Wentworth inquired whether Mr. S. were not intended for 
the Church ? 

Mr. Sterling replied in the affirmative. 

Sir F. Wentworth recommended to the Honourable Gentleman not 
to be the first to object to Translations. 

Mr. Sterling said, that being a Churchman, and also a Member of 
the Club, he had no more objection to Translations than he had to 
Bishops ; but he thought there was a proper time and place for both. 
He did not like to see " The Etonian" professing one thing and doing 
another. 

Sir F. Wentworth disliked inconsistency as much as his Hon. 
Friend ; he wished all persons in M places did the same. — (Order.) 

Mr. CouRTENAY obscrvcd, that the Resolution just read was in- 
tended to guard our schoolfellows against schoolboy versions of the 
Classics ; the originals of which were every day in their hands. He 
bad not scrupled to break through its provisions in behalf of an Article 
which would have, with the majority of their readers, all the graces of 
an Original. 

Mr. CouRTENAY proceeded to read to the Club several 
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' ARTICLBS IN PRBP4RATIOK. 

Taoered and Sigifiaiuida* (a Tale from the ItaluM,) 

Tho Serenade. 

Burton on Interest. 

On a rej^lar Week. . , 

Reflections oo Spring, b^ Martin Sterling ; and a yariety of othen, 
which we have not time to notice, hot most of which shah make tbdr 
appearance in due coarse of time. 

Mr. CouETEN AT then rose to read to us the often-promised, lon£- 
expected, and never-to-be-too-much-admired Greek Version of ^^ Jady 
O'FIannikin." It was received with long applause; and the com- 
mendations bestowed upon its Author would have made any one blush 
bat an Hibernian. The ^^ silver crown'^ given hj Victory to Fhelim, 
as related in O'Connor's introductory letter, gave rise to considerable 
discussion. No one seemed to understand correctly the meaniog 
of it 

The Hon. 6. Montgomery conceived it to mean the wreath o( 
fame ; and whereas the said wreath is generally of laurel, he thoaght 
the making it ^^ silver" was nothing more than a Hibemicism ; or, u 
the Vulgate, a Bull. 

Mr. Le Blajtc thought that the ^^ crown" was synonymous with tiM 
** wife^" upon the authority of the expression, ** A virtuous wife" is a 
^ crown' to her husband." He was immediately called to order by 
Mr. Sterling. 

Mr. BuBTON said he had always understood, and he felt pretty con- 
fident, that a '^ crown" signified the consolidation of five shillings. 
— (Laughter.) 

The Hon. 6. Montgomery then proposed that C. Bellamy be adn 
mftted a Member of the Club; and that as the Hon. Gentleman had a 
great aversion to hard drinking, the Inauguration Ceremony might be 
dispensed with. 

Mr. Sterling said, in this case he would venture to propose the 
worthy enemy of the punch-bowl, Matthew Swinburne. 

Before I proceed, I must, as usual, give you 

THE CHARACTBRS OF THE CANDIDATES-. 

Th08« of our readers who have own ideal creation, G^ordie Coch* 

perused ^ The Miseries of a rane. / must^ however,, enfer 

ChrlstmM BoHdays" are by bo my appeal against tiiis^ prevailiof 

means prejudiced in favour of humour of the Reading Public, 

Matthew Swin'RURne. Indeed we the injustice of which was niever 

oRghlBot to be surprised ta.fiod more ea^ of jieaioiistratioa than 

that the Author of thai ajrtide has in the present ease. Poor Swio* 

Wen identified with the hero of borne, since the appearance of that 

his tale, stace the title of ^^ Childe contribution of hisy has been uni* 

Harold,." in spite of his Lordship's versally set dbwn for a S&mne^ ; 

solemn protest on the subject, is but I trust, when the matter has 

now almost synonymous with the been duly investigated', he will be 

name of Byron ; and the good found no more to merit this cha- 

Ettrick Shepherd himself has be- racter, in the full force and ac- 

come consubstantiated with that captation of the term, than Tom 

gBjr Gallant of the Lowlan&S) \iu "Nl^Mine V^& \» \^^ ^^w^dfired a 
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iied Piophet," or Mr. Cole- 

^^ The ADcient Mariner.*' 
is true that this jonth was 
and bred amid the bleakest 

of the West G>iintry ; far 
the hum and bustle of that 

Babel, the MetropoUs. Even 
e hejday of their years his 
its had never entered into 
aieties of fashionable life; 
income being but just inde« 
mt, prudence, as well as in-* 
Ion, prerented them from 
rking within the circle of 
»ation and splendor ; and, b j 
>f consolation for their own 
sion, they found amusement 
isenring, and carefully trea* 
fl^ up, in the accurate journal 
!ieir memories, the various 
u of fortune and character 
1 are continually taking place 
a the fatal vortex. They had 
but lately settled at the livv- 
>f which the Rev. Mr. Swin- 
> still discharges the pastoral 
B, amid the love, esteem, and 
ct of every individual mem« 
of his flock, when little 
hew made his entrance on 
tage of life ; and, H it only 
ally turned out that the 
s of the youth were eqovva- 
o the care and attention paid 
le education of the chiki, 

was to be expected of this 
ling ; for never were there 
}t» who devoted themsdyes 

solicitously to the welfare 
improvement of their first- 

ihan at the pavsonage-house 
'endover. It has been ne- 
ry to refer thus fef back in 
omestic hklory of this Can- 
e for our Qub, to enable us 
Mieunt more easily for that 
iar bias of disposition which 
halt presently have occasion 
tice as the characteristic trait 
kk individual While the 
(Id^AB wereleainhg tesho<^ 



the most alarming notioiis of the 
world's treachery and cruelty were 
inculcated into Mattheir's mind 
with serious eameatnessi and^ 
when we consider the coestit»» 
tional . timidity with which ke 
seems to have been born, we casH 
not wonder that his natural good- 
humour, became a piey to occa^* 
siooal fits of despondeacy aiid 
SttspioioQi^fits whioh promised fait 
to settle into a confirmed habit* 
He was constantly forbiddea to 
pluck at the rose of plessure^hQW** 
ever it mi^t weax the appeacSBca 
of innocence, for ftai of the tksra 
which miglU lurk beneatib; the 
flower t^good advice^ certainly 
in the main ; bat, unless tempered 
with moderation, it is just^ e]&* 
posed to the censure of dampiAg 
the bold aspirations of yeutUU 
spirits, whidi ougkt rathec to^be 
eococuraged SA inaicative eC mm 
immevtal natttre,.aad pickiegkEdea 
in that, eorstet ef proof whick was 
given us for diefensive armem la 
oar slrugt^s witkUte^^-JSepew 

** To each hit sQifbripgs : ell are men, 

€^ODdeiiiii*d alike to groaa $ 
The t«p4of fer mo^Pt pain, 

Tk' HQ&eUnc for bU onriw * 
Tety ah ! why should they know their 

Since 3orrov nevec comcatoo.laAt. 
And Hapj^inefls too qni^kily flies ?" 

It was not titt a late period that 
the Parents ventured to Irast the 
morals of thek'' sea among* the 
snares and temptations of a miaki* 
tare world. We shall k»ve> ae 
difficulty in picturing taoursehres 
this stranger in the laad oo> kis 
first arrival at Ebon. Bvtry thing 
around himwears the air of nevelty, 
and is viewed with mistrust and 
^pi;ehension. Does: he receive a 
kind offer of enlisting kim^ as- a 
playmate in the amusements of his 
equfds? ijfc-is refused as the treache* 
vonahHe ef sedaction. The ideas 
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niors make them out to be a set 
of bullies and reprobates ; and he 
fears to associate with those of his 
own age and station, as if thej 
were M liars and thieves indiscri- 
minately. Time, however, gradu- 
ally wore off a great portion of this 
suspicious temper; but yet not 
till he had experienced many 
bitter hours of annoyance. His 
uncommunicative disposition and 
want of confidence, which his 
schoolfellows construed into a 
haughty superciliousness, was na- 
turally enough answered by a cor- 
responding feeling of dislike to- 
wards him ; and hence, as might 
be foreseen, was the source of 
many disagreeable animosities be- 
tween Swinburne and those who 
took it into their heads to consider 
him as an outlaw from society. 
The eccentricity of his habits of- 
tentimes gave a handle for the 
illnatured strictures of his perse- 
cutors. He was not unfrequently 
discovered at his writing-desk, de- 
lineating, with all due attention! to 
Homer and Mr. Pope, the Grecian 
encampment before Troy, and 
assigning the naval stations of 
Ajax and Achilles, with accurate 
reference to the situation of the 
promontories of Sigeum and Rhaet- 
eum ; while his equals were, per- 
haps, as busily engaged in marking 
out their foot-ball goals, or the 
popping crease, on the cleanest and 
most level piece of turf in the 
Lower College Club-ground. At 
that period of his school-time it 
might be as truly said of Mat, as 
of the Arabian Patriarch, '^ His 
hand was against every man, and 
every man's hand was against him.*' 
^In the meanwhile, however, his 
studies were advancing with nu 
pidity. Not confining himself ex- 
clusively to the Classics, he pro- 
ceeded with laudable perse?erance 
in the cultivatioii of EagWAi IktA- 



rature, which he had begun under 
the auspices of parental instruc- 
tion. Though I highly estimate 
the knowledge which many mem- 
bers of our Club have acquired is 
particular branches; as, for in- 
stance, Le Blanc in philosophj, 
Montgomery in poetry, and Ster- 
ling in divinity, with many others 
I could mention, I do not think 
there is one who so fairly merits the 
title of the Eton Encyclopedist as 
Matthew S win bume. With risgard 
to general learning, such as falk 
within the usual sphere of a sdiooU 
boy's attainment,without induduif 
that species of literature which I 
would call the modem accomplish* 
ments of the belles lettres, Swio- 
burneisthe bestalchymistlknowm 
analyzing the matter of his reading, 
separating the dross from the ore, 
and storing up in the cells of areten* 
tive memory whatever is best cal- 
culated to be brought to bear on 
future occasions of composition, 
both in verse and prose. In scho- 
lastic acquisitions he holds far a- 
head of his neighbours ; as a con- 
firmation of which I need only in- 
stance the nickname by which 
he is generally known, — ^* Ths 
Walking Lexicon.'* There is one 
singularity which I cannot refrain 
from noting down as characteristic 
of the man. We common mortals, 
when a copy of theme or verses is 
required of us« usually sit down to 
our task, and compose our treatise 
or rhapsody as the lines multiply 
beneath our pen or pencil. Not 
so with Matthew. The work of 
literary creation is secretly carried 
on by him within the chambers of 
his brain, totally independent of 
outward circumstances. He maj 
be at meals, walking in the coon- 
try, nay, I may. add, in couTersfr- 
tion with his friends. The subject 
for the exercise is safely lodged in 
^ croicakkV^ ^ Ufl mind^ iuid act* 
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I hia thoughts, which flow to- 
Is it and arrange themselves 
le order, just as the clinker, 
he manufacture of artificial 
I attracts to itself the particles 
lum;* and it is not till the 
le is completed that he com- 
his composition to paper. Of 
se, while this process is going 
he concerns of the outward 
are forgotten, and, in conse- 
ice of the absence of the di« 
Dg principle, whose attention 
entirely monopolized within, 
head, pregnant with such 
ity matter, is in danger of 
are from any wall or door- 
that maj chance to interfere 
its movements. Though even 
by no means a gregarious 
al. Mat is much more social 
formerly. In company he 
imarkable for his reserve, 
it is of a totally different 
« from that which I have de- 
ed as a principal feature in 
haracter of Le Blanc. The 
* gentleman is really absent 
ind — completely absorbed in 
risionary contemplation of 
letaphysical fancies; while 
bimie is strictly present in 
sense of the word: he 
jttle, but that little is solid, 
ve know the old proverb, — 
allow waters are noisiest.'* 
h him ! Does the conversa- 
Bike a sensible and interesting 
^ Matthew is all ear ; he is 
weighing the arguments on 
ddes of the question. Has it 
lerated into prurient small- 
>r fashionable nonsense ? A 
observer may notice the con« 
tuous, sardonic sneer which 
«ping over Mat's lips, — a 
rsor, as the lightning of the 
lerbolt, so this of some tru- 
t sarcasm or remark. Thus 



you see his style of wit is a perfect 
contrast to the piquante andflathy 
brilliancy of Golightly's. Fred's 
satirical stoccate are foiled in 
their effect by previous expec- 
tation, and oftentimes prove inno- 
cuous ; for we may avoid them, as 
we do the rattlesnake, in conse- 
quence of the warning we receive ; 
but Mat is the boa-co|istrictor, 
whose attack upon Iiis unfortu- 
nate victims is sudden, certain, 
and complete. There is moreover 
much dry humour, (more pecu- 
liarly belonging to a Yorkshire- 
man,) about him, which causes 
abundant entertainment to those 
who have the pleasure of his ac- 
quaintance. I would not have 
you think that his satires are the 
eflusions of ill-nature or spleen. 
If it so happens that he does 
'^ carry a heart.>stain away on hiis 
blade," depend upon it lie has 
been only acting on the defensive, 
and the temerity of his adversary 
deserved the punishment he has 
brought upon himself. Though he 
has not the slightest tinge of pe^ 
dantry, he is a scholar after our /it- 
structor*s own heart. Does a 
dark passage or obsolete expres- 
sion occur in the lesson ? Mat iB 
ready with the separate verdicts 
of Toup, Brunck, Valknaer, 
Elmsley, and Person, on the sub- 
ject, as well as the different 
readings in omnibm codicibua et 
qmbusdam aim. In addition to 
all this, he writes a beautiful 
Greek text, and is astonishingly 
correct with the accents; and be 
well assured, that, whenever the 
public are favoured mtik a fresh 
enlarged edition of the '^ Mmm 
EtonenseSj" the name of- Swin- 
burne will be conspicuous in the 
roll of fame, in the repository of 
the classic wealtii of Eton. 



« For tbk erudite shkile I am indebted to m^ tAendlift tSVAAi^.'^^^'^o 
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Thel^onXHARLEi Bellamy has 
a form and pressure of character, 
decidedly different from anj other 
wJiich has already issued from our 
mould of description, and yet one 
whiCA is not unfrequently met with 
at public ULchools. He was the 
youngest ot a large family, and 
brought up at home under the 
nianagement and surveillance of 
elder listers, who^ pet and slave 
he had the ho.nour to be. These 
circumstances w.ere calculated to 
influence, in no small degree, his 
future habits and disposition ; and 
they have produced, it must be 
confessed, a stroiig shade of effe- 
minacy in his composition. The 
Misses Bellamy were, true '' blues," 
and little Charlie h;id many oppor- 
tunities, of ^^ making, himself use- 
ful,'^ in. fetching the last new 
novel from the library, carrying 
the reticule, crayon-case, or camp- 
s^ool, or holding the umbrella to 
keep off the intrusive rays of Ph<B« 
bxis from the snow-white neck of 
sister IJarriet or Sophia, while em- 
ployed in sketching the animated 
landscape around them. In re- 
ward for these services, he was 
early initiated into botany, astro- 
nomy, mineralogy, and mathema- 
tics, as far as the ground-work of 
eai:h was concerned. But Qven 
this was of considerable benefit, 
as the raising of a future super- 
structure was thus rendered com- 
paratively easy. His reason for 
stopping short at that time was a 
good one. His fair. preceptresses 
had gone no farther themselves. 
With true female fickleness and 
love of change and novelty, they 
became tired of any one particu- 
lar branch of study almost as soon 
as they had mastered the rudi- 
ments; — as for instance, when they 
had got by heart the Latin names 
of the genqn and species^ aad ^ete 



able to arrange the various botanic 
productions of the romantic heath, 
in their neighbourhood, according; 
to the Linnsean system ; — or had 
made out a map of the heaveoS) 
and could tell you that the 
Greater Bear and the Horologiun 
are never seen in the same hemi- 
sphere ;-r— or had learnt the difGef- 
ence between a circle and a paraJU 
lelogram. Bellamy's docility and 
rapid progress under, such tuitipa 
rendered him the pri<^.qf his lis- 
ters, and the lion of .biSipapa*^ de- 
sert-table* In4eed it has been 
averred that both Miss, J. Brr — 
and Lady M — r^, who Mrere ia 
habits of intimacy with the fan^ily, 
pronounced it to .be their convic- 
tion that he was a promising youog 
lad ! 

'* 'Tis idfasiii^ to be Bchooi*d 
Bv female lips and eyes ; ' 
They smile so when one's right, aod 

when one*8 wrong 
They smile still more." 

The long-dreaded hour, how- 
ever, at length arrived, when it 
was necessary: that Charles should 
go forth, ^^.in the beauty of his 
strength," to a public school 
Tender and ' fervent were the pro- 
testations of mutual love between 
him and his sisters, and sharp the 
pang of parting; but '^ destiny if 
over all and stern necessity." His 
trunk was duly cranuned with the 
handyworks of affection; — port* 
folios and . blotting-books to put 
his manuscripts in, ornaments for 
his mantle-piece, and last, not 
least in point of utility, a neat 
little needle-book, properly fur- 
nished with all its paraphernalia* 
The first week or so, Bellamy 
missed the society of his sisters, 
and was unguarded enough to be- 
tray his emotions to his new com- 
panions, who, instead of sympa- 
thizing with, only ridiculed him 
ioi >^% ^'oi^'CiS^. B5[ degrees^ 
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3r, the regular routine of 
business and amusements, 
hardly leaves ah Eton boy 
for reflection on extraneous 
ts, entirely removed from 
QQ this regret for the lost 
res. of home, and reconciled 
Ills noyel situation and its 
is. The same traits of dis- 
n. which he brought with 
Eton still remain. Our sys- 
ly be compared to the hand 
jeweller, who was employed 
ng the breast-plate of the 
^riest with precious stones, 
nerely rounded offthe rotigh 
lences, and gave a polish to 
As, so as to reduce the sepa- 
irts to harmonize with the 
without destroying the iri- 
il beauty of each ; and the 
onstitutes the partial nlietat- 
3S1S of character which takes 
it Eton. Bellamy is always 
ixiousforthe vacation ; home 
tmosphere most congenial to 
lings, and he invariably im- 
.mong 119, on his return to 
ome new branch of study, or 
ottle lievived — the lastsfcienti^ 
miy which has been afloat 
blue stocking citcleis* Da- 
e long summer Holidays the 
had been on a visit at one 
Sussex watering places, and 
logy was the ascendant of 
ir. jl^llamy came back to 
rith a » large assortment of 
and other marine produc- 
1 his trunk^ and a string of 
>riate dissertations on their 
tive shapes and colours in 
)uth. We were ceaselessly 
3d by lectures on mono* 
bivalves, and multi valves, on 
ral symmetry of the wintle- 
nd the delicate transparency 
t dactylus. I have often 
lied with him for the su- 
al nature of this pursmt ; 
a willing to make the pub- 

2 



Kc a party in the dispute. Why 
should his inquiries^ I ask, be 
confined tbtheVildappe^talnde of 
the shell ? Surely he 'ou^^ U 
be tempted foirv^ards i6 'natiiittl 
history, and be able, to ^Kre an 
answer of the habits df tKe anitnal 
tenant, and investigate the mui^eii- 
lax action, by which 'the valvds are 
opened or closed at tUe in^hcit 
or will of 'the creatiji^. If'eVilii 
common curiosity does hot carrjr 
him thus far, he is inuch more dle- 
ficient in laudable a;mtiiti(jii aft^ 
knowledge than the child who duts 
a hole in his drum ; Wot, as t 
would argue, merelv from a 
wanton love 6( miscMef, £vt 
rather from a philosophical ha- 
pulse to discover the cause m 
sound. Bellamy's Chnstmas Va- 
cation, I understand, ^as ialmosit 
entirely monopolized &y "hh visitSs 
to the British Museum,' whfther 
his sisters accompanied hi^, Pit 
the purpose pf pursuing a pra^lA- 
cal inves'tigatioh oY t&e sfcience, 
which has lately come lA vogue, 

. of pronoundng on the teVtaperatid 
disposition of individuals fnoVn the 
form and curvature 61f their lips; 
and the old marbles weire fan&oHB 
subjects for out aniiateurs to pir^l 
tise upon, knd tat th'eSr iftgdnuity 
to a laughable pitch. (N.B. This 
branch of phyisibgnbmy by the 
way might be turned to the beiie- 
fit of the Clubj as dlScrifaaihatlVe 
of the merits bf Mature C^<K- 
dates.)— I had no dbuftt mydelf 
that Bellamy would be successful 
in his canvass for a seat in our 
House, owing to the powerful in- 
terest which Golightly was expect- 
ed to make iil favour of this proteg^ 
of his. Though we all know that 
Charles is but superficial in most 
of his acquirements, he is never- 
theless a most useful member of 
our little WQild^ Itom ^^<^ ^<%xs&\>) 
of \ii$ i^uxs^\V& \ - «&!^ \ifc \w«^ 

\3 «i 
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himself in no respect more serrice- 
able than to the abo?e gentleman 
in Ills quondam capacity of mana- 
ger of the Theatre. His voice 
not having as jet roughened into 
manhood's hoarseness, he was una- 
nimously allowed to be the Sin- 
clair of his day : his taste was cor- 
rect, and his ear good; conse- 
quently his vocal exertions were 
answered by the rapturous encores 
of a delighted audience. But every 
thing in its proper place ! If we 
happen to be studiously compos- 
ing our theme, it is no trifling 
nuisance to be interrupted in our 
flights of thought, and dragged 
back to earth by a screaming duet, 
which Messrs. Grolightly and Bel- 
lamy may be ^ getting up ' on the 
other side of a thin wainscotting^ 
liucluly, however, for the repose of 
his Dame's house, this Hermogenic 
fit was of no longer duration than 
any of his other fancies ; it lasted 
till the succeeding Holidays, and 



a maimer as all his former hobhiei. 
There is only one exception to the 
general rule, and that is his fond- 
ness for antiquarian pursuits; in 
attestation of which you will find 
in his room a great box full of 
^ mossy fragments of antique cas- 
tles ;' ' sepulchral relics,' which he 
has committed sacrilege to pro- 
cure ; ^ old coins,' whose inscrip- 
tions are illegible ; < pebbles from 
Portland Isle ;' ^ a precious scrap 
of embalmed wrapper ;' ^ a tattered 
duodecimo,' which he tell^ you is 
a specimen of Caxton's typogra- 
phy, &c. &c. I will not add a 
word more : the man is before 
you, as like as he can stare, though 
I say it; but if this production 
has not been effectual enough to 
make you acquainted with him, 
his conduct as a^ fellow member of 
our Honourable Society will soon 
make up all deficiencies ; for the 
Ethiop will not change his skin, 
nor the Leopard his spots. 



was then shaken off in as summary 

The Honourable Gentiemen were of course elected without opposi- 
tion, with the exception of Michael's black ball. They were imme- 
diately introduced to the Club. Mr. Bellamy came in with a very 
pretty ladylike air, and treated us with such a bow as the Secretary 
really hath not seen since he accompanied Miss Hodgson to Monsieur 
D'Egville* Mr. Swinburne, looked as foolish as if he was making his 
debut at Almack's. His embarrassment excited compassion in every 
one. Even Mr. Oakley was so much affected by it that he offered 
him a seat at his tea-table. 

Songs from various members concluded the evening. Mr. O'Connor, 
elated by the praise .bestowed on his Greek, gave us ilu extempore 
effusion addressed to the new Members. Having a vacant page, and 
nothing further to notice, I shall conclude the fifth King of Clubs with 
what Mr. O'Connor calls his 

INAUGURATION ODE. 
Hail to ye I hail ! ye dissimilar Dubs ! 

Plumb-pudding Matthew, and syllabub Charles, 
Come hand in hand to the Monarch of Clubs, 

Erudite Zoi'los, elegant Quarles. 

Hail to thee, Swinburne ! in raptures I call on 
The sage of the red nose and sorrowful cheek. 

In parsing and ptoaVa^, va ^twcomAx ^u^ Qtt^V. 
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Thine is the wisdom that flies from Quadrilles ; * 
Thine is the Tirtne that shudders at ale;^ 

Thine Home is to thee full of torments and ills. 
Till we tack on i^ sweet little r to its tail. 

Bentley, or Baxter, or Brunck, or Rnhnkenius, 

Set by thy side, is an ig^norant Put ; 
And though Mr. Gerard don't think you're a genius. 

He and Golightly will find you -all But. 

Come in your cloak of Hibernian frieze, 
Sterling and Courtenay will set you to work ; 

Tou shall chop logic, while I chop the cheese — 
Tou draw conclusions, while I draw the cork. 

While you are prosing of Persian or Punic, 

Merry Golightly will pur o'er his pun ; 
While you are talking of toga or tunic, 

Honest O'Connor will stick to the tun. 

And thou, who thy rhymes must be hitching and stitching. 
Till thy garland of laurel right dearly is earn'd. 

Whose stanza and smiles are so very *^ bewitching,'^ f 
Whose periods and arms are so very " well turn'd." t 

Come from thine Aunts, and thy Sisters the Blues, 
With grace in thy manner, and love in thy mien ; 

Sup with the Monarch instead of the Muse, 
Add find in our punch-bowl a new Hippocrene. 

But no, thou art pale at the mention of Rum, 
Thou art ever the slave of the Nurse or the Nine, 

And thy measures so straight from the tea-table come. 
That we sip milk and water in every line. 

Hail to ye both, ye dissimilar Dubs ; 

Plum-pudding Matthew and syllabub Charles ; 
Come hand in hand to the Monarch of Clubs, 

Erudite Zo'ilus— elegant Quarles. 

( Hear, hear, hear !) 

(Signed) 

RICHARD HODGSON, 

Secretary. 

♦ «« Qnadrilles,"— Vide No. II . p. 126.-P. C. 

f " BcwitchiDg."— Vide No. IV. p. 271, Iine21.-P. C. 

t ** Well tumedi"— Vide No. IV. p. 27 1 , lioe 10. P. C. 
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My dear Pam, — Charles Lamb has published bo little, and, 
as far as my observation has gone, that little from many grounds 
less prejudices has been so litde read, that I reckon upon die 
merit of introducing a new Write)* altogether to at least one half 
of your gentle Readers. If I can show then any thing worthy of 
remembrance, any thing that savours of a £ne and genial mmd, 
and which none but one of the kindliest temperament and 
warmest affections could have produced, I think 1 shall have a 
claim to the thanks of every true son of the Mu8e», who may 
have been hitherto a stranger to the works of this author* 
Perhaps it is needless to premise that I do not consi4er Lamb a 
great Poet; he appears to be agitated by notie of that fervoit 
spirit of imagination^ which masters and absorbs the faculties of 
one possessed by that ''fine frenzy '' of which Shakspeaie 
speaks ; there is in him no mysterious profoundness of thought, 
which gives subject for meditation, when the woYds are well 
nigh forgotten ; but little way^atd brilliancy of fancy ; no ro- 
mance ; but all he can justly lay claim to in his poetry, is a heart- 
felt tenderness, a domestic freedom, and once or twice the most 
perfect excellence in what has bee*i called the " curiosa felicitas " 
of language, that can well be coYiceived. As a critic, or rather 
(for now-a-days criticism seems to mean nothing but dull analysis, 
or verbal pulling to pieces of the suffering subject,) as an Indica- 
tor of the essentials of the Genius of Shakspe^re and Hogarth, 
and as a discerning advocate of all our oM and golden dramatists, 
I do not scruple to pronounce him first-rate ; — as tfie author of 
*' Rosamond Gray " he will make ever girl and boy, aye 
and youth too, sigh and muse : as the exquisite imitator of that 
queer ancient Master, Burton, he will make you laugh, even 
although you could have been as saturnine as they of Drury- 

lane, at the distress of poor damned ** Mr, H •" Finally, 

without exception, and it is saying a good deal in the present 
day, Charles Lamb writes the best, the purest^ and most genuine 
English of any man living; 

I know there are inatay persons, who for the most part iare real 
lovers of Poetry, and very just and accurate judges of merit atid 
peculiarities in Poets, who cannot endure ought else but what is 
in their opinions the ** highest heaven of invention ;" — absorbed 
in Spenser, Shakspeare, and Milton, they look down upon 
Fletcher, or Collins, or Burns; adpring Byron, or Shelley, or 
Wordsworth, they cannot waste their time and their feelings upon 
Lamb, Montgomery, or Cam^toeW.-. \\fe, ^erj wj ;\^ ^^w-^'^^rfiSs^ 
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^er all is but an amusement^ and when they may enjoy that 
amusement in highest luxury and most enduring profit to their minds 
^hy hunt about for scraps and fragments of genius, which, when 
found, hardly repay the labour of the chase ? True — let the busy 
Merchant, the keen Lawyer, the important Physician, stand out of 
the question ; it is quite enough, in all conscience, if they ever 
lumianize their hearts for a half hour with Hermia and Lysander, 
with Una in Faery, or with Eve in Paradise : but, from the de- 
voted, scholar, from the meditative man of literature, from the 
watchman and nursery-father of genius in all its forms, we expect 
other thiiigs ; that he should know that great powers are not neces- 
sarily universal ones ; that the grand intellectual instrument is valu- 
able in all i^s melodies ; and that sometimes even the milder, and 
gentler tones issuing from it .^re more pleasing, because more sym- 
phonious with the feelings of the mass of mankind ; that the rose, 
though not endued with the umbrageous magnificence of the 
forest oak, hath still a faint, yet exquisite perfume of its own; and 
that many have remembered the Sparrow of Catullus, who have 
forgotten the Hector of Homer. I am not decrying the study, . 
the rapturous study, of the master-spirits of the earth, nor puffing 
up into an absurd importance the flutterings of the little gregarious 
burds around the eagle of Heaven : — far from it ; let your admira- 
tion of the first be paramount, but why* should it be exclusive of 
the second? Read Shakspeare, but why not also read sweet 
Fletcher?. Read Bums, but why trample upon Hogg? Lastly, 
to the esoteric Wordsworthian I would say, *' Muse on your idol ; 
I do not forbid you ; but condescend to pluck a flower from the 
shady vernal garden of the good-tempered, kindly-affectioned 
Charles Lamb ! " It is far from my wish to kindle any incense to 
printed imbecility ; I am more deaf than rocks to sailors, when 
the pulings of peasants are quoted and reviewed as the bursting 
forth of genius from the dust : I hate Delia Crusca and alt his. 
little ones ; neither am I much of a humour to believe that Master 
Dallas will turn out a great poet, because Pope wrote verses, 
perhaps not so good as his, at twelve years old ! I make a differ* 
ence bet^veen genius and mere cleverness : the slightest sure mark 
of the first I hold myself bound to watch ; for the second I care 
not if it be bound in morocco, or soiled with a gingerbread cake* 
The one is valuable, and deserves education, because it is the or- 
phan of a Divinity ; the latter (more Komano) may, without 
mjury to the republic, be allowed to take its own chance of 
growing fat ancfplump, and turning out good common sense. 
This is my criterion of judging the Spirits ; and thus it is, because 
I perceive, and have been charmed by, the plaintive querulousness, 
and sometimes joyous ebulliency, of his heart, that I now think 
Charles Lamb worthy of a short notice in the pages of ^* The 
Etonian/V 
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To prove, if they will be admitted as proof, that I have some 
reason for the commendation bestowed upon this writer, I shall 
content myself with quoting two poems, in two very different 
tones of feeling, and which, I think, contain all the characteristics 
of which I have been speaking. 

HEST£R. 

When maidens such as Hester die. Her parents held the Qoaker mle. 

Their place ye may not well sopply, Which doth the human feeling cool, 

'^' But she was trained in Nature^s school, 

Nature had blest her. 



Thoagbye among a thousand try, 
With ?ain endeavour. 

A month or more bath she been dead. 
Yet cannot I by force be led 
To think upon the wormy bed 
And ner together. 

A springy motion in her gait, 
A risinc step, did indicate 
Of prioe and joy no common rate, 
That flu8h*d her spirit. 

I know not by what name beside 
I shall it call ; — ^if 'twas not pride. 
It was a joy to that allied. 
She did inherit. 



A waking eye^ a prying mind, 
A heart that stirs, ia bara to bind ; 
A hawk's keen sight ye cannot blind, 
Te could not Hester. 

My sprightly neighbour, gone before 
To that unknown and silent shore, 
Shall we not meet, as heretofore. 
Some summer morning. 

When from thy cheerful eves a ray 
Hath struck a bliss upon the day, 
A bliss that would not go away, 
A sweet forewarning ? 



A FAREWELL TO TOBACCO. 



Mat the Babylonish curse 
Straight confound my stammering verse. 
If I can a passage see 
In this word— perplexity. 
Or a fit expression find. 
Or a language to my mind, 
(Still the phrase is wide or scant) 
To take leave of thee. Great Plant ! 
Or in any terms relate 
Half my io?e, or half my hate: 
For I luite, yet lo?e, thee so. 
That, whichever thing I show. 
The plain truth will seem to be 
A constrain'd hyperbole. 
And the passion to proceed 
More from a mistress than a weed. 

Sooty retainer to the vine, 
Bacchus* black servant, negro fine ; 
Sorcerer, that mak'st us dote upon 
Thy begrimed comjilexion, 
And, for thy pernicious sake. 
More and greater oaths to break 
Tlmn reclaimed lovers take 
'Gainst women : thou thy siege dost lay 
Much too in the female way, 
While thou suck^st the labouring breath 
Faster than kisses, or than death. 

Thou in such a cloud dost bind us. 
That our worst foes cannot find us. 
And ill fortune, that would thwart us. 
Shoots at rovers, shooting at us; 
While each man, through thy heightening 

steam. 
Does like a smoking JBtna seem, 
And all about as does expreiB 
(Fancy and Wit in richest drew) 
4 Sicuiaa fruUMnen. 



Thou through such a mist dost show os, 
That our htai friends do not know iis» 
And, for those allowed features, 
Dae to reasonable creatures, 
Liken'st us to fell Chimoeras, 
Monsters that, who see us, fear us* 
Worse than Cerberus or Geryon, 
Or, who first lovM a cloud, Ixion. 

Bacchus we know, and we allow 
His tipsy rites. But what art thou. 
That but by reflex canst show 
What his deitv can do. 
As the false Egpvtian spell 
Aped the true Hebrew miracle ? 
Some few vapours thou may^st raise. 
The weak brain may serve to amaze. 
But to the reins and nobler heart 
Cankt nor life nor heat impart. 

Brother of Bacchus, later born. 
The old world was sure forlorn. 
Wanting thee, that aidest more 
The God's victories^ than before 
All his i)anther8, and the brawls 
Of his piping Bacchanals. 
These, as stale, we disallow. 
Or judge of thee meant : only thou 
His true Indian conque«t art; 
And, for ivy round Im dart. 
The reformed god now weaves 
A fine thyrsis of thy leaves. 
Scent to match thy rich perfume 
Chemic art did ne'er presume. 
Through her quaint alembic strain. 
None so sovereign to tlie brain. 
l$SLl^te^\^\ dxd l^ihee excel^ 
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le unaller sort of boy«, 
* greener damsels meant $ 
p|t the only manly scentr 

kioe'^ of the stinking khid, 
of the month, and fog of tiie min^f 
L that brags her fo^^son, 
s *Q such prodigieos poison, 
ine, nightshade, both togetbef, 
)ciL, acoplte.-r r- 

Nay, rather, 
dkfkie, ofrare^ virtue ; 
rs on the tongue woidd hmt yw* 
hut in a sort I blamed thee ; 
i'er prosper* d who defitm'd tJue ; 
att, anafeipCd abuse^ 
\sperple^t utvers use^ 
sod, when, in desj^atr, 
'm$fartk' their fmrssifiLWy 
part hut to express 
'•pfce§4uyi am^liness 
I their find^ doth so strike, 
•orrtMV Umguage of disKke ; 
\Mtoad ofBemtest Miss, 
M^mey^ ^9'^kem't^ Bfiss, 
iostijbrins ofqld admirinfj^, 
T Cockatiicei and Sirpm 
ikjOnd aU ih(^s eviiy 

iy VTsnchy and Blackamou^ 
my jfpe^ and twentyn^or^i 
Jiif J^nitresSj Uwmg Fop^r' 
at she is truly soy 
» other way they know 
\emitneiU tosjcppssSy 
r» 90 uptm escestf 
hey do not rightly tiiol 
ieritbepamqrnat^ 



Or, at men, fi;p^a#*^|^ imn^ 
With whafs nearest to Meir AttWf, 
tVhUo their sorrows at ^eheighiy 
Lose diamrifinatifn «(%, 
ji^d their hasty wrejOi ietfaUy 
To appease IheSr franih gaUy 
On M0 darting- thfng' wkiUevqry^ 
Whence they fed it death to sever ; 
Though it be, as they, perfbreey 
CryUtiess, qf the sa4 dif^cc. 

For J. must (nor let it grieve thee* 
Friendliest of plants, that I must) leare 

thee. 
For thy sake. Tobacco, I 
Wonid do any thing bat die. 
And but seek to extend n\y days 
Long enough to sing thy p^^l^. 
Bat, as she, who once hatn oeen f 
A King^ consort, m a qneen . 
Etop after, nos will hate 
Ai^y title of her st%t^, 
Thotlffh a widow or dlvp^o^. 
So I,lrom thy converse forced^ 
The old name and style retain, 
A ngbt Katherine ot Spain; 
And a seat, too, 'monol tl|e joyt 
Of the bleat TooHCCo o^ j| i 

Of thy fkvours, I may catph 
Some collateral sweets, ana soaftch 
Sidelong odoars, that f^fe lifn 
Like glances from a neixhlipiw'^ jfifn { 
Apd still live in- th^ py-pl^P^ 
And the suburbs of tliT graces } 
And in thy borders ia&eaelfa(ht, 
Aftunconqnercd Ctpnaaolteic 



i¥Ould not have (quoted to suek a lengtfi, if I l)ad hMoro how 
we broken the precedipg poems isto parta. Ehitf it lis sp 
;ctly coptinuous an<} one tbroughout, that 9i|ch ^iiatOjqij wa§ 
»ssibl(9« I do not r^qaamber apy thipg so ^e^;f tjie 8wipg m4^ 
of UAUegFO aad II PeoMroao, aa the lipea printed in ilaiiC8« 
same fusion of ideas, eeuched in tbe same Idng dfawn oql 
dy, is conspicuous in Ibotfi poets \ I question |r |h^ 4icH9^ 
be very much supejrip^ i^ wfto^ : ^very tbiqg le)^ i^ »^t of 
;Qn^parison entirely. 

is. fofeign to the purpose of these letters ^ eoneider the 
d yvoriss of the authors whose poetical merits I h,ave alone 
1 upon me to discuss ; yet so small is the sum tot^ yerae^oy^ 
3y of JUamb's publicajtions, that perhaps I shall be pardoned^ if 
tnclusion I (ake some notice of his pretensions as a cntie 
I Shakspeare and Hogarth. With respect to the former, he 
ssessed with all that vehement admiration of our immort|} 
I, which was first introduced, in its present form of devout 
isiasm, by the I^ake School ; he is particularly anxious in 
ing the spirituality of hi^ charact^s ; i. e. t^at esQeocfi, <^ ^^ 
^8. awn soul m them aU> wMck pE^ake» Wmni &%^t«<G^%Krai*^^ 

« Published in Idl^. 
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others in kind as vfeYl as degree ; and hence he denies the possi* 
bility of acting these plays^ without materializing the creations of 
Imagination, and reducing Shakspeare, as far as he -was Shak- 
speare, differing from all mankind in intenseuess of thought,, to a 
level with the commonest productions of modem talent. 

*' The troth is, the characters of Shakspeare are so- much the objects 
of meditation, rather than of interest or curiosity as ta their actions, that 
while wc are reading any of his great criminal characters — Macbeth,, 
Richard^ even lago— we think not so much of the crimes which they 
commit, as of the ambition, the aspiring spirit, the intellectaal acttvity^ 

which prompts them to overleap those moral fences/' 

« ♦ « ♦ 

** So to see Lear acted, — to see an old man tottering about the stage 
with & walking-stick, turned out of doors by his daughters in a rainy 
night, has nothing in it but what is painful and disgusting. We want to 
take him into shelter and relieve him. That is all the feeling which the 
acting of Lear ever produced in me. But the Lear of Shakspeare camiot 
be acted. The contemptible machinery by which they mimic the storm 
which he goes out in, is not more inadequate to represent the horrors of 
the real elements, than any actor can be to represent Lear : they might 
more easUy propose to personate the Satan of Milton upon a stage, or 
one of Michael Anj^elo's terrible figures. The greatness of Lear is not 
in corporal dimension, but in intellectual : the explosions of hia passion 
are terrible as a volcano : they are storms turning up and diselosing to 
the bottom that sea, his mind, with all its vast riches. It is lus mind 
which is laid bare. This care of flesh and blood seems too insignificant 
to be thought on ; even as he himself neglects it. On the stage we see 
nothing but corporal infirmities and weakness, the impotence of rage ; 
while we read it, we see not Lear; but we are Lear; — we ane in hia mind, 
we are sustained by a grandeur which baffles the malice of daughters and 
storms ; in the aberrations of his reason, we discover a migltty irregular 

Sower of reasoning, immethodized from the ordinary purposes of life,, 
ut exerting its powers, as the wind blows where it Usteth, at weapon 
the corruptions and abuses of mankind. What have looks or tones to 
do with uiat sublime identification of his age, with that of the heaven$ 
themsehes, when in his reproaches to them for conniving at the injustice 
of his children he reminds them that they themselves are old ! What 
gesture shall we appropriate to this? What has the voice or tho eye to do 
with such things ? But the play is beyond all art, as the tamperings with 
it show : it is too hard and stony ; it must have love-scenes and a happy 
ending. It is not enough that Cordelia is a daughter ; she must shine as a 
lover too. Tate has put his hook into the nostrils of this Leviathan, for 
Garrick and his followers, the showmen of the> scene, to draw the mighty 
beast about more easily. A happy ending 1- — as if the living martyrdom 
that Lear had gone through, — the flaying of his feelings alive,— -did nol 
make a dismissal from the stage of life the only decorous thing for him. 
If he fs to Uve and be happy after, if he could sustain this world's bordea 
after, why all this pudder and preparation,— why torment us with all thif 
unnecessary sympathy ? as if the childish pleasure of getting his gilt robes 
and sceptre again could tempt him to act over again his misused station, 
-^as if at his years, and with his experience, any thing was left bat 
Jodie,*' 

Is not this true i and yet Dr. Johnson upholds the profanatioo 

of Tate for reasons that are really (|[uite childish ; because it 

made lum cry at the last Tepte^eniuttf»v\ ^^<^ Vlykix ^y^ ! to be 
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sure it did ; was it to make him laugh ? But I much fear that 
Dr. Johnson had about as much poetry in his constitution as he 
bad humility. 

Hogarth has at length found in C. Lamb a worthy com- 
mentator; one who has felt the marvellous creative powers of 
that artist, and elucidated them with penetration and eloquence^ 
I perceive that my limits forbid me to enter upon this subject, 
but I certainly would recommend any one, who wishes to peruse 
the prints of our illustrious countryman with proper feelmgs of 
their ends and intrinsic beauties, to spend an hour upon Lamb's 
little Essay on the Genius of Hogarth. It is full of ingenious 
criticism, profound insight into what constitutes Beauty and De- 
formity, and a congenial train of humorous or gloomy sentiment. 

Of C. Lamb himself I would say that he is not great, yet 
eminent; not profound, yet penetrating; not passionate, yet 
gentle, tender, and sympathizing. For genuine Anglicism, which 
amongst all other essentials of excellence in our native literature, 
is now recovering itself from the leaden mace of the Rambler, 
he is quite a study ; his prose is absolutely perfect ; it conveys 
thought, without smothering it in blankets. I have no business 
to meddle with any man's private life ; yet, if the tree may be 
known by its fruits, does it not speak highly for the excellence of 
a School, if such it may be called, that it is all Christian — Chris- 
tian in thought, word, and deed i It is, indeed, amazing how a 
Poet can be a materialist. But of this hereafter — for the present, 
Adieu ! 

6. M« 
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LETTER FROM PATRICK O'CONNOR, ESQ., 

Inclosing Metrical Versions in the Greek and Latin Tongues. 

Dear Mr. Courtenay, — It is both a shame and a sin that 
no attempt is made to perpetuate the memory of those excellent 
ballads with which the languages of Ireland, England, and Scot- 
land abound. For whereas the said languages are allowed by all 
men of real taste to be Gothic and semi-barbarous, it is incum- 
bent upon us to endeavour to preserve whatever good they do 

a X 
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coQtaiB by potting it into anodler (kess. Yo« know Mr. 
(yDoheTty fcas preceded me in diis praiseworthy attempt by his 
admirable version of Chevy-Chace, '* Per sous ex Narthumlm" 
fcCiv which I hav« cQmpared with the English Ballad so often, 
thaik i can hanily tell which h the original'. When about to ex- 
ercise my talents in this line, I held much question with inyself 
whether I should assimilate my metre to &at of my ori^fial^ m 
is the case in the abovementioned admirable WKwrk, or embody 
the ideas of my author in the rhythih of the ancient Greeks. 
For of the former design I dp not consider myself altogether 
incapable ; in pisoof of which I inclose a: brief specimen of my 
abilities in this line; viz. — a Song from a M.S. coltedtioii of 
Poems in the possession o£ John. Jackson, Esq. ; rendered by 
Patrick O'Connor, with all the. origffial rhymes miraculous^ 
preserved^ 

*' I w«Qp4 Girl, befofe^eye, PremordoloEtv 

Ikneel to adoi:«y:a, Ufor amoae. 

^ybosom is torn, asunder ; Anima fit furibnnda ; 
Maiden divine, O, Madeo vino. 

In gpeneroius wine, O, Ettibi prcrpino 

l'^le4ge tiieej Rosamwida ! SalQtenH RnaamnQda* 

To a pipe of tobacco, Victa tabaco. 

And plenty of sack, O, Victaque Baccho, 

Passions and flames knock under ; Flamma mi fit moribunda; 
Fm hasty and beady, Ebrius dedi 

With lots of the Deady ; — Venerem et te Di- 

Hang thyself, Eosamunda ! abjolo Rosamunda. 

I trust this sample will be sufficient to convince you, that when 
I turn my talents^ to the Monkish style which the: author above 
alluded to has chosen, I shall come very little behind my proto- 
type. For the present, however, I have judged that the Metres 
of antiquity are more classical, and consequently more worthy of 
a place in " The Etonian." 

With regard to the poem itself, it is not, I believe,, generally 
understood that Looney the hero of it, is the descendant of the ce- 
lebrated Phelim Mac Twolter, who in the year 1750, A.D. fought 
that celebrated pugilistic encounter with Patrick Mac Nevis, 
which is the subject of admiration and encomium in the sporting 



circles of Oarrickfergu». It is gratifying to m^ to- be "Mt f& 
notice this genuioe son of Hilienna, because tli{e Soxiana q( 
modem criticism dwelliBg with delight upon the minor g)oiie^ bf 
a Corcoran^ a Randall^or a Donnelly, have by sfome strange neglect 
omitted all mention of the surpassing bfittiancy of the merits oC 
Phelim Mac Twolter. This is the more remarkable as the 
abovementioned fight was made the subject of a stannic heroic 
Poem, remarkable for the animation and geniality which is j|[>re- 
sei*Ved throughout. Mac Nevis, who it seems was little bettfer 
than a Braggadocio, gave the challenge. This is described with 
great force and simplicity. The landlord's daughter of the 
Shsonrock public-house, who is said to have bad a penchant for 
little Phdiim, had been boasting of her lover'is pugilistic fame. 

MacNevis leaped up frooi his seat, Sorfebat Mao Neviskis, 

And made his bow, and told ber^ Et roox jactabat ultro, 

'* KathiecD, Fll fight for yoar dear ^* Pugbabo toi gratis 

sake Cam feio Mac Tuoltro^^' 
Along with fierce Mac Twolter.'' 

Does not this remind us strongly of Homer's Paris ? 

I 

The address of Mac Nevis to his antagonist upon meeting him 
^n the ring is conceived in the same style of ferocious grandeur. 
He sees him applying himself to the bottle, and exclaims : — 

While you can see blue ruin, joy ! Frater, dam tibi manet lux. 

Pall deeper yet, and deeper ; Bibe rainao poonlom : 

By George! you shall return from Redibis hinc, per Georginm! 

hence, Utrumqae cassus ocaiam. 
Without an open peeper. 

Observe that the expression '* blue ruin '* is very poetical, but my 
version of it is also prophetical ; a charm unknown to the origi- 
nal, Phelim's reply is beautiful : — 

Don't tip me now, my lad of wax, Ne sis, O ceHt mollior, 

Yoar blarney and location, Orandiloqaas et vanas ; 

Ocb ! sare you an't a giant yet. Hens bone ! non es gigas ta, 

Nor I a Lillipatian. Et non sum ego nanus. 

2 X 12 
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Here again the author, of course, had Homer in his eye, . 

And again. 

The contest, \vhich, it is possible^ I may by and bye transmit to 
^ou at length, is described v^ith a minuteness which far exceeds 
Virgil's Dares and Entellus, or even the^ " Pugilism *' of the 
Sporting Magazine. The modest Mac Twolter is, as he deserves 
to be, the victor. The Poem concludes in a high strain of 

triumph : — 

So Victory te Phelim gave Victoria dedit Pbelimo 

A wife of fair renown ; Uxorem valde bonam; 

And with that wife she gave besides £t dedit cam oxore hlU> 

To him a silver crown. Argenteam coronam. 

I must now cease to comment upon this fascinating character, 
and proceed, without further delay, to the celebration of the 
amour of his descendant. Looney Mac Twolter is well known to 
you, as you have frequently heard the identical baHad from the 
lips of Frederick Golightly. I shall therefore give you my pro- 
mised Translation of it, without note or preface. Give it a clas- 
sical name, — ''an Eclogue," or '* an Idyll," or " an Elegy," or what 

you will. 

I. 

Ob, whack ! Cupid's a mannikin. 

Smack on my heart he hit me a polter ; 
Good lack, Judy OTlannikin ! 

Dearly she loves nate Looney Mac Twolter. 
Judy's my darling, my kisses she suffers ; 

She's an heiress, that's clear. 

For her father sells beer ; 
He keeps the sign of the cow and the snuffers. 

She's so smart, 

From my heart 

I cannot bolt her. 
Oh, whack, Judy O'Flannikin ! 
She is the girl for Looney Mac Twolter. 

II. 
Oh hone ! good news I need a bit I 

We'd correspond, bat laming would choakher. 
MavTone ! — I cannot read a bit ; 

Judy can't tell a pen from a poker. 
Jady^s so constant, I'll never forsake her ; 
She's trae iis the moon ; — 
Only one afternoon, 
I caught her a&Xeep wV^^>i\inkv\i^<c^V»d. iJoii^maker. 
;: She*8 so amoiiV) ^c* 
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a. 



fipefos tfXioy Ku$iigi};, 
cfM S* lyxparsi /SsXsfcvcp 

Toy A^yiay f iXi< jxe^ 
Toxoy eov^nn) TvoXrps. 
fjLsXi xat TO nxreiq aiuov 
oarukifi wefux I8$f9* 
TO S* efMVy yapiwiroL dujxcp, 
y>\XJKepo¥ fiXriiJiM tsrouryjn, 
efomi ^ iig, sx a^riXa)$, 

6 UTOtT^p yOLpy lu TOV liloLy 

isrofM( x^iSiyoy 'Grmpourx^iy 
imo (Hifia ^ 1] xairjfTou 
fioos i)$s xa< 'mjpaypa^. 



^' 



'OroTOi* TI ypoLiufu cm awTiij 
xoXo; ayyeXoj ygyoir aw* 

oaropoiart $* av 'crAoxaio'iy 
(TO^fa viy oy^p^ovcoi}. 
'OroTOi* ra ypaiifMtr ihi$ 

ypoL^^ 8Ti xai O'i$i}poy 
-BTu^ocgifixov 8»gyvo)* 
ftsAi xoi TO vexTop jjjxov 
oofcik^ 'cre^x Istti' 
s^ evfpovms lycoye 
xaToXgitJ/o/jtai -otot atmjv* 
l^ayij ya§, c&s (rsAijyij, 
'C3-avaXi)9fyii ysavi^* 
oAX'^ hnrspa$ tsrea's&y^s, 
e^a-oLpLriv tsroT aunjv 

(txoXko ye fivpa-o^e^, 

^aph&TfrcL 8* ij «rg^v*, x. t, X. 



TO(roy, £0^ viy 8 $uvai|tti)v 
&fjro xagBia^ avaxron' 

earo ^Xawixiv jxs Tepmiy 
Tov AtfVioy pi^s Tsg^ei, 
Toxov «wrp«nj TvoXTpn. 

PATRICK O'CONNOR. 

Part St. Dermid, near BaUinocrasy^ Dec. 28, 1820. 



LB BLANC'S SOBER ESSAY ON LOVE. 



*^ And Lore is still an emptier sound, 

The modern fiair one's jest $ 
On earth unknown, or only found 

To warm the turde's nest"— Goldskith. 



Love is a theme which has received its due share of importance 
in literature in every age and clime ; but^ like the ocean from 
>ivhence its own pre»ding goddess is fabled to have sprung, is as 
inexhaustible in its nature as universal in its prevalence. Con- 
jointly with the praises of heroism and warlike achievements, it 
has inspired as. well the earliest rhapsodies of the wandetixv^ 
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minstrels of Greece and Araby, as the noblest works of the most 
accogpupiisbed authors of the present day. Though fiiei|tteiiUj 
prostitQted and d^Mused to its lowest dregs by certaio panders 
to lust, yideped novel-wnters, it is a subiei^ which hat all 
along had, and «till has, the most decided claims on the pent of 
the laetaphygictaii and the poet; nay, I will venture to add, 
without fear of cootroverty^ — the divine. 

The metaphysician loses himself in abstruse cUsquisilioDs on 
the doctrine of assimilation^ or what other theory h^ inay please 
to adopt, as expkoiative of the mysterious influence by which the 
mind is propelled to that congeniality of sentiment, "vfaich casts 
between the sexes> and what is worthy of observation^ in the case 
of individuals of opposite tempers and habits; as if it was ne- 
cessary for the composition of the most perfect unaninuty, which 
can exist on earth, that die ingredients should be of contniry 
qualities. In developing that sensation, or source of sentatioos, 
which we term '' Love/' tome argue that it is a compoand of feel- 
ings, an union of various propensities, or, to speak more tedmicaUlj 
a co-operation of different organs ; while others cut the gordiao knot 
at a blow, and assert that it is a self-sufficient, distinct principle. This 
they might at well denominate at once the principle of amativeoess. 
They have but acted in imitation of the old Stoics* who, when they 
had found themselves at a loss to account for the nature of the 
soul^ by referring its composition to either fire, air, earth, or 
water, determined upon havmg an additional element, or primary 
cause, to which they could exclusively ascribe its existence. For 
myself, I. cannot help thinking that, on this point in pwticular, 
there is a striking analogy between physics and metaphysics. 
The investigation of natural philosophy was a complete chaos of 
doubt, and learned ignorance, till the superintending providence 
of a Deity — a Being like the omnipotent and omniscient Jehovah 
— was established from revelation in the creed of the philosopher ; 
this it was which proved the only true clue to conduct him safely 
through the intricacies of the labyrinth. And such is the case 
with our philosophy of the mind : clouds and thick darkness are 
round about us, and it requiries no spirit of prophecy to pro- 
nounce that the veil wiU never be removed, till the nature of the 
soul's action is understood by us as a primal invisible cause, from 
whence all the visible effects, with which we are well acquainted, 
may be educed ; and this cannot take place till the time when 
that particle of the divine breath, which is at present like an elastic 
spring coiled and confined, hath been emancipated from its earthly 
trammels, and restored to the full grasp of intellect which it is ca* 
pable of; an attainment^ towardit which even a Newton and s 
Locke made but slight advances. 

The Divine hat a much eatiet tatk — his views of the subject 
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ane clew and exfireils^ as far as acriptural aitthorky vraivaiite his 
mviestigatiofiy. and it raay well excite kt us a doubt and hesaUHim 
wkether thai is Bot the point. 

^ Thas far shall tboa go and do farther.'' 

The last and best gift Wi^ whidi the ** Lord of the CveatioD'' 
was presented by his Divine Benefactor was female society, a» aa 
antidote for that solitude of heart whkh HWist otherwise havtt 
proved intolerable to a being formed with SAteh capacities for en- 
ya^metA. as are found in man. The ''aching void" was-^sooa 
<bscoveredy or^ as it is expressed^ in the beautiful simplkity of 
koly wiit^ ** for Adam, there was found no hdp meet for htfn/'-^ 
bttt no sooner discovered than provided against;^ as if it JukI been 
the i^ntion of the ^ Giver of all Good^'' that die value of tbe 
blessing might be the more appreckted from its not h^tving been 
bestowed till a deficiency had been felt. And is it not this ^aane 
** aching void ^' that exists in the breast of youths when it panda 
afiter an object on which to lavish its affections \ In the days of 
Puradisct, it is true, the impulse was pure and chaste in adl ks 
bearings — it is now^ alas ! debased and adulterated from its pas* 
tine p^ecUon. 

** Poor race <rf men— 

Dearly ye pay for your |»imal fall, 
SoDie fiow'rets of Eden ye still iahecit, 
But the trail of the serpent is over them all.'' 

The rose, however, still looks lovely in the midst of » garden- of 
weeds, whose contiguity is contaminatsngi 

Love is the very essence of poetry in general, and the key^-st^ne 
of interest, on which the chef d'ccuvres of Melpomene and Thalia 
are chiefly constructed. Yet the oflice of the poet is quite dis- 
tinct from those of the two former I have mentioned. His 
business is not to attempt the developement of original principles, 
but to portray their.consequences in all the vivid colours of the 
imagination. I am aware that some men of gigantic intellect, 
like Wordsworth, have succeeded in uniting " for better or worse'' 
metaphysics and poetry. But I am now speaking of Love 
Poetry, in a simple sense, as describing the effects of the passion, 
or principle, or impulse, or whatever it may be, and contenting itself 
with leaving that passion, or principle, or impulse, without a defi- 
tion,— or even pronouncing' it undefinable. When the subject 
has undergone the process which an inspired imagination performs 
upon it, it issues forth in a shape intelligible to tike humblest, and 
yet by no means on that account rendered contemptible to the 
highest capacity ; — for human nature is the same throughout all 
its empire, from the palace to the cottage. It is true that the 
productions of an ardent fancy , are apt to tiavv^T^^^ ^^Xvck^s. ^\ 
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the ordinary occurrences of life ; but still there are bounds of 
probable reality, that cannot be passed without destroying the 
very iUusion which it is the great art of Poetry, to create and 
support in the minds of its audience, and this check is our sure 
warrant against extravagance. " Love " has now become per- 
sonified, though under the most contradictory appearances. 
It assumes, as circumstances bear sway, the gentlenesa of the 
dove, die crafty wiliness of the serpent and the ferocity of the tiger. 
There is no delusion here, the practical doctrines which are 
offered for our belief are readily, 1 had almost said instinctiv^. 
accepted by our understanding, confirmed by our experience and 
sanctioned by our reason. They are spoken home to us,, and we 
feel them. We enjoy the evening fragrance of the summer zephyr^we 
behold and tremble at the consequences of the tempest's wraA : 
but we cannot say whence come they — the zephyr or die tempest 
And such is Love : we may understand and describe the pangs 
of jealousy, and the silent despair of the broken heart, or the 
consunmiate bliss of a mutual and felicitous attachment ; — we 
know that these all proceed from one and the same source, bat 
this is the utmost of our knowledge. 

I cannot close my dissertation on this theme better than by 
requesting the attention of my readers to a quotation from the 
late work of an author, whose reputation is by no means of small 
magnitude in the bright galaxy of the talents of the present day. 
The sentiments of die extract coincide perfectly with those of 
mine, which have dictated the above remarks, and will in some 
respects, perhaps, serve to elucidate any obscurities I may have 
been guilty of. 

<' Beaaty, what art thoa, that thy slii^htest gaze 

Can make the spirit from its centre roll 
Its whole long coarse, a sad and shadowy maze ? 

Thoa midnight, or thou noon-dde of the seal ; 

One glorious vision, lighting ap the whole 
Of the wide world or one deep wild desire. 

By day and night consuming, sad and sole ; 
Till hope, pride, genias, nay, till Love's own fire 
Desert the weary heart, a cold and mouldering pyre. 

Enchanted sleep, yet full of deadly dreams ; 

Companionship divine, stern solitude ; 
Thoa serpent, coloured with the brightest gleams. 

That e'er hid poison, making hearts thy food ; 

Woe to the heart that lets thee once intrude. 
Victim of visions, that life's purpose steal, 

Till the whole struggling nature lies subdued. 
Bleeding with wounds the g^ave alone must heal." 

A* Ii.B« 
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LETTER FBOM' A FRIEND IN WALES, INCLOSING 

AN ARTICLE. 

Mt djbar Coubtenay,— If the inclosed Tale can be of any 
so^ce to you, you are at liberty to dock it or dress it in any 
way you please. One of its principal demerits is the want o£ a 
regular moral. Do get Sterling to wind it up with a few reflee- 
fefOBs on fiEdsehood and deceit; or a few remarks upon the old 
Mbge, that '* deeds of night must come to light." 
• Tlank you for No. III. It has kept me alive through this 
^1 fcnrtnight. I suppose you are aware that I have been for 
ome time deprived of the power of locomotion by a complica- 
ion of disorders, which give me full leisure to think of you, my 
tear Courtenay, and of your literary bantling. By the bye, I 
ear from Montgomery that you are at last disgusted with the 
oil you have voluntarily undertaken,'^ and have resolved 'upon 
elinquishing the burthen. Positively, after having put yoursidf 
ito the harness, as Musgrave would say, upon public motives, - 
ou must not overturn the vehicle upon private ones, however. 
Diir withers may be galled. So much are your friends alarmed. 
y the report, that even I, equally incapable with the .dullest, 
Ithough equally zealous with the brightest, of your well-wishers, 
ave assumed the panoply of pen and paper in your support, in 
ae fullest confidence that you will excuse the weakness of the 
ttempt, in consideration of the motive by which it is dictated. 

Here, then, you have the first effort of your new contributor, 
f I meet with encouragement from you, I purpose to get up for 
ou some " Sketches from Wales ;*' which will comprise various 
Assays on Farming and Frshion, Drinking and Dandyism, 
3elles and Belles Lettres, as I see them in their every-day dress 
iround me : — ^but of this more anon. 

Your three first Numbers have been handed about here with 
preat success. It has amused me not a little to hear the various 
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remarks which ha^e been made upon them by readers who know 
no more of the ** King of Clubs " than they do of the King of 
Ashantee. In despite of my repeated asseverations, no one will 
believe but that the Members of youir Club are all fictitious per- 
•cmages. Methinks their preconceived opinioBS will be not a 
little startled when they see my own real name affixed to Au 
ooiimiiiiiication, in Mr. Knight's best smiall cs^tals. 

Onoe more to my Tale— for you must allow ine, as an atfthcnr 
Ufherto mtrted, to be soiilewhat anasous that I nuiy |nit on mf 
first suit of black and #hite under all possible advantiiget. It is 
founded on an ailecdote told at cdnsiderable length in i, rnktu- 
script history of the ^* Chiefsof die House of d'ArenMes/' whieh 
I fbtmd^ with Aiany other ciitiosities of die IBce nathre, id* Ae 
library of my vei^ venerable fiiend, Owen Llangdry, our kuch- 
respected Curate, who is a great collector of these reUiples of 
anfiqtitf • He is a man of much informadoit, add is very i^y 
to eomibumcate it. He is, withd, die posseiBsor of dirte dmigs, 
which make his acquaintance very desirable : k beiiutiful' hcmi ; 
a more beautiful garden ; and (entre noiu) a surpassin^y beso- 
ts daughter. Tell Gerard that I am almost out of my seastBy 
and, in die course of a week> shall probaftly be^ writkig 
. Sotmets. 

Here I must break off. My only object was to ininMJhiee 
nrfself to you ht my novel capacity of Legendary Scribbler f ai*l, 
having effected diis, I wUl lay down my pen, trusting tbat aVAe 
indulgence which a new author mny justly claim will be ex- 
tended tOr 

Your ^eere friend, 

MORRIS eOWAN* 

P.S. In spite of the comfortable a;ssurances of F^eter Pinlitfa- 
gow, my Pharmacopole, I am afraid that my various complaints, 
of which I will send you a catalogue, if you want a ''Medical 
Article," will detain me some weeks from Eton. Upon my retiirD 
I shall begin my canvass fdr admission into the Club. 
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AN OLD ENGLISH TALE, 

9 

y Bbginalp 1 '' said the old Baron.r-It is striking, and fin- 
shiooabje, and classical, to hurry my reader thus ** in niedias res/^ 
else it had been my duty to have informed him that the dramatii 
persona whom he finds upon the scene are the son and grandson 
of the redoubted Hugh d'Arennes, who did good service by the 
Conqueror's side at Uie field of Hastings, in common wim the 
distinguished chiefs of William's army, he had received large 
grants of land, which his enterprizing spirit, and his interei^twidi 
die qionarch and his successor, had tended to augment. His 
heir, however, the present head of the illustrious family, had rar 
ther studied the security than the aggrandizement of his posses- 
aibns, and had grown to a green old age in retirement ana seclu- 
sion, as far as was compatible with his high rank and exalted 
situation. The younger speaker of the colloquy was of a charac*- 
ter, the description of which may be dismissed as easily. Not 
having been obliged, like the odier young men of his time, to 
take an active part in the divisions Mdiidi agitated the period of 
$ke reign of &e second Henry, Reginald had not acquired tl^^ 
final and energetic ton^ of mind by which the sons of the nobility 
•were distinguished. He had been accustomed to shape his con^ 
duct, in the most trifling concerns, according to the advice and 
judgment of his father ; and consequently, when deprived for. a 
abort period of his monitor, seemed utterly incapable of thinking 
seripusly, or rather seemed to have made a religions vow against 
thinking at all. This hopeful descendant of the noble Sir Hugh 
had arrived at the age of twenty — ^was possessed of a listless^ yet 
handsome, set of features — a careless, yet commanding, figure — m 
true English head at the cup, and a true English hand at the quaiw 
rel. — And now, havine gone through the interruption, which 
ought to have been the introduction, let us proceed. 

*' Ileginald ! " said the old Baron, with a slight inclination of 
the head, which he was in the habit of using when he wi^ed to 
dirow dignity into his admonitions. 

** Ears hear thee/' said the son, without stirring from the huge 
oaken table upon which, after the fatigues of the diase, he was 
reclining. 

^' I have ordered that we shoidd be alone, my son," said the 
old man, ** because I have to discourse to thee a matter which 
deeply and nearly concerns thy welfare. Pour for thy father, 
Ileginald." 

Reginald obeyed ; and, after performing for himself the sane 
office, resumed his attitude, with aii aspect which was ludicrcmsfy 

2 Ylf 



350 The Knight and the Krutoe. [No. 5 

divided between the resolution to attend, and the propensity to 
inattention. 

'* Twenty years have gone by, Reginald, since thou didst be- 
come the hope of the house of which thou wilt shortly be the 
head. Ere thou hast other twenty years to look back upon, thou 
wilt have lost the guidance of thy father, and I shall sleep by the 
side of mine.'' 

*' Sir Hugh sleeps in the abbey,'' said Reginald. 

'' He doth/' resumed his adviser. *' He was a knight of 
name and fame, and wielded a good sword at Hastings.'' 

*' As touching the sword," said Reginald, totally unconscious 
of any metaphorical meaning implied in his father's words, '' it 
hangs above him in the abbey. Marry, it is somewhat rusty, but 
nevertheless a good sword." 

" But Reginald, to come to the point — " 

** Thou dost remind me how that it was broken against, the 
fifth rib of Egwulph, sumamed the Impetuous, a good knight 
and a true — although a Saxon." 

The look of the young man had in it something of animation as 
he expressed his hereditary contempt of the Saxon race. To his 
father, however, this demonstration of feeling did not seem alto- 

f ether ^o welcome as it might have been upon another occasion, 
[e contracted his huge shaggy eye-brows, turned his eyes from 
his son to the wine-cup, and from the wine-cup to his son, stroked 
his chin, folded his arms, and, in short, assumed an attitude of 
thought, which was little less ridiculous than the thoughtlessness 
of his companion. After a pause of some minutes, he began to 
speak, sending out his words with all the caution and circumspec- 
tion of a Fabius. 

*' Of a truth, Reginald, the Saxon thanes are in breeding and 
courtesy rough, and in no way able to compete with the bearing 
of our Norman knights ; but they are not, as thy speech would 
signify, altogether to be contemned. There is among them much 
might of arm, and courage of heart ; and Sir Hugh was wont to 
say there were few cravens at Hastings." 

Reginald made no reply ; he was deep in mental researches 
after the probable cause of the Baron's unaccustomed eulogium 
upon a race so universally vilified. Finding himself unable to 
solve the mystery, he waited in silence for some further clue. 
The old man looked as if to see whether his words had made any 
impression upon the prejudices of his hearer; and, not being able 
to ascertain the fact, proceeded : — " There is Leofwryn of Ken- 
net-hold," said he, " his better never drew bow : his grandfather 
stood before Harold when De Rocroi had him down. He hath 
riches and retainers, such as never had King of England. lU 
jbefal the man that thinks scorn of Leofwyn of Kennet-hold." 
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** He is our near neighbour," said Reginald. " I have heard 
that he hath a braver horse than is my black steed Launcelot, and 
hounds whose equals the world cannot show. He hath a daughter, 
too^ if fame speak rightly^ a lady of a most noble presence ; and 
he hath a falcon — " Here he was interrupted by the old Baron, 
who, as if weary of the circumlocution by which he had been 
endeavouring to bring about his object, observed dryly, " It is to 
that lady, Reginald, I would see thee wedded." 

Reginald fixed himself upright upon the table on which he had 
been extended, and, opening wide his large languid eyes, gazed 
upon his father with a mute expression of astonishment. The 
latter, though a little daunted by the silence with which his pro- 
position had been received, proceeded to explain the causes and 
consequences of his design. It is needless to accompany him 
through his detail, which, to say truth, was somewhat prolix. It 
is sufficient to state, that the lands of the Saxon looked tempting 
in the eyes of the Norman Lord ; and that, in times of such dan- 
ger and difficulty, it seemed prudent to conciliate the friendship 
of diose who were powerful in their immediate vicinity, and 
especially those who were attached to the Saxon succession. 

No:w the Baron, while he detailed his hopes, and his fears, and 
his ^designs, fancied that he had made in this scheme a notable 
hit of policy, and, from time to time, looked up to the listener's 
face for the approbation to which he thought himself entitled. 
Reginald, however, perceived that his castle-building would meet 
with obstacles which the architect had never contemplated ; and 
began to be of opinion that a friendly alliance between Norman 
and Saxon sounded very like an amicable treaty between hound 
and hare, or a peaceable union between fire and water. To these' 
thoughts he was unwilling to give utterance : a dispute, and upon 
such a subject, was a thing to which he had an insuperable re- 
luctance ; ne therefore quietly acquiesced in his father's reasoning, 
and, after stipulating that, in this matter, no trouble should fall 
upon himself, composed himself in a quiet slumber, while the 
Baron was recounting the particulars of his ten years' courtship of 
Marie, the beautiful heiress of Roger de Vesnoy, the last Lord 
of Battiswold. 

The old man, contented with this calm compliance on the part 
of his son, proceeded forthwith to put his favourite scheme in 
execution. For many weeks was his brain disturbed by the 
anxiety which he felt for the result of his negociations : there 
were messages, and letters, and heralds, and stipulations, and 
breakings off, and reconciliations, more than sufficient to perplex 
th6 thoughts of a far more able diplomatist. Meantime die per- 
son who was to bear the principal part in the play which was now 
in rehearsal, ate, drank, and slept, talked of his horses and hounds^ 



md liii eai^utdieop, niid t|ipfigbt o{mM^g^pn^ tba^of JiU ffir un^ 
wem ioteodedi Elfrida of K/eimp|^M4f ^in^^y^ ^ Uf^ty w%9 comr 
pl0tcHi more lucce^sfi^ly ^m ^^ violent tempi^r of Jj^fwyn fs^^ 
reaaon to expect ; 9ui E^ipt^l^ rep^iyed ord^ars to prep*'^ f*^** 
immediate jpiiniey to n^^ve fb^ bride be bad never coiUFted* The 
first impressiop upon bi^ mind wa9» t)iat it was piiasmg atirange 
diat the pride of a Saxon tbape« nay^ the pride of a Saxon h^iieMi 
could be, with such fftcility, subdued. Reflectipp^ bpwjBverv vv 
not bis province ; and> banishing as qnicUy as possible the intru- 
sive idpai be prepared himself to obey bis father* 

On the morrow he set put. The mann^cript from fAmk I 
draiv my information describes, with mudi prolixity, the accoiMiA- 
ments of himself and his steed; from whence it makes a poatt- 
derable digression to the changes in thp fashicms of dresSi wi 
the peculiar merits of various breeds of horses. It then loriuis 
honourable mention of his attendants, and dw^ls upon certain 
scandalous anecdotes connected with their family concerns. The 
last-mentioned points I deem it right to omit altogether ; and 
upon the others I must be more concise than is the cbrpnicler 
whom I follow* the erudite Henricus Wykeleius. 

It appears that Reginald* although a bigot to the manners and 

Ereiudices which his Norman ancestiry had entailed upon hioii 
aa» upon this occasion, in compliance with the request of bis 
father* assumed the costume of the Saxons. Sp much had the 
natural ease and gracefulness of bis frame been improv^ by can- 
stant exercise and knightly sports, that the unaccustinned dress 
seemed to be no restraint or mponyenience to him ; and his liipbfl 
were as free in the long Saxon robe as they had been wont to be 
in the short Norman tunic. He reined his horse with a skill 
which at once excited and curbed his impetuosity, while it |»et off 
to the best advantage the forms of both the animal and bis rid^* 
Of this, however, neither of them stood in need. liauneelotiras 
one of the noblest steeds that ever bore armed knight to the lists; 
and Reginald, in spite of the want of animation whfch was so evi- 
dent in his features, was really a handsome and wellrproportioiied 
youth. Had his education been suited to his talents, or the 40a- 
lifications of his mind kept pace with those of his body, few 
warriors might have won lady's love so lighdy as B^pnald 
d'Arennes. 

Of his followers, which were six in number, four were nerdy 
retainers of little note or name. Of the remaining two seoie 
notice must be taken. The first was Roger Naylis, an old sad 
approved dependent, who was his companion upon this joumeyi 
for the purpose of obviating by his prudence ^xld experience those 
4angers, into which the hot heart or light head of his young master 
might hurry him. The other was a personage of a description 
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not quite 6o coihiiioti. This wad tlobin Oani^t, whd hitd lohg 
been in Reginald's service, in triple ci^eiiy df pilge, tfssociaite, 
ttfd fool. His was a chariaicter^ of iM^lneli, iii the eompaisS of ti^s 
Ute) it trill be iaiposisible to give the redder iAy idea. Iti h Waii 
to be fotMd the itiost e&traordinary mfixtuhd of bttniiihg arid foUjrj 
blindtieM and foresight^ thoughtlessiiess and thought. Mil isietldnti 
were generally those which no one but a iiiadmaii iToUld cOnimh ; 
yet die me^m by trhieh he ettricated himself from thehr eonse- 
qttenee» were thod^ vrhi^h noncf but a HMx of giieat ticutetfi^i^ 
would hit Upon. He was the so^ Of pool' pafetitd, but bad ren- 
defed himself y by htatatetfts for frolic and buffoonery ^ so h^^sary 
U> the yonilg Lord> thsit he was looked tipori aUnost fai ihfi light Of 
hn foUter-brOtfaer. He rbde k imAl piebald nag, winch foriii^ 
a irhiittsical contrast with the Idrge bifk:k conriser of Ifis raai^ter. 
Hill dress was that of an ordinSE^ ^g6 ; h^ forni> though amfSA^ 
tHtd hot inelegant ; siBd his features, though not handdoi^ne^ h^d M 
shsh eirprtsssion about tb&m, which looked very hidicroii^/ \ihi6tk 
^mtipared with the Itfetessneiss of Reginald's. 

M othing more need be said of him save that the extretnei^ of 
etiniiing and idiocy which hid conduct p<6)rpetually exhibited. Had 
edttftri^ed uqpon him tWo denominations^ which were dterhittety 
^pplilid aft they beea^iie by turns appropriate. When die feriner 
predoiliiii^dy he was terkn^ " Robiii die Wily ;" atid when 
Ae tatter resumed its inflaence, bis appeltatioii Wfts '' Rebki the 
Witless.'' 

Upkm die present oeeasion RegkMdd Wa9 Mt a litfle 9Axiifjr^d 
IbM ho was compelled to converse with hifs father's old eoutt^^^j^^ 
to the exeltiision of the hutnotonis partner of hid foBiedi Frbm 
Ifeis ineoirrenieiicej; however, he Was soOn Relieved. ^ &efote he 
had gone many miles he Wasf met by a theisseuger ftom LeofW^^ 
^ho> aftefr various exctnes and ^potogies> mfo^iined him that his 
Loihel hstd vowed it Vow, dtat tWo mttt of Norman blood shovOd 
M^er cross hi^ threshiold together; and that he therefore re- 
pealed his future son-in-law to dismiss such of his tntm as^ fen 
a^er this interdict. The yomg Lord certaitdy Wii9 itot gineatly 
dbfileised, when, upon eitan^ation, it Ws^ found diat Robiol 
v^as tke only one of hi^ followers Who Wasr ^ot excluded by 
If oi^an linedtge frOitai the ball of the Saxon Thane. Never- 
AekesSi When hid aged attendant whispei^ed his suspicions' of 
nlecStafed treason, shA intimated the piropriety of returning, he 
gazed on the adviser, and then on the page, etnA then on &e 
itlessenger ; afnd expressed, by look and wOV'd; hii^ usuid sentiment 
'A iSl duch c^rtm^as— '' I doubt ! " 

** The haH of Leofwyn is open," said the messenger, '' shall I 
iMf tfMt the guest dtftiieth ? Hie Itfdy Elfrida is in her bridal 
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robe ! shall I say that the bridegroom delayetfa his purpose i "— 
" I will go with thee/' said Reginald. 

'' For my part, I say nought/' observed Naylis, " but life mxj 
be preserved, and life may be thrown away ; and one against an 
hundred is fearful odds. Fathers will weep when children die; 
it matters not whether by the naked sword or the poisoned cup.'* 
— '' I will return with thee ! '' said Reginald. 

'* Of a surety," said Robin, " there is a venture both ways. If 
we advance, life is perilled; and if we retreat, the lady is lost.''— 
'* I know not whether to go or to return ! " said Reginald. 

'* I will return to my master," said the messenger, " peradven- 
ture he will send to thee that shall remove thine apprehensions. 
Hasten not on the way. Marry ! it is well that the Lady Elfrida 
should wait the leisure of Reginald d'Arennes /' and, turning 
his horse's head, he was preparmg to depart, when Naylis seized 
his reins, exclaiming, ** Not so. Sir Discourteous ! by our Ladj 
thou departest not so lightly ; Sir > Reginald wendeth to Kennet- 
hold, and if a hair of his head be injured thou diest, an thou wert 
LeofwjHi's first-bom ! " 
'* Norman hoiind ! " cried the messenger, vnth an exclamation 

of surprise^ " hast thou divined ^but no ! thy thoughts were 

no parties to thy lips, and I war not for a random word. I will 
go with ye — rather than your master should lose his bride. By 
the soul of Hengist, it were pity ! " As he spoke he removed his 
hand, which he had laid upon the hilt of his dagger, and bent 
upon Reginald a look jn which there was much and deep signi- 
fication, although the standers-by were unable to read its import 
Naylis led his young Lord apart, and spoke a' few words m an 
earnest whisper. Reginald still seemed irresolute ; he began to 
reply hastily in a tone between soliloquy and expostulation. 

"Thou sayest right well, Roger, and with discretion; yet, by 
my spurs, a younger head had, given warmer counsel ! How think 
you, my masters, were it not a pleasant tale to tell that Reginald 
d'Arennes fled from the bright eyes of his bride ? Yet, as thou 
sayest, Roger, there is danger in this adventure ! Not that I heed 
shaft or spear, bill or battle-axe, in the hand of a Saxop ; thou 
knowest I am no craven, Roger! — but then, as thou sayest, 
Roger — my father, I do believe my death-wound would be his ! I 
will return to him — ^yet would he be shamed by my return ! I 
will go on — or rather, I will not ; thou shalt hasten back to him, 
Roger !— and tell him — hum ! I doubt ! " 

How long the contest might have lasted it is impossible to 
determine ; — ^the remaining attendants were beginning to hazard 
surmises respecting the eligibility of a night lodging sub dio, when 
Robin the Wily sprung with a kind of harlequm step before his 



. $.] Tk$ Knight and the Kmiie. 365 

'on, and, throwing himself into the attitude e^ a despainng 
ien, sang, in a ludicrously plaintive voioe, some stMieas of a 
ular aic, whkh may be thus modernized : — 

** Oh ! I am drest in my bridcd vest, 

The feast Is on the board ! 
And whither fteeth my father's gneat? 

Whither Elfrida's Lord ? 

I look to the East, and I look to Ufae West, 

The Evening Moon is toward ; 
Bat I see not yet my father's gnest^ 

I see not Elfrida's Lord ! 

Why am I dight in my kirtle of white, 

My silken snood withal ? 
For not to night that craven knight 

Will cross my father's hall." 

She hath torn outright her kirtle of White, 

Her silken snood withal ; 
And not to-night that craven knight 

Will cross her father's hall ! 

I will go on to Kennet-hold/' said Reginald. There was 
lething in the look of the Page more than in the words he 
red, which had so deeply inspired his master with that 
ngest of all incentives, the dread of ridicule, that his determi- 
on was now inflexible. Well was it said by the learned Monk, 
lo Camerarius, *' the resolution of a strong mind giveth way 
rgument, — but the obstinacy of a weak one never!" Naylis 
I of the same opinion ; he held another conference with 
master in whispers ; the result of which was, 'that Begi- 
1 exchanged his loose robe for the rich suit of armour vrindh 
I borne after him by his attendants. 

Phey were preparing to separate upon their respective jour- 
s, when they cQscovered the first fiuits of 'Reginald'^ hesi^fion 
he departure of their purposed hostage* No orders had been 
m for his forcible detention ; and he had accordingly taken 
antage of the consultation which had engaged the attention of 
party, to effect his retreat. " The hawk without a collar hath 

brief thraldom," said Robm. " Thou art right. Knave, *' 
1 Naylis ; " had thy counsel been earlier, yon slave should 
e made experiment of the weight of a Norman gyve. 'But it 
:ters not. Though the Saxon have 'the temper of ^his ' own 
nbock, and the furies to boot, he dare not, — surely he dare 
! Well I wot our master would work so deep a requital, that 

heads of twenty such miscreants should appear dieap 



som!" 
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'' Fare thee well^ good Naylis/' said Reginald ; '* bid my 
father be of good cheer, and do honour to his son's bridal! Ha! 
ha ! thou hast still thy misdoubtings and thine apprehensions— I 
know thy mind ! " — ** Would thou did^t know thine own but half 
as well!*' muttered the old man, as he turned slowly round, 
followed by the Norman attendants. The steeds, as if rejoicing 
to be again in motion, arched their proud necks, and flung back 
their thick manes in the wind': the clattering of Uieir hoofs arose, 
and sank, and died into silence. 

Reginald, and the Knave, Robin, journeyed some miles without 
converse. The latter seemed to be thinking of nothing bat his 
new doublet, and the former seemed to be thinking of nothing at 
all. After a considerable pause the Knight began the conversa- 
tion, — " I am doubting, Robin, — ^" 

'' It is a wise man diat solveth his own doubts ! " returned his 
attendant. 

'' I am doubting, Robin," continued Reginald, *' whether thou 
or I be the greater fool ! " 

** A gibe, a gibe ! " cried the jester, " thy reasons, most con- 
vincing disputant ? thy proofs, most inventive master ? thine argu- 
ments, most incontrovertible Knight ? Marry, an thou make me 
the greater fool, it will ill become the servant to be greater than 
his master." 
. " Imprimis ! thou art a fool by thy name, which is Witless ! " 

" I will have license to make reply," said the jester; '* Thou 
art a fool, to call a wise man by a fool's name." 

'* Secondly," resumed Reginald, " thou art a fool by thy 
face!" 

*' Who is to choose," said his antagonist, '' between the folly 
that is seen on the face, and the folly which is spoken from the 
tongue ? " 

Thirdly, thou art foolish in thy designs." 
By Saint Swithin," cried the respondent, ^* thou hast the 
better of me there, for designs formest thou none." 

'' Fourthly, thou art a fool by thine occupation ! " 

** There thou hast spoken well," said the Page ; *' I am serv- 
mg-man to Sir Reginald d'Arennes." 

'' Finally, Robin," said Reginald, relapsing into tacitamity, 
^' thou knowest that thou art a fool positive ! " 

'' Thou hast the better of me again, Reginald," said the com- 
plaisant lacquey, ** for thou art greatly a fool, and surpassingly a 
fool, — but never a positive one." 

Reginald did not hear the import of his follower's reply ; or 
at least made no answer to it They proceeded for some minutes 
in silence, at a brisk pace, when Reginald suddenly stopped, 99^ 
exclaimed^ ^* We have wandered from our track ! " 
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** Not a whit, not a whit/' replied his companion, *^ do not I 
know die turnings and the windings of the way ? Is it not the 
fourth time that I have journeyed with thee on this path ?-^ 
Firstly, when thou didst do penance at the Abbey of Bnxhehn ; 
secondly, when thou didst pillage the fat friar of Tomey Low ; 
thirdly, when thou wert, at thine own pleasure, a suitor to the 
Miller's daughter of Nesselray ; fourthly, when thou art, at thy 
father's pleasure, a suitor to the Thane's daughter of Kennet- 
hold. Truly the Fool's counsel is nought; but I hold the 
pillage more profitable than the penance, and the Miller a 
<dieaper bargain than the Thane. Trust me, if there be in the 
hall of the Saxon another giant such, as he diat escaped from us 
even now, there will be stronger trust in the speed of black 
Launcelot than in the plating of thy Milan corselet." 

** He was, indeed," said Reginald, '' firm of sinew and large 
of bone; he was, withal, free in his deportment, and ruled that 
sorrel courser full knightly ; and, as thou sayest, Robin, he bore 
in his hand a battle-axe, against which ribs of steel were but 
weak protection." 

They had now proceeded far on their journey, and were wind- 
ing round a thick forest; the extremities of which were skirted 
by brushwood to a very considerable extent. Reginald continued 
to discuss the personal appearance of the herald of his father-in- 
law, in a manner which showed he was by no means deficient in 
natural observation. *^ He had the tone of one not unused to 
conmiand, and an eye right noble and piercing ; nevertheless, he 
is but a Saxon ; and ill betide the day when Reginald d'Arennes 
shall fear to cope with twenty Saxons." 

** Especially," said Robin, with an expression of countenance 
more than ususdly arch, *^ when Reginald d'Arennes hath by his 
side so true an esquire. Well thou knowest I am a shrewd 
Knave, and a wily ! " 

At diat moment a shrill whistle rung in their ears, and five or 
six stout yeomen rushed from the thicket, seized Launcelot's 
fein, and dragged his rider from the saddle ere he could raise 
his war cry, or draw his sword from its sheath« Robin was 
treated with no more ceremony than his master, and both were 
hurried rapidly through the coppice. Reginald seemed lost in 
astonishment ; he made no resistance, and uttered no word : 
Robin was not so quiet in his sufferings ; his alarm broke out in 
various unconnected exclamations ; '* Saints be mercifril to me ! 
the limbs of a Roland or an Oliver could not stand this harry- 
ing ! And the fair tunic that was given me but yester-even is rent 
like a withered leaf! Truly, my masters, these bushes are over 
sharp for a delicate frame. Well I wot my sides are toi*n as it 
were with the barbed points of twenty arrows ; and Sir Reginald 
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lieeda no more the brambtes than if they were deifiesela* anus ! 
See BOW ! some are bom to a corselet of »teel> ami some to t 
tunic of cloth 1 Saiat Christopher befriend me ! I confessed 
myself but yesterday ! Bethink ye, my masters, why compass je 
the death <^ an innocent man ! The bough hath reft me of mj 
cap ! Hold, for the love of mercy ! I am a poor Knare and a 
witless ! " 

To sach lamentations no answer was returned, save an occa- 
sional peal of laughter. Knight and Knave were bom rapkHy 
onward, through paths which not only seemed impervious to tfas 
tread, but were hardly penetrable to the sight. At length, a 
sudden winding in their track brought them into a lar^e opea 
space, which appeared to have been cleared out in the middle of 
the forest. Here an extraordinary scene burst upon them, wUck 
not a little heightened the astonishment of the young Lord, and 
even checked for a space the waitings of his attendant. 

In a spacious area, surrounded by lofly trees, whk:h seemed 
admirably calculated for the concealment of parties met for the 
prosecution of illicit designs, various groupes of men were widdj 
scattered. They appeared to be principally composed df the 
l^wer sort of peasantry, who, having no dependence on any one 
but those to ]whom they had been born subject, were liable to be 
called,, at a moment's -wwmiug, to engage in the quarrels of their 
feudal lord. And such seemed to be the purpose which had col- 
lected together the force I am endeavouring to describe. Sosm 
few were clad in the complete defensive armour of that period; 
and might be supposed to be those retainers who were more itiH 
mediately attached to the person of their chief. There were 
others who were prepared for less regular warfare by the bdar- 
^pear or the Norman cross-bow ; and others, again^ who made 
little, militaiy di3play beyond the knife which was stuck in th«r 
girdle, or the rude mace which lay beside them. . 

A short distance apart from these groups two figures were en- 
gtiged in conversation, one of whom appeared to be the leader of 
the party. He was a tall, powerful man, apparently little more 
than thilty years of age ; he seemed to have been inured to toil 
and danger, and his manner, at once graceful and dignified, gave 
tiie idea of one who had been bred up alternately in the camp aad 
the court from his earliest years. His countenance was handsome, 
but neveltheless unpleasing ; for its features indicated a know** 
ledge of the world which partook strongly of dissimulatioOy and a 
valour which would not scruple to exert itself in a bad cauie. 
His dress was a mailed shirt, unadorned by any extraneous deeo^ 
ration ; but the richly wrought hilt of the dagger which he wore 
by his side proved Uiat he was a person of no ordinary rank. Hv 
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MtfoiAnt irAs an esquire, Who Appeared to receive, Witn mucti 
deference, the communicatiotis of his superior. 

Reginald and his attendant were immediately conducted into 
the presence of this chieftain. He had been conversing with his 
companion in a manner and tone of much hauteur ; but when, 
upon turning round, he beheld the heroes of my story, every ap- 
pearance of this kind immedkettely vanished ; his brow was in a 
moment perfectly calm, and his look \Vore all the pliability and 
condescension which an able diplomatist knows so well how to 
assume. 

*^ Sir Knight/* he began, ^ I am, it is true, a stranger to thee, 
but I have confidence that those featurei^, and that bearing, be- 
speak one of the house of d'Arennes.*' Reginald bowed, in token 
of acquiescence ; and his new acquaintance (who, by the bye, had 
received pretty certain intelligence before-hand of the rank of the 
j)er8on he was addressing,) proceeded : — " The disturbed state of 
our realm. Sir Knight, must be my excuse for a measure whidi 
courtesy would else have shrunk from. It must also excuse tli« 
interrogation which it constrains me to put. With what purpose 
bust thou journeyed hither ? " 

* ' Reginald seemed not sufficiently recovered from his surprise to 
make reply. Robin answered for him, '* Marry, with the purpose 
of Ji^ilmeying back again.'- 

*• Thou wouldest do well to keep thy counsel, friend," said the 
querist ; '' thy flippant tongue might elsewhere procure thee a cap 
aiidtieils ; but here, trust me, it will exalt thee to little else thism the 
bough that waves over my head. I would pray of thee,'* he coi|* 
tinued to Reginald, '* brief answer and speedy.'* 

Reginald seemed somewhat roused from his torpidity by the 
overweening tone in which he was addressed : — ** Hither I 
canne," he said, '* with the purpose of a bridal, and in bridal gar- 
ment ; mantle and cap have I already exchanged for hauberk and 
helm ; and, by thy good will, wedding and wassail will briefly be 
transmuted to quarrel and fray/* 

*♦ Art thou so warm for a fray ? '* said the stratnger. '* It is 
the better t thou hast gentle blood within thee, although thy first 
address did belie it woefully. What if I were to lead thee to a 
fray, where an estate shall be had for the buckling on of thy 
harness, and an Earldom shall be the requital of every blow? How 
sayest thou, Reginald d' Arennes ? Is not prince's favour more 
worth the winning than lady's love ? and is not the possession 
diat is die guerdon of service in field more honourable than the 
dower that is sued for on bended knee i " 

Reginald seemed again frozen into inanimation. Alike i^o- 
fwt of Ae person who spoke to him, and of the purport of what 
he spoke, he had recourse to his never-failing, response, •' I 
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doubt/' Robin agaio stepped forward with his ballad admoni- 
tion, which I shall again endeavour to modernize, *' albeit unused 
to the rhyming mood/' 

** Tis merry, 'tis merry, in fur green wood. 
When birds are blithely singing ; 
Tis merry /tis merry, in fonghten field. 
When blows are bra? ely ringing. 

« On to the fight! ' saith King Artiinre, 

* Aooorst be h^ that flies ! 
Riches and fame to him that li? es ! 

And bliss to him that dies ! 

Why lingerest then, Childe Celadon ?'-— 

Out spoke that cunning knaTe, 
* The brightest gift thy crown can give. 

What boots it in the grave V" 

The very prudent and natural suggestion of *' Childe Celadon^ 
seemed to have a marvellous effect upon Reginald, and would 
probably have influenced his reply, had not the attention of his 
mterrogator been called off by another circumstance. To this we 
must also attribute the safety of the songster's neck, which, bad 
not this seasonable interruption taken place, would have been iU 
worth a minute's purchase. 

A messenger had suddenly arrived, and been conducted into the 
presence of their unknown captor. He appeared to have come 
from a long distance ; and the disordered state of his dress, to- 
gether with the fatigue which was apparent on his pale counter 
nance, sufficiently proved that he had not spared whip or spur on 
the journey. He delivered to the Chief the letters of which he 
was the bearer, and retired in silence. The Chief broke open the 
pacquet ; anxiety was strongly marked on his countenance ; yet 
his features changed not, as he read his advices ; it was difficult to 
form a conjecture whether he was rejoiced or displeased by their 
contents. He called to him his esquire. They held a brief con- 
ference apart. 

'' Cold news, Eustace ! the Flemings have been beaten ! The 
slaves fled as the first weapon leaped from its sheath. De Lucy's 
powers are drawn together, and Bohun ha^h Leicester prisoner." 

'* Then it were well to seek shelter while the tempest is yet 
coming on. It will blow a fierce wind ere long ! " 

y Let it blow," said the Chief, drawing himself up to the fiiU 
height of his figure ; '^ there are those that shall weather the gale. 
What, Eustace ! Tbinkest thou that in caves, or in castles, or in 
fastnesses, there is safety for those whom Henry calls traitors? 
Our refuge is in battle-field, our trust in ready sword. I have 
advanced my foot in this quarrel, and yon oak is not fixed moie 
firmly." 



No. 5.] The Knight and the Kna'Oe. ^ 561 

** I am ready to serve thee in good and in ill : 1 am ready to 
live and to die with thee ; but it were sheer madness, with thy 
single force, to" 

The Chief interrupted him by unfolding his letters and point- 
ing to several names which were mentioned in them, speaking 
hastily as he went on. ** Archetil is up in arms ; Ferrars is with 
us — Roger de Moubray hath good bowmen — Hamo de Mascie 
will not flinch — Hugh Bigod will not be idle in a rising — Clare 
and Glocester may be won ; — and, let but Williams hear the 
news of our arming, the North shall see an hundred thousand 
Scottish spears ere an hundred men are afoot against us. It is 
no time for dallying ; and this place, though for forty-eight hours 
it hath concealed our ill-assorted levy, is no safe abode for men 
engaged in this warfare. We must endeavour to join my brother 
at the setting of to-morrow's sun.'' Eustace bowed, and was 
preparing to withdraw, but was recalled. A few sentences were 
exchanged, in which the name of Reginald was frequently men- 
tioned, and he was then summoned before his Captor. 

'' Reginald d'Arennes," said the Knight, in a low tone of 
voice, *' thou seest before thee Richard de Mallory. For himself 
he hath little claim to expect that his name should have been 
breathed in thine ear, but thou wilt know him better as the 
brother of the renowned Archetil de Mallory, who, with many 
brave companions, which at a more fitting time shall be enume- 
rated to thee, is now in arms against usurpation and tyranny. 
What sayest thou? wilt thou continue to disgrace, by thine 
inactivity, the name of thine ancestor ; or wilt thou join thy name 
to the list of these valiant nobles, buckle thy fortune to thy 
sword, and win an Earldom by my side ? " 

Now Reginald was by no means deficient in natural penetra- 
tion, although he had not the firmness of character which was 
requisite to act upon its suggestions ; he saw, therefore, that the 
attempt of these '^ valiant nobles," like the many other conspi- 
racies by which the. reign of Henry II. was perpetually threat- 
ened, would probably have for its conclusion confiscation and 
death. He was not very ready to embark in an undertaking of 
this nat^ure, until he had conferred with the Baron upon its 
expediency, and had calculated the chances for and against suc- 
cess. Upon the present occasion, therefore, he succeeded with 
much difficulty in pleading his approaching bridal as an excuse 
for declining the offer of his new acquaintance. 

Richard de Mallory, however, appeared by no means satisfied 
with the apology ; the less so, when upon inquiry he heard that 
the Lady, whose unseen charms detained the young Lord from 
the field, was of §axon descent. That the scion of Bo illustrious 
a stock should intermarry with that coptemned race, w^s an idea 
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wliich starded the prejudices of die |Mroiid N'ormiui \ -inscliiHich 
tbat he evidently entertained serious doubts of the truth of ike 
Aarration. ** Elfiida of Kennet-hold ! " he muttered feo hiaUcK 
'' named not the Saxon whom our spies brought hither Ais 
morning the name of Kennet-hold i " 

'' He did/' replied Eustace. 

«' Lead him hither/' said de Mallpry; and instantly, from 
one of the avenues which led into the forest, sonMi purmedMea 
brought forth a captive Saxon, in whom R^^nald immediatdy 
recognizfed the messenger who had escaped fi^om hisi bsffled 
followers in the morning. The Sajf^on. also bestowed a glance of 
recognition upon his fellow-o^ptive. *' S^xon/' said cte MaUory 
scornfully, '' what, saidst thou,, was thy iwne ? for in truth Ail 
appellations of thy race dwell not long in Nomviaii x^amh 
brance." 

'* I am called/' said the prisonecy looking on Reginald as he 
0poke, ^* Lothaire; the first-bom a[ Leofwyn of Kennet-hold. 
Thy name, Richard de Mallory, is not unknown to me : tfaoa 
art one of those who have raised up the subjects against die 
King, and the sons against the father* But the work needed not 
^bine agency. It shsdl be long ere a Norman shall know peace 
on the throne of Harold ; long, ere the gods of the Saxons shsH 
^ease to revenge upon the head of his descendants the usurpatioa 
of the first William/'' 

'' I asked not for thy forebodings ; oor knew I . that I had a 
prophet in my camp. One more question shall I ask thee.— 
ohall Reginald d'Arennes wed thy father's daughter V* 

Lothaire seemed much embarrassed by the question : he hfeaio 
tated for some time ; until at last, smiling, as if he had found the 
means of releasing himself firom some difficulty, he looked at 
^ginald with an unintelligible expression of countenance, and 
replied, ** He rideth with that purpose." 

. '' It is enough/' exclaimed] the chief. ** The Norman Knight 
that can stoop to wed with the daughter of a Saxon FrankUn,. is 
no fellow in ^r^l^ for Richard de Mallory^ Let them wiep4'<Hi 
tjjbeir way together. Where is the fopl i it were pity to denybin 
to such fit company ? " 

And with this sarcasm the three captives were suffered to 
depart ; being first obliged to swear a binding oath not to divulge 
what they had seen and heard in their coi^nement. KegiBall 
suffered himself to be reconducted to the place where he had 
1)e^ Seized, without betraying any unusual emolipn either of joj 
qi^ resentment; but.LiOthaire cast back upon the Norman l^m^ 
frequent glances expressive of the most determined hate^ aeda 
disposition to make a speedy and an ample return for his dis?^ 
cpurteous hospitaUtj* Thm hor«es were bronght to tbem» Mi 
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they again set forward upon their errand with no injury than what 
Mras occasioned by the long delay they had experienced. It was 
near sunset, and there seemed little possibility of their reaching 
Kennet-hold before nightfall. They pushed on, however, at a 
brisk pace. It may be doubted whether Reginald was altogether 
pleased with the new companion he had met with in the person 
of LtOthaire; who accompanied him unasked, and threw upon 
him at whiles a look which spoke any thing rather than brotherly 
love. Robin kept a respectful distance ; for he seemed to have 
for the Saxon youth no stronger predilection than his master. 
. Meantime die mind of the rebel chief was little disturbed by 
the disastrous intelligence which he had received. The leader^ 
upon whom his party had placed the greatest reliance, was 
taken; and the easy defeat of the Flemings had taught him a 
lesson which every one that embarks in a great undertaking should 
learn betimes, — that it is a perilous thing to put trust in foreign . 
auxiliaries. Yet so accustomed was he to this irregular mode of 
warfiire^ and so inured to all the vicissitudes to which the fickle 
temper of Dame Fortune might subject him, that his mind was 
at this moment perfectly calm, and hardly rested a thought upon 
the perilous situation in which he found himself placed. He 
seated himself at the rude banquet which his followers were now 
preparing with perfect indifference, although the possibility of 
his enjoying another tranquil meal was at least a matter of doubt. 
After some time spent in noisy revelling, — for when their assist- 
ance was required in an affair of so much danger, the Chief 
thought it no scorn to Join in the merriment and court the good- 
will of his vassals, — Richard began to reflect upon his interview 
with his two captives ; and, with a contemptuous smile, he asked 
who was the Saxon Divinity to whom they must attribute the 
loss of so able a coadjutor in the person of Reginald 
D' Arennes ? 

A dozen sturdy voices were lifted up at once, in commendation 
of the Lady Elfrida. Her tall and commanding stature — her 
long flaxen hair — ^her dignified countenance ; her cheeks, whose 
bright complexion invited the flattery which they blushed to hear — 
and her light blue eye, whose glance beamed so mildly on the 
meek, and met so proudly the gazes of the proud ; — were alter- 
nately the themes of admiration. At last the Chieftain, impatient 
of these rapturous effusions, which he began to think were 
. endless, poured out his last cup " to the health of the Rose of 
Kennet-hold," and deserted the board! He busied himself for 
a time in giving the necessary orders for their departure early in 
the ensuing morning ; and then, calling Eustace aside, exclaimed, 
" We will ourselves look upon this Saxon beauty : by our Lady, 
if she deserve but one half of the praises of these boors, she may 
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baply be the coropjanion of our onward marcfa.^ And with 
diese words, attended by his Esquire, de Mallory strode htm 
the enclosure. 

While this scene was going on, Reginald and his compaMoa 
bad made considerable progress on Aeir journey, and were 
within a few miles of its termination ; yet not a word had beea 
exchanged between them. They looked from time to time 
towards each other, apparently with a mutual feeling ol diil^, 
if not of apprehension. At last Lotbaire led die way to conver- 
sation, in a tone which betrayed a strong disposition to offer aa 
insult) although the disposition appeared to be checked or lUb- 
dued for a time by the counteragency of some equally powerful 
motive. 

'* Sir Reginald,** said he, '' knowest thou the qualities wbicb 
are required in him who would sue for the hand of my sister 
Elfndaf" 

I have doubts touching this matter,'^ repKed Reginald. 

Methinks,'' rejoined his companion, '* it were worth the while 
to instruct thyself further, ere thou settest foot on my father's 
threshold ; for, of a truth, Elfrida hath a right Saxon spirit, and 
a right Saxon speech : slie hath proud eyes, that smile on whon 
they list, and frown on whom they will ; and proud tfK>ttgfats,tkit 
respect not so much the glittering of the corselet as the mlour of 
the knight that wears it." 

Hiis was somewhat like a thunderclap to poor Regniald. He 
^ad anticipated no difficulties of this nature : the timidity of Uf 
nature would have shrunk back with horror from the mentioo of 
a protracted courtship. In sIkhI, he had expected a path strewn 
with roses, and he found it beset with briars ; he came to wed ta 
obedient and passive bride, and he began to suspect she was litde 
better dian an intractable virago. After having spent some 
moments in reflections of this nature, he gave utterance to his 
secret musings in a brief soliloquy. 

** I am doubting whether or no I shall proceed.^ 

He was answered by a loud laugh from bis intended brother- 
in-law; who proceeded forthwith to dispel the apprehensions 
which he bad himself excited. 

** Cheer thee, •noble Knight ; be not afraid for a woman. 
Thou hast, princely Reginald, many valorous and knightly quali- 
ties ; the least of which might win a richer bride than the daughter 
of Leofwyn and the sister of Lothaire. Surely thou dost obtam 
bonour at those splendid jousts, from which thou knowest our 
Saxon habits do utterly revolt ; and, doubtless, thou hast skill in 
foreign music, which thou knowest our Saxon ears do utterly 
detest ; and thou art also skilled in that foreign language which 
&au knowest a Saxon doth so loath, that he would have hit 
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tongue torn fW)in his thtoki ratfa«r than ^ve utterance to its 
iaccentt." 

'^ Brother/' said Regi]ial«l» who began to perceive the neceBsitj 
of conciliating Lothaire, ^' 1 have meddled but little with courts; 
tod, in my ignorance of these accomplishments, { am a perfect 
Saxon, Blit I prithee tell me, in love and fellovirship^ by ivhat 
means or endeavours it is possible for nae to win the goodwill of 
tby sister." 

*• I will show thee,*' said Lothaire : " First, thou must learH 
to speak, not tardily through thy teeth, as is thy present method, 
but boldly, openly, and i^arlessly, as one man should do to 
miother.'' 

'' Whether this be possible, I doubt," observed Reginald. 

'' Secondly," said his instructor, *' at my father^s board ihowL 
must not be too ready to relinquish the goblqit." 

*' I will do thee reason — I will do thee reason. Sir Lothaire,^' 
returned Reginald, — '' Marry ; I shall need but little histruction 
upon that head :" and he strained his eye, as he spoke, in ^e 
direction of Kennet-hold, as if he would measure the space wfaick 
lay between his lip and the flagon. 

*' Thirdly," resumed Liothaire, ^' diou must hate a Norman as 
Ibou wouldest hate the foul fiend." 

** I do," cried Reginald. *^ I do hate a Norman : the I^jfoiman 
we -parted from e'en now — Richard de Mallory. A blight upon 
him ! he hath baund me, scoffed at me, wonied my body and 
my mind, until I can scarcely keep my saddle on my journey, or 
inecoUect whither the journey tendedi. A murrain on die proud 
kni^t ! Doth he fancy that I care aught whether the father or 
the Bcm hath the better ? whether the Henry I serve be called the 
second or the third f " 

" If I may risk prophecy," muttered the Saxon, '* thou wilt 
never see die diird Henry wearing his father's crown. We have 
worn the yoke of your tyrants long enough ; and it is time that 
the throne of Alfred should be again filled by one of his de<- 
scendants. Despised and oppressed as we are, there are still 
true Saxons enow to drive ye headlong from the land ye have 
spoiled." 

The two young men had continued to ride as far apart as 
courtesy and their road would permit ; and the line of conversa- 
tion into which they had fallen did not seem likely to promote 
kinder feelings between them. Reginald's national prejudices be^ 
gan to rise high within him, and to overpower the want of energy 
which was his failing. " Sir Lothaire," he replied doggedly, 
** methinks thou hast forgotten Hastings." 

*' Sir Knigbt," said his companion, in a melancholy voice, ** it 
is not possible for thee or for me to forget HaA^aooi^^ '^SiKfii& 
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ancestor did obtain there power, and tide, and riches ; mine did 
win nothing but honour and his grave : the chance may be ours 
in anodier field. If valour and desert in arms had had dieir 
meed, die bastard of Normandy had never set foot upon the 
corpse of Harold." 

*' Thou errest, thou errest, good brother/' said R^inaU 
unthinkingly. '' The single arm of King William was sufficieiit 
to beat down Harold and his brothers to boot. Thine ancestor 
himself. Sir LiOthaire, was light in the balance when weighed 
with the least of our Norman chivalry ! " 

** Norman liar ! " exclaimed Liodiaire, and immediately givmg 
his horse the spur, and causing him to make a demi-volte, which 
brought him close to his companion's side, he raised his ponderous 
arm, and dealt with his mailed hand so terrible a blow between 
the corselet and headpiece of his future brodier-in-law, that 
Launcelot reeled upon his haunches, and his rider fell to the 
ground vnthout sense or motion. Lothaire gazed for a moment 
upon the fallen Knight ; and then, after beckoning to Robin to 
come up, put his horse into a hand-gallop, and continued hb 
route. 

Robin, when the formidable Saxon was out of sight, ventured 
to approach the scene of the fracas. Piteous was the sight whidi 
presented itself. Launcelot was standing beneath a neigkbour- 
mg tree, still trembling with the shock he had received. Regi- 
nsdd lay motionless in the dust : his bright armour was soiled 
with earth and blood, which gushed out plentifully from his 
mouth and nostrils. Robin took off his helmet, and endeavoured, 
by throwing water over his features, to restore animation. After 
having spent a lon^ time in the vain endeavour, he looked upon 
his fallen patron with an expression of utter despair, and muttered 
to himself — '* My master is certainly dead ; — and there vrill be 
no wedding, nor revel, nor wassailing.'' He continued for some 
minutes in deep contemplation, and then exclaimed, *' An my 
project hold good, I will be revenged on the Saxon churl/' 
And with these words he began to disarm his master. 

While these incidents were taking place among diose person- 
ages to whom our attention has been hitherto confined, the state 
of the inhabitants of Kennet-hold was such as calls for our 
notice. The MS., indeed, from which I draw this narrative, 
goes through all the minute particulars of Reginald's journey, 
until it sets him down at the gate of his father-in-law ; but, to 
avoid greater prolixity than is necessary, I will reserve this ex- 

{lanation for my denouement ; and for the present leaving my 
lero on his bed of earth, I will introduce my reader, without 
further delay, to the hall at Kennet-hold. 
Every thing seemed to be m ^ %\3iXA <si Mtku&ual confusion at the 
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residence of the Saxon. This was, no doubt, partly to be attri^ 
buted to the extraordinary preparations made by the cooks, and to 
the wish of the domestics to appear in the sprucest attire be- 
fore the eyes of the Norman guest. But there was something 
more than this in the bustle which pervaded Kennet-hold. 
There seeiped to be in every countenance, from the swineherd to 
the Thane, the consciousness of some concealment, some un- 
speakable secret lingering on the lips, and awaiting a fit oppor- 
tunity for disclosure. Many of the menials were staring at each 
. other in silence, although diey had abundant occupation before 
them ; and many were looking inordinately busy, although it was 
their chance to have nothing to do. The expression of thek 
faces was various. In some you could perceive little more than 
a repressed desire to laugh ; but on the featureis of the high^ 
'S<Mrt of vassals you might read pride, contempt, resentment, to- 
gether with a visible exultation, which plainly told that all thede 
vindictive feelings were on the eve of gratification. 

Leofwyn himself was seated on the chair of his hall, beneath a 
scarlet canopy, in all the rude state which his Saxon prejudices 
permitted. He was of short stature, with a round good- 
humoured face, which spoke, as plainly as face could speak, that 
its owner was willing to be upon friendly terms with the rest of 
the world, if the rest of the world would give him leave* In fact, 
Leofwyn was of a disposition to prefer the beginning of a ban- 
quet to the conclusion of a broil ; and if he had been at liberty 
to consult his own inclination, diere would have been much wine, 
and but very little blood, poured out annually by the retainers of 
Kennet-hold. Many causes however conspired to make these 
pacific qualities of no effect. In the first place, the Chief had an 
hereditary feud to support against the invaders of the land ; and 
although he himself saw nothing in these foreigners whidb 
should deserve his malediction, he deemed it his duty to hate 
them most religiously, because his father had done so before him. 
Secondly, his son Lothaire was of a terribly violent temper, and 
was always seeking an opportunity for embroiling his father with 
some Norman landholder; and thirdly, this opportunity was 
frequently afforded by the predatory attacks of the surrounding 
nobles. 

In the retaliation which Leofwyn exercised f6r these outrages, 
he frequently put in practice some cunning and jocose device, 
which accorded ill with the professions of hate and enmity which 
he was perpetually making. For instance, it appears that when 
the vassals of Sir Robert de Vallice had made considerable de- 
predations upon the Saxon's swine, he carried off the only son of 
the offender, and after confining him in company with the p<H'kers 
for a night and a day, sent him back to Sir Robert, with am,e&«»^ 
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tfaat *' he hftd sent him his swineherd also." Sudi freaks u 
Ikeae had aao^ his dependents secured to him the reputation of 
having a right sharp wit : among hia powerful neighbours ha ifu 
considered little better than a madman, in consequence of whicK 
amidst the oppressions to which his race was daily subject, he 
had been allowed to pass his days in despised security. 

Upon the present occassion it seemed that he had some ua* 
usually clever design in view. He was perpetually giving siwie 
ins^uctions to the domestics^ in a tone of voice mysteriously low» 
and again relapsing into deep and silent meditation. In shorty 
in the anxiety which he evinced for the approaching nuptials, be 
ahowed all the assiduity and precaution of a modern matdir 
maker. Reginald did not come at the appointed time ; the M 
man began to grow impatient ; he asked for his son. ^ Lothaire,'* 
replied one o( the attendants, '^ bore forth thy message in the moro- 
ing, being desirous of looking on the Norman guest. He hatk 
not yet returned." '* It is the bettet*/' said Leofwyn to himself. 
'^ His hastiness might defeat what my prudence hath devised. 
Nevertheless, I cannot but marvel at his stay. Is (he bride ap? 
parelled 2 " '^ She is : the maidens have been busied about 1^ 
headgear since noonday. Marry, they have no light task ; for 
the hair they decorate hath been but little used to the opera^a.'' 
** Peace ! '* said Leofwyn. 

Hours passed away in rapid succession : evening came gra- 
dually on ; and still diere were no traces or tidings of R^inald 
d'Arennes. The Saxon's choler began to rise in earnest 
*^ Surdy,'' he muttered inwardly, ^' surely, that hotbrained 
fellow Lothaire hath not overturned the structure my coun- 
sel hath been so long a-building ; mischief light upon him if he 
bath dared to make or to meddle. The forward boy is ever at 
buUying and drawing of swords. Boys' pl&y^ boys' play ; but 
it were a brave thing to put this slight iipon the Norman. Mariy 
haiig him if he hath despoiled my daughter of her husband/' 

Suddenly his soliloquy wis interrupted by the blast of a hom 
announcing the arrival of strangers. Leofwyn leaped from bis 
seat in an ecstacy ; but immediately resumed it, with a studied 
look of gravity, that restrained the inclination to merriment, which 
was predominant among his dependents. Every one, therefore, 
was silent, as ttie folding-doors were slowly unclosed, and the 
Major-domo introduced to the presence of his Lord — Sir Regi- 
nald d'Arennes. 

He was greeted by his future father-in-law with cold and 
distant courtesy, which he returned in a manner of still greater 
reserve. '* Sir Knight," swd Leofwyn, ** it is my will that thy 
nuptials be solemnized ere thou sittest down to the banquet 
My aon Lothaire is dicAenc Q^v^ %>aA^l ^^ve an 4nv<4untarj 
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motkni of aMent) ; and if he thould return before die weddings i 
kHEkoiw npt whether thy head might not lie in die eaatle-moat 
^QQtM^ than on the bridal pillow." The brid^room dmdderad* 

** Is the Lady Elfrida attiri^? '^ continued Leofwyn^ in a tone 
of mock gravity which was exceedingly ludicrous. The attend^ 
ants caught the infection^ and many unrepressed iests circulated 
among them^ as they departed to bear their Lord's summons td 
hifl daughter. 

Presently Elfrida made her appearance. The bridegroom 
started as she entered the hall : perhaps the exterior qualifica^iMl 
of the Saxon beauty might not altogether correspond with the 
ejuggerated reports which his ears had greedily drunk. Her 
figure might be called elegant, but was certainly too short to d»« 
serve the appellation of dignified ; her face might bo deemed 
pretty, but the pertness which was its prevalent characteristic, 
disqualified it for the epithet of beautiful. Instead of the soft 
yellow hair which her adorer had expected, he beheld a profusion 
of dark brown ringlets ; and in lieu of the languishing Mue eye, 
which he deemed would have dissolved him into rapture, he met 
the glance of a sparkling black one, in which there lurked a very 
strong inclination to laugh in his face. To his disappointment! 
however, if he felt any, Reginald gave no vent ; he seemed to have 
a great reluctance to unclose, in the presence of Saxons, either 
bis vizor or his lips. Both parties betrayed a wish to have Uia 
ceremony performed as speedily as possible ; and the nuptials et 
Sir Reginald d'Arennes with Elfrida, the daughter of Le^wyn'of 
Kennet-hold, were accordingly celebrated in the chapel which 
was attached to the residence of die Saxon. The Lady Etfirida 
was splendidly attired ; but, in other respects, the nuptial rites 
were graced with little pomp» save the attendance of a large body 
of X^eofwyn^s retainers, who, bearii^ in their hands each a Awning 
tofdi, cast an air of rude magnificence over the scene. 

A sumptuous banquet awaited them upon their retora fo the 
hall. The merriment of the vassals wa» loud and unremitting. 
The bridegroom, however, did not seem to enjoy the situation in 
which he found himself placed. He fidgetted upon his seat, and 
turned his eyes alternately to the ceiling and to the wall, as if he 
suspected that more than half the joviality of the party w&s at bis 
expense. His embarrassment was increased by the malioioua 
endeavours of his bride, who rallied him upon his gravity and 
look of despondency, in a style to which he had evidently no 
spirits to reply. 

It must be confessed that the young man^s suspicions were not 
altogether without foundation. The occupants of the lower part 
of the board, who, of course, were the most obstreperous in ttieir 
mirth, were^ from dmo to time, iodtilging themselves in very acute 
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criticisms upon the figure and features of their master's son-in- 
law* These did not altogether answer their expectations. Much 
as they contemned the Normans, they had pictured to themsehes, 
in the person of Reginald d' Arennes, a countenance noble even to 
sternness, and a bearing at once courteous and martial. The] 
knew he was a Norman^ but they also knew he was a handsome 
and a friendly Norman ; in consequence of which they had made 
up their minds to hate him, apd, at the same time, to find nothing 
in him worthy of hate. They were much surprised, therefore, 
when they found the young Knight so perfectly different firom die 
image report had drawn. His face seemed perfectly void of all 
expression of majesty or valour. At present its predominant ex- 
pression was embarrassment, mingled with a strong tincture of 
fear; but there was a slight curve upon the lips, and a sly twinkle 
under the eye, which betrayed a strong disposition to cunning and 
risibility. His figure appeared slender and diminutive, and a 
large and gorgeous steel harness hung dangling about it; as if the 
bark of the forest oak had been stripped off to give an appearance 
of strength to the willow. This was all very strange : the attend- 
ants looked, and laughed, and wondered ; and Leofwyn showed 
no disposition to check their humour. Indeed he seemed to par- 
ticipate cordially in their malicious propensities. 

" Sir Knight,'^ said he, '^ methinks there is in thy demeanour a 
greater degree of bashfulness than thy noble presence and thy loAy 
lineage do warrant." 

** It b a feeling,'* replied the guest, '* which I have inherited 
from my mother Bridget — I mean, from my mother the Lady 
Marie,*' he added, turning very pale. 

'* Ha ! ha ! '* exclaimed his entertainer, '* Now, by my verity, I 
dreamed not thy father had been so gay in his young days. What! 
play the Lady Marie false ! Come, come, it was ill done, ill done ; 
she was a lady of most excellent carriage ; it was ill done. But be 
not cast down. The sin was not thine. Pledge me, noble Reginald. 
Thou standest in need of refreshment; for, in truth, thy look is 
weariness itself, and thou art as silent as the oaken board on which 
thou leanest. Come, come, the pigment is worth the tasting." 

Reginald blushed, and seemed doubting whether it were not 
well to make a precipitate retreat. The Lady Elfrida turned 
away her head, and let down her veil, with a gesture of affected 
horror at the indelicate sallies of her father. Nothing daunted, 
the old man continued his pertinacious system of annoyance, 
while the domestics applauded, by ill-repressed acclamations, the 
surprising jocularity of their Lord. 

** Thou art sparing of thy food. Sir Knight : but doubtless thou 
art used to other diet than this ; the board of a Saxon Thane hadi 
but little to tempt the palate of the son of a Norman Noble." 
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'* Thou \¥rongest thine own hospitality, noble Thane/' replwd 
the other, collecting his spirits, and making an effort to be polite. 
*' .Womanly indeed should I be, if I were not used to harder fcufe 
tban this ! My father, the forester, — that is, I, mean, my father, ther 
J^aron," — and again Reginald looked confused, and paused, and 
WHS silent. 

*' Cheer thee, noble Reginald," said his host; " thou art 
wearied with thy journey, and thy. wits wander." ** Perchance," 
8ud the fair Elfrida, '* Sir Reginald hath lost thbin on the way!'' 
Tke mepials echoed applause, and Reginald looked yet more 
foblish thai> before. " Thou dost belie thy charaqter strangely," 
continued the old man ; '' fame hath told us that, in the whole 
diire, there is not a jollier boon-companion, nor a truer lover of 
die Clip." ." It is true that Sir Reginald d'Arennes hath had 
that reputation," replied the Norman, " and his best friends 
have judged that he would do well to put it away." '* By the 
holy Confessor," cried Leofwyn, " not upon his weddingnday ! 
Out upon the idea ! What, ho! Osric, fill up for Sir Reginald. 
Pl^^e me, gallant Knight. The health of thy bride — of 
Elfrida!" 

• '* I wflldo thee reason," said Reginald, raising tlie cup to his 
lips 'y but, at the mention of the name of Elfrida, siome of th6 vas- 
sals burst into auch a clamorous fit of laughter that he set it down 
m astonishment. 

Leofwyn remarked his surprise, and endeavotn'ed to dispel k. 
*' Thou seejst, good son, that there is. 9 kind of pageant toward, 
at which these boors are marvellously please^l ; but be not the 
less inclined to join in our banquet. We wait bi)tt for the' arrival 
of my son Lothaire, and all disguise shall be stript off." '^ Dis- 
guise ! " cried the guest, dropping the cup, and starting from his 
seati, " a murrain on the teU-tale ! How didrft tiiou leam'^-*-" Nay, 
my soft," said tlie Saxon, as if endeavouring to retrafct an unr 
fgmtded expression, '' we are all somewhat disguised — in liqiJtor/' 
Reginald resumed his seat, and, in a short time, began to drink 
ndost yalorously, as if striving to drown in the! rich p^^ent some 
u&fdeasan t suspicion? . By degrees,, his b^ajd!, which wjas evidenttf 
weaker tJhaa the one fame had attributed to Reginald A'Ar&me^ 
began to bie overpowered by the frequeitt potations: wHcU were 
fotced upon him by his host -^ and while lieofwyn, and. his re^^ 
tainers, and even die modeat Elfrida,; weiie inimehsely aijaUaed by 
his attkwiyrd- situation, the hapless bridegroom showed the effects 
of Saxon hospitality in rhapsodical and unintelligible exclaf- 
madons. 

" Of a truth, good Thaae, thy . drink is marVellousij^odJf^ 
marvellous goo4 is thy ixwk ! better h^tte not I tasted since we 
rifled old Ambrose, tiie hermit of Torney-low ! Very rich was the 
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old rogue ; he had store of gold and of silver, and an admirable 
cellar withal. Right merry we were and jovial ; and, for the 
hoary man, we made him sit by the board, and chaunt a meny 
stave. That did I ; for truly my fellow thief had some quirbof 
conscience . Health to the old man ! May his bags and his cellar 
be replenished before next Whitsuntide ! What care I for abbot 
and friar, mitre and cowl ! I roam through glade and greenwood, 
over hill, and rock, and stream, free as the hawk, free as the 
passing wind. Marry, 1 had forgot how I have linked myself to a 
wife! Kiss me, fair Elfrida! I love thee very much, Elfnda; but 
thou knowest, when war calleth us away, we soldiers leave ye like 
a whistle. How dost thou, old father-in-law, how dost thou ? Of 
a verity, thy face is as black as a November cloud, and that spear 
by thy side is wondrous sharp : it is well I have a Milan corselet. 
Mark ye my Milan corselet, father and bride ? The zecchins that 
were paid for it ! It hath not born blow yet. Certainly I like not 
blows ; but the lace of my helmet is snapped in twain. ThysoD, 
most noble Leofwyn, could explain unto thee the manner of it. 
Surely it was a mighty blow, and a perilous, given with a sirong 
arm and a right good will. Launcelot shook like an, aspen leaf. 
Howbeit, noble Saxon, thy drink is marvellous good ; it maketh 
a man valorous, and doth as it were put to flight the whimsies, and 
the visions, and the phantasies of the brain. Fill up, valiant 
Leofwyn ! plague on them that flinch ! Mine harness is much 
soiled for a wedding-garment, but I shall wear a new doublet to- 
morrow : a blight upon the brambles in the coppice ! How now, 
good father-in-law, why dost thou not speak ! thy face is as round 
as the bowl, and as silent as the roasted crab that is floating within 
it. Fill up ! ofi^ with care ! Shall I not be merry, when steel, and 
nobility, and a wife, are put upon my shoulders ? '' 

** My Lord groweth complimentary,'^ said Elfrida, hardly able 
to speak for laughter. ** I do feel afraid that the sdr of Ken- 
net-hold, and the drink it affords, have somewhat unsettled his 
braind!" 

** Beautiful Elfrida," said the bridegroom, *^ true it is that die 
brains of Sir Reginald had a terrible knock this day, and thy bto- 
Iher knows whence it came ; but we will forget these quarrelsome 
topics, and give up the evening to merriment. My brains are, as 
firm as thine own. Marry, the wine is marvellous good ! '* He 
was sinking gradually into intoxication. 

'' I marvel wherefore Lothaire delayeth his coming,'* sai^ 
Leofwyn. 

'* Truly," replied Elfrida, *' it were well to conclude the force 
without him. I am weary of this mummery.*' 

** Mar-vel-lous good!" repeated the Norman, and closed his 
eyts. 
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" Giri,** said Leofwyn, ** thou speakest foolishly: until my 
son's return we will keep up the disguise." 

'* Disguise ! " cried Reginald, recovering some little sense of 
what was going forward, " Who talked of disguise f was it thou, 
most rustic Leofwyn, or thou, most black-browed Elfrida? Who 
talked of disguise? I care not. If I am not" — 

A loud and piercing shriek interrupted the speaker. You 
might have thought all the maidens of the shire had conspired to 
deafen the ears of the Saxon proprietor. A door was suddenly 
flung open, and a warder, with terror and consternation pictured 
on every limb and feature, rushed up to the dais, and, bending 
his head as if to receive the chastisement which his negligence 
would call down, exclaimed, '* the Lady Elfrida hath been taken 
away from the Castle ! " 

It were difficult to describe minutely the astonishment which 
pervaded the hall. Vassals and menials of every degree snatched 
their arms and fled from the apartment. 

Nothing was heard but inquiries, and weeping, and imprecations. 
Nothing was known but that the lady had been within the last 
few minutes carried off by a strange knight mounted on a swift 
bay horse, and attended by one follower. It was supposed that 
he must have entered and departed by swimming the moat, which 
as it was now midnight was an attempt by no means impracti- 
cable. He had been seen by a peasant who was returning from 
an adjacent forest ; his lovely prize was thrown across a led 
palfrey, and appeared to be in a swoon. 

All was confusion. The retainers of Leofvsryn ran to and fro 
in all directions but the right one. Armour resounded with a dis- 
mal clang, as it was hastily thrown over the shoulders of the do- 
mestics ; torches were flinging their red glare in every direction ; 
the voices of the pursuers were repeated by frequent echoes, as 
they shouted and called to one another through the darkness. In 
the meantime the chief personages in the hall were in a situation 
partaking strongly of the ludicrous. The black-eyed damsel, who 
had figured throughout the banquet as the daughter of Leofwyn, 
had cried out, as the warder had delivered his news, *' my dear 
mistress, my poor mistress !" and fainted upon her throne. The 
bridegroom had been in some measure roused from his intoxica- 
tion, but was still unable to collect his ideas, so as to form any 
idea of the origin or meaning of the tumult. Leofwyn appeared 
to be in a state of mental stupefaction. In spite of the foibles of 
the old man's character, he was doatingly fond of his daughter ; 
and the news of her loss, coming in the midst of revelry, seemed 
to have withered him like a thunderbolt. He sat still, looking on 
the confusion with a vacant gaze, and inquiring from time to time, 
" Is my daughter well? HoW fares it with the Lad^ EA&vl^l 
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Doth Bbe Bot come to her old father ? " These thre^ parsonages 
therefore remained quietly upon their se^ts, while eveiy ow 
around them was in oommotion ; like the bronzed images in 
modem halls, that hold their candelabras so calmly, while liit 
guests are all in the bustle of departure. 

Things remained in this disagreeable position for some minutesi 
when the blowing of a horn, and a loud talking and shouting 
without announced that something had taken place. Presently^ 
accompanied' by a crowd of peasants half accoutred for the pur- 
suit, . liothaire entered the hall. Leofwyn raised his head, and 
being in some measure recalled to his recollection by the sight of 
his son, repeated his inquiry, '' is my daughter well ?- 

'^ She is well ! " said Lothaire, '* and I am well ! no thanks to 
my new friend the doughty Sir Richard de Mallory^ from whom, 
to say truth, mine headpiece hath received a most mischievous 
contusion. Thanks to thee, good- steel," he continued, taking off 
his helmet, and surveying the deep indenture which appeared on 
its summit, " had not thy temper been true, thy master's head 
had lain pn the couch from which no man lifteth himself up.'' 
He was interrupted by a thousand interrogatories, a great pro- 
portion of which proceeded from Leofwyn, who had by this time 
recovered from the effects of his sudden shock, and began to feel 
great curiosity to know the particulars of the story. 

" I know but little of the matter," said Lothaire, '' ye see I 
have been overthrown in no light fashion, (they perceived for the 
first time that his apparel bore marks of a recent fall) and in truth 
had it not been for thie intervention of my good friend in the 
ragged doublet^ I had hardly lived to tell ye the tale." 
. •* Of whom dost thou speak?" said Leofwyn. 

" That ia more than I can tell," replied the young Saxon; 
'^ Not many paces hence did I encounter the valorous Sir Hichard, 
w^io'ia now, peace be with him, no longeir a man of thia world. 
I hs^d a heavy stroke, as ye may witness ; nevertheless, it waa 
my horse's fault, or J had not been so foiled. I believe another 
minute woi^ld have caught the> last breath of Lothaire, but for 
the h^lp -of the aforessud knight of the ragged doublet ; by the 
swc^ of Harold! be overthrew that proud Kormau as if be wera 
WJ'estling with a child. I saw not his filatures, but by his ap-^ 
parel he seemed to be the esquire of thine hopeful soo-in-law, 
Reginald d'Arennes. But ye will see him presently." 

Lothaire was supported from the hall, and put under the care 
of the leech ; for his wound, although he made so light of it in his 
story, wore a dangerous appearance. 

As he retired, another loud acclamation announced the arrival 
of Elfrida's deliverer. A tall, well-made figure, advanced to- 
ward the dais, clad, as Lothwe h'<id iutimated, in a short ragged 



dpuJMet, ,witb.ai9m9U c[ap which wa9 quite m9ufficieiit io confine 
tbe long. 4ark tre93es .that Jioated lUiSMidaQtly down his neck.* 
IJis arm supported the reaJ> £}frida^iYho8e .personal charms v&pfy. 
d^fterv^d the eqcomium which had been laviBhed upon them.iii; 
the forest. Animation seemed hardly restored to that :beautifiil 
fg^ip. Her eyes were half closed and her cheek very pale. 

'^ Providence be thanked/' cried Leofwyn, '^ that jmj childia^ 
restored to me ! " 

N.P.W it has been already hinted that Elfrida was possessed of 
a 4(}i3positio.n somewhat untractable; iu fact^ loth a^^I.am to speak 
ought ill of the fair sex, I must confess that the Ladyt Elfrida pv-^ 
tpok^ in no trifling degree, both of the fantastic whims of her 
father Lepfwyn,and the violent obstinacy of her brother Lothaire. 
The. reader therefore will not be surprised when he bears diatthe 
Saxon beauty, bowing respectfully to her father, thus addressed 
him: — 

'* Not to thee, my father, not to thee is thy daughter restored ; 
in good and in evil, in life»nd in death, she shall abide with her 
pr0iierv,er — with him who bath delivered her from the grasp of kbe 
spoiler." 

" Thou art mad, my child I '' said the old man in astonisbHMnt, 
'' the knight that sued for thee thou didst contemn and reject, 
smd wilt diou now wed with his serving-man ? " 

Elfrida appeared to recollect the circumstauces which had 
preceded her capture ; the suitor who had solicited her hand ; and 
the deceit which she bad conspired to put upon him : she locdLed 
up to the dais, and beheld Bertha, her waiting-woman, seated bjjr 
the side of the Norman guest ; ahe glanced round and met the 
eye of her preserver turned upon her with an expression of the 
deepest adoration ; she looked no fucther, but immediately, ad«> 
dressing her father, said, 

'* Why should it nojt be so, my father? To*day thou hast 
na^arried thine handmaid to the Knight ;-«-4o-morrow thou shalt 
marry thy daughter to the Knave." 

Her uuknoM n deliverer, at these words, began to stare about 
hm ; he gazed upon his dress, upon his attendants, upon 
Elfrida; and then, with all the embarrassment of a performer 
who comes forward to play in a pageant without the smallest 
acquaintance with his part, observed^ ^' this morning was I a 
Knight, mounted on a goodly steed, and clad in goodly apparel ; 
but whether I am now Norman or Saxon, Knight or Knave, by 
my grandfather's sword — I doubt." 

Leofwyn stared ; his large eyes were dilated into a truly comic 
expression of astonishment. ** Who art thou ? " he cried at last 
to the bridegroom : '* art thou Reginald d'Arennes ; or must we 
hang thee for a rogue ! " 
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*^ Peace/' good father-in-law^ said the sham Reginald, shaking 
off his drunkenness, and leering around him with an arch look of 
self-satisfaction, ** I am not Reginald d'Arennes, but yet as good 
a man ! I am Robin, the son of Egwulph ; truly a cunning 
Knave, and a Wily." 

'^ I do begin to perceive/' said the waiting-woman. Bertha, 
looking on the sham Reginald with a disappointed air, '* that our 
plot hath altogether failed/' 

** Mine haUi fared no better! '^ said the Knave, returning a 

fiance of equal disappointment upon the mock Elfrida. " In this 
have been but a silly Knave, and a Witless ! ^' 

Dost thou comprehend, gentle reader, the circumstances which 
led to these mistaLes ? or is it necessary for me to inform thee, 
diat the Knave, Robin, proceeded to Kennet-hold in Reginald's 
apparel, virith the purpose of revenging, by his wedding with the 
heiress, the death of his master, which he fancied had been 
occasioned by the heir ; that at Kennet-hold the said Knave met 
with the counterplot which had been prepared by the jocose 
Saxon, and became the husband of tbe maid instead of the mis- 
tress ; that Reginald, recovering from his swoon, after the de- 
parture of his attendant, advanced towards Kennet-hold, and 
encountered, in bis way, bis new acquaintance^ Richard de Mal- 
lory ; from whom he had the good fortune to rescue the life of 
Lothaire and the honour of Elfrida ? 

There is yet one point unexplained. The reader must be 
aware that a considerable intervfdtook place between the me- 
morable blow given by Lotl^dre, and his rencontre with de 
Mallory. Upon this point the MS. makes mention of Winifred— 
a certain arch-damsel, who ■ b nt Decorum puts her forefinger 
on her mouth — I have done. 

Rather than desert a long-established custom, I proceed to 
state that the personages oi my Tale lived and loved to a green 
old age. Robin died before it was thoroughly decided whether 
he was more properly termed " the Wily or '* the Witless." 
Reginald, it appears, never got rid of his old trick of hesitation; 
for it is upon record, that when he. told the story of his adven- 
tures to Coeur de Lion, at the siege of Acre, and was asked by 
the humorous Monarch whether the Knight or the Knave were 
the more fortunate bridegroom, he scratched his chin for a few 
minutes, played with his sword for a few more, and replied 
slowly, '' I have doubts as touching this matter.'^ 
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SkwumU montgonierinitii. 

NO. I. 



TO 



** I would oot lose the thought that flies 
By me, that 1 shall see thee, dear, 
In the bnfht bowers of Paradise, 

As sweet (bo more) as thou wast here, 
For all the promised joys that man 
Hath gathered from the Ottoimm." 

Barbt Coenwaix. 



I. 

I KNEW that Death was stern and strong. 

That sceptred hand and helmed head^ 
The feared on earth, the famed in song, 

Must sink beneath die silent tread ; 
That Poet's brain, and Warrior's hearty 

And Beauty's most resplendent form. 
Glory, and pride, and strength, must part. 

To grace the banquet of the worm. 
But tell not me — it cannot be. 
That Death, my love, may alter thee. 

n- 

Oh ! hast thou ne'er in fancy view'd 

Tlie shadows dark of days to come— > 
Their toils. and cares, i^ hideous brood. 
Strife with the world's fierce multitude/-*^ . 
Pain, sickness, agony, distress. 
When yearns the heart in weariness 
Tow'rds absent friends, the dc^ad, the I04V 
And those by fortune tempest-tost 

To some far distant home i 
Though many an hour of love and mirth 
May cheer Man's spirit here on earth. 
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And friends may meet in moments gay, 
And the dancing heart keep h6liday } 
Yet oh ! far oftener must it bear 
Its solitary load of care^ 
Aching in anguish deep and lone. 
For many a lov'd and loving one. — 
I'll not believe that at his birth 

To Man such sympstbies were given ; 
But that their joyt, so few on Earthy 

Might be renewed hi HeaveB^ 
Then tell not me — it cannot be^ 
That Deaths my love, may alter thee. 

III. 

And hast thou ne'er, at fall of Even^ 

When moans the breeze in sounds of woe, 
. And stars begin to wink in Heaven, 
And Earth in twilightmelts below^ 

Andy in the stillness of the hour, 
The voice of waters solemn seems-^ 

r 

Felt some uduiowB mysterious Power 

Breathe o'er thee^ from the woods and streams. 

Steeping thy soul in tearful dreams ; 
Till wandering thoughts spring up on high, 
As the soul would roam through the starry sky, 
And the realms of Aie saidted dcfad exploit, ' 
Whom the Hffing'eye flliatl'view W more?. 
In the crystal light ^tbek etrfm retreat. 

The look of Eaittr'i- Sfffectioft b^Enitt^^^^ 

And still their radiant fa6e» w^afh^ 
The smile we BStAto dink ^cy swe^t? 

Thoa «Eiiist hlive feltttet-witchiiig'hoi»»>' 

Its deep, and'erittly atnd sifenf poW^r; 

Thou must have- felt t^aft'fearfiit gu^hinjg 
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And the channed soul through the blue sky rushing,. 

On the Spirit of Twilight^s wings. 
Then rise, each sense to rapture hushing. 

Visions of unforgotten things. 
And they who loved, whose Spirits love us,. 
Float in the deep blue sky above us, 

In dream-like wanderings. 
On every passhig breeze float by 
Voices we loved in infancy — 
They tell of some untroubled land. 

Where souls that love repose together. 
And every white and radiant hand 

With gentlest motion waves us thither. 
And oh 'tis sweet to rove on high 
With that celestial company. 
And feel, while yet we breathe beneath. 
That hearts remain unchanged in Death. 

IV. 

In sleep I dream of happy days. 

That smile beyond the tomb ; 
And fond imagination roves 
Through wondrous valleys, fiplds, and groves. 
Where gentle brooks that gush between, 
And skies eternally serene. 

Make one perpetual bloom. 
And ever in those dreams divine. 
Thy gentle Spirit stands by mine ; 
Thy voice of music wanders by. 

Thy form is floating in iny view ; 
And still thy soft and earnest eye 

Smiles on me, as 'tis wont to do. 
Then tell not me — ^it cannot be. 
That Death, my love, can alter thee. 

3 c 
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No, II. 



** Tbb is merely the recoUecUpp of «j| i|Ctqa4 6fe^9i.^^B^w^T CoftHwiLL. 

** Upon mj 800I a lie I *'- 



Tsr" 



I BAD a wondVoup DrosiiQr— Qiethought I stood 

Within the threshold of ^n ambient house 

Which I had loved iq childhood — ^forms well Imown, 

And old^ familiar yoiq^3 wev^ around me } 

And happy thoughts^ and balf-fprgptten feelings. 

And tearful recoUectioni; rosis within m^^ 

Bathing each s^pse i^ ^cstsicy* I felt 

A gushiqg at the fpuntdn^ of my spirit. ; 

My heart dissolved — ^I was a child again^ 
Yet as I gazed on each repiember'd face, 
A freezing pang shot o'er me^^a chiU sense 
Of longing separation* and 1 Im^W 
That woe was deeply blended with mj dre^im. 

I gazed upon the foim^ sMrovnd me* Oqe 
(A matron) had methougbt be<in bi^autiful 
In other days^'but now upon her cheek 
Sickness had set bi9 9eal« stnd wasting year^^. 
And sorrow, wqr^t o( all-^y^t f till her mien 
Held its original twe^ta^p. Piety* 
And gentlenesift, wi QlmUj^ md *iMth, 
Shone diere, and frw^ bi^r fQfl(ei|'d ^es beam'd ^o^ ^ 
Serenity which wi^ not of the Ea^tbf 
And all around th^ v^^]^ble form 

« 

Beautiful creatures float^-^H^he^ks of bloom. 

And eyes of watery light, on her alone 

Fixed with such fond and beaming earnestness. 
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That I mi^t Imow their owners had no thought 
Beyond that gentle lady's happiness. 

My Dream was darken'd. In diat ancient House 
There was a death-like silence — one alone 
Of all those young and lovely forms remained. 
And she was traversing the silent hall. 
With wild and hurried footsteps. Very pale 
She lookM, and in her tremulous voice waa sorrow 
Mingled with dread — and yet she shed no tears. 
There seemM a settled spirit at her heart. 
Triumphant o'er calamity, — a firm 
And holy strength ; yet ever and anon 
Her lips, comprest convulsively, betray'd 
The struggle of her soul with agony. 
Methought one told me that o'er diat old house 
Disease had spread his pinions, and that she. 
That gentle mother, and her youngest child. 
Were fading in Death's shadowy arms. Alone 
That maid, the ruling image of my Dream, 
Tended their feverish beds| and sleeplessly 
Was comforting the agonies of each. 
Oh ! 'twas most piteous to see that pMc form - 
Gliding from room to room ; and when with faint 
And tremulous accent either sufferer asked 
How fared the other, writhing painful smiles. 
And striving vnth deceitful hope to win 
Each soul from half their suffering. And then 
Methought the tramp of horses, and the whirl 
Of chariot wheels kept sounding in my ear ; 
And, one by one, familiar forms past by me. 
In sad succession, to that house of woe. 
They were my friends in childhood, and I sig^d 
To see how thns with pallid looks diey came 
To weep upon that Lady's sepulchre. 

3 c « 
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Mj Dr^am passed darkly on. Mediougbt I stood 
With her, the ruling image of the Vision, 

Beneath the waning twilight — * * 

« « • » » 

* * * * » 

• « • « • 
« • • • , » 

Again my Dream grew dark. We stood by night , 
{I and that maiden) near the old abode. 
But a new woe was on us. Doubt, and fear. 
And thoughts of death, and undefined forebodings, 
Rung heavy on our hearts. Then on a sudden 
She had departed, and her wild farewell 
Was ringing like a death-knell in my ear. 
Which my heart's echoed back. — I felt, that hour. 
As she were gone for ever. My brain reel'd 
Giddily, and dim shadows of dark thought 
Thronged through its bursting cells tuinultuously.^ 
I looked up to the Heavens-r— their face was dark 
With gadiering tempest, and the silent moon. 
In pale and melancholy liveliness, 
Peep'd dimly through the clouds, whose shadowy forms 
The winds, in rapid and tumultuous flight, 

Hurl'd o'er Night's blue and starry firmament. 

• *' * * • 

My Dream was brightened. Sounds of love and joy, 
And hymeneal songs, and rustic mirth, 
Mix'd with the music of the village bells. 
Broke gaily on my ear. From that old house 
^There pass'd a merry wedding-rout. The bride 
Was that young maiden whom I late beheld 
Pining in hopeless sickness. Holy love, 
And chaste connubial raptures fill'd her eyes. 
Smiling through silent tears« And then I saw 
That maid, the luUngma^^ of m^ Dream, 



5.] Mad-^mte Mad! 38S 

And she was leaning on a yoang man's arm 
Whom I knew not ; but in their eyes I read 
That each was to the other all in all. 

My Vision chang'd its aspect. Youth's bright hues 
Had past from all the faces which I lov*d, 
And die calm pulses of maturity 
Throughout my being throbb'd. I stood begirt 
By beaming faces of time-honour'd friends. 
Whose children playM around us, — ^happy creatures. 
With cheeks and eyes of brightness, some in youth's 
More ripen'd bloom, maidens with downcast looks. 
And boys of gallant bearing. Peace and joy 
Dwelt with us ; the bright soul of other days 
Stole, like an exquisite dream, into our hearts. 
And childhood's scenes lay round us. And, methought. 
There lean'd a radiant form upon my bosom. 
Dearer than all, from whose mild eyes I drank 
Intoxicating bliss ; all pleasant thoughts 
Rose up within me, and each giddy sense 
Reel'd in its own deep raptures ; but, at last, 
E'en with the beating of my heart, I woke. 

HAD— QUITE MAD! 



** Great wits sre Bure to madness near alUed.** — Drtdev. 



r has frequently been observed that Genius and Madness are 
ly allied ; that very great talents are seldom found unaccom- 
ed by a touch of msanity, and that there are few bedlamites 
will not, upon a close examination, display symptoms of a 
erful, though ruined, intellect. According to this hypothesis. 
Sowers of Parnassus must be blended with the drugs of Anti- 
; and the man who feels himself to be in possession of very 
iant wits may conclude that he is within an ace of running out 
lem. Whether this be true or false, we are not at present 
osed to contradict the assertion. What we wish to notice is, 
pains which many young men take to qualify themselves for 
lam, by hiding a good, sober, genUemanlikft u\idft\%V»s^&&% 
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beneath an asaumption of though tlesanets Imd whim. It is the 
received opinion among many that a man's talenta and abilities aie 
to be rated by the quantity of nonsense be utters per diem^ and 
the number of follies he runs into per annum. Against this ide» 
we must enter our protest ; if we concede that every real genius is 
more or less a madman, we must not be supposed to allow that 
every sham madman is more or less a genius. 

In the days of our ancestors, the hot-blooded youth who threw 
away his fortune at twenty-one, his character at tweaty*two, and 
bis life at twenty-three, was termed '^ a good fellow," *^ ati honest 
fellow," '* nobody's enemy but his own/' In our tinie tfie name 
is altered ; and the fashionable who squander^ his fedier's estate, 
or murders his best fnend,-^who breaks his wife's heitrt at the 
gaming-table, and his own neck at a steeple-chase, escapes the 
sentence which Morality would pass upon him by thej^ea of lu- 
nacy. " He was a rascal,*' says Common Sense. ** True," says 
the World, ** but he was mad, you know, quite mad." 

We were lately in company wiA ^ knot of young men who 
were discussing die character and fortunes of <me of their own 
body, who was, it seems, distinguished for his proficiency in die 
Art of Madness. ^* Harry," said a young sprig of nobility; 
'* have you h^ard that Charles is in the King's Bench?" *'I 
heard it this morning," drawled the Exquisite, *^ how distressing ! 
I have not been so hurt since poor Angelica (his bay mare) broke 
down. Poor Charles has been too flighty." ** His wings will 
be clipped for the future ! " observed young Caustic. ** He has 
been very imprudent," said young Candour. 

I inquired of whom they were speaking. ** Don't you know 
Charles Gaily ? " said the Exquisite, endeavouring to turn in his 
collar ; '* Not know Charles Gaily ? " he repeated, with an ex- 
pression of pity. '^ He is the best fellow breathing ; only lives 
to laugh and make others laugh ; drinks his two bottles widi any 
man, and rides the finest mare I ever saw— next to my Angelica. 
Not know Charles Gaily ? why everybody knows him ! he is so 
amusing! — ^ha! ha! and tells such admirable stories! haf ha! 
t>ften have they kept me awake (a yawn} when nothing else 
could." ** Poor fellow! " said his Lordship, '' I understand he's 
done for ten thousand!" '* I never believe more tbaw half what 
the world says," observed Candour. ^' He that has not a farthing," 
said Caustic, '* cares little whether he owes ten thousand or 
five." "Thank Heaven!" said Candour, '* that will never be 
the case with Charles : he has a fine estate in Leicestershire.' 
^ Mortgaged for half its value," sadd his Lordship. " A liarge 
personal property !" *^ All gone in annuity bills," said the Ex* 
quisite. '* A rich uncle upwards of fourscore ! " '^ Hell cti| faiiA 

Off with a shillmgr'' ^^'^^>3^^^ 
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. ^^ Let UB hope he fna; neform/' sighed the Hypocrite ; *' snd 

^U die pock*-' added the Nobleman; ^* and marrj/' continued 

tjia Dandy« ** Pihaw I *^ cried the Satirist, ^' he will never get 

i^of hia!habits» his hounds, or his horns." ^^ But he has an 

•xcetteni h^^/' said Candour. '' Excellent,'^ repeated his* 

IiOrdahip» itnthinkingly. '^ Excellent/^ lisped the Fop, effemi** 

Qately. *^ Excellent/' exclaimed the Wit, ironically. We took 

tbifi opjportunity to ask by what means so excellent a heart and 

sa bright a genius had contrived to plunge him into these 

disasters. ^' He lyas my friend/* replied his Lordship, *' and a 

mail of large property ; but he was mad — quite mad. I remem*^ 

b^ bis leapiQg a lame pony over a stone wall, simply because Sir 

Marmaduka bet him a dozen that he broke his neck in the 

attempt; and sending a bullet through a poor pedlar's pack 

because Bob Darrell said the piece would'nt carry so far,*^ 

*f Upon another occasion," began the Exquisite in his turn, ^' he 

jumped into a horse-*pond after dinner in order to prove it was 

not six feet deep ; and overturned a bottle of Eau de Cologne in 

Ledy Enulia's face to convince me that she was «not painted. 

Poor fellow 1 the first experiment bost him a dress, and the 

second an heiress." '^ I have heard/' resumed the Nobleman^ 

'^ that he lost his election for ^^^ — ^ by lampooning the Mayor ; 

and was dismissed from his place in the Treasury for challenging 

Lord C'^^ — r." " The last accounts I heard of him/' said 

Caustic, ^' told me, that Lady Tarrell had forbid him her house! 

. for driving a sucking-pig into her drawing-room ; and that young 

Hawthorn had run him through for boasting of favours from him 

sister!" ^ These gentlemen are really too severe," remark^, 

young Candour to us : ^'.Not a jot/' we said to ourselves. 

*^ This will be a terrible blow for his sister," said a young man 
who had been listening in silence. '^ A fine Girl ; — a very fine 
Girl," said the Exquisite : ** and a fine fortune," said the 
Nobleman. ** The mines of Peru are nothing to her /' " Nothing 
at all,'^ observed the sneerer ; '* she has no property there. But 
I would not haye you caught, Harry ; her income was good, but 
is dipped, horribly dipped. Guineas melt very fast when the 
cards are put by them." " I was not aware Maria was a gambler,'' 
said the young man, much alarmed ; ** Her brother is. Sir/ 
replied his informant. The querist looked sorry, but yet relieved. 
We could see that he was not quite disinterested in his inquiries. 
'' However, " resumed the young Cynic, ^' his profusion has at 
least obtained him many noble and wealthy friends." He glanced 
at his hearers, and went on, '^ no one that knew him will hear of 
his distresses without being forward to relieve them. He will 
find interest for his money in the hearts of his friends." Nobi- 
lity took snuff; Foppery played with his watch-chain :> H^^ocxis^ 
looked grave. There was a long si\ence. VJe NewX-vw^^Xs^^^^^V 
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die misuse of natural talents, which, if properly directed, might 
have rendered their possessor useful to the interests of society, 
and celebrated in the records of his country. Every one stared, 
as if we were talking Hebrew. ** Very true,'' said his Lordship, 
'^ he enjoys great talents. No man is a nicer judge of horse- 
flesh. He beats me at billiards, and Harry at picquet ; he's a 
dead shot at a button, and can drive his curricle-wheels over a 
brace of sovereigns." '^ Radicalism,'' said Caustic, looking 
round for a laugh. '' He is a great amateur of pictures," ob- 
served the Exquisite, " and is allowed to be quite a connoisseur 
in beauty; but there (simpering) every one must claim the pri- 
vilege of judging for themselves. " Vpon my word," said Can- 
dour, *' you allow poor Charles too little. I have no doubt he 
has great courage,-*though to be sure, there was a whisper that 
young Hawthorn found him rather shy : and I am convinced he 
IS very generous, though I must confess that I have it from 
good authority, that his younger brother was refused the loan of 
an hundred, when Charles had pigeoned that fool of a nabob but 
the evening before. I would stake my existence that he is a man 
of unshaken honour, thougjh, when he eased Lieutenant Hardy 
of his pay, there certainly was an awkward story about the trans- 
action, which was never properly cleared up ; I hope that when 
niatters are properly investigated he will be liberated from all his 
embarrassments ; though I am sorry to be compelled to believe 
that he has been spending double the amount of his income 
annually. But I trust that all will be adjusted. I have no doubt 
upon the subject." " Nor I," said Caustic. " We shall miss 
him prodigiously at the Club," said the Dandy with a slight shake 
of the head. " What a bore 1 " replied the Nobleman with a 
long yawn. We could hardly venture to express compassion for a 
character so despicable. Our auditors however entertained very 
different opinions of right and wrong ! '' Poor fellow ! he was 
much to be pitied : had done some very foolish things ;— -to say 
the truth was a sad scoundrel — but then he was always so mad." 
And having come unanimously to this decision^ the conclave 
dispersed. 

Charles gave an additional proof of his madness within a week 
after this discussion by swallowing laudanum. The verdict of the 
Coroner's Inquestconfirmed the judgment of his four friends. For 
our own parts we must pause before we give in to so dangerous a 
doctrine. Here is a man who has outraged the laws of honour, 
the ties of relationship, and the duties of religion ; he appears 
before us in the triple character of a libertine, a svnndler, and a 
suicide. Yet his follies, his vices, his crimes, are all palliated or 
even applauded by this specious ^poit de^parlet — ^'^ He wai 

jQiad — quite mad!" 

F.G. 



a.^0 ToEUen. 9Kf 



TO ELLEN, 

ON BEB DBPARTUBE. 

O ! ask me not» Ellen, why (|iuekly starts 
The tear to my eye, wiien thine image is gene, 

Yqu know when the light of the Stm departs, 
The dew-drop of Even comes swiftly on. 

The WiHow delights o'er the rul^ lake 
To* grieve for the wave as it wanders by. 

Then bid me not cease, if thy smiles forsake. 
From the bosom of Sorrow to heave the sigh, 

O ! bid me not cease, for the dear delight,^ 
That enraptured each chord of the heart, is dead; 

J^or my soul is entranced in a dreary night. 
And &e lovely delusion with J^en is field. 

But the heart that adored, that each pulse attuned 
To the frolicking smile, to the radiant glow 

That thine eye shot around ;-^0 ! it feels a wound'. 
On which Ellen alone can a bakn bestow. 

The worm that deligfal^t^ fflunte ^e dai4^. 
When the mantle of Even de&cends in state. 

But Ughta up the ray o£her lonel^^ spark. 
To allure^ by the splbnckir, hMnoviaffWUBttJ^ 

Thus the spark of affection, all pure, aH bright, 
ThoHgih cru^ a£ar from these arms yoa roam. 

In- this bosom shall bum with unfecUng light. 
And O ! may it lure thee, dear Wanderer, home. 

X.Q* 

\ Tke male clow«worm is a anall fly, furnlibed whli wings, withoiit any. of tluU 
itoSMappefiaoee, the pM^vrty oTUie ftmaXc^JDMamary tfNMra Mtfoiy. 

3D 
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A SATURDAY EVENING IN THE COUNTRY. 



*' The toil-worn Cotter frae his laboor g;oe8. 

This nif^ht bis weekly moil is at an eud. 
Collects his spades, his mattocks, and bis hoet ; 

Hoping the morn in ease and rest to spend, 

Ana weary, o^er the moor, his coarse does hame ward bend." — ^BURirt. 

There are, perhaps, some among my readers, who are 
accustomed to laugh at the idea of a country life, and treat it with 
ridicule ; but I confess I am one of its most enthusiastic ad- 
mirers, and consider it not only possible to taste the enjoyments 
of life far distant from the tumultuous pleasures and gaiety of a 
town, but have myself passed some of the happiest days of my 
youth in the vicinity of a village, and at the mansion of its 
hospitable Rector ; days that I shall always look back upon with 
feehngs of the greatest delight : and very often do I now recur to 
the observations which it was formerly my greatest amusement 
to make upon the customs and inhabitants of the country. For 
in the country alone are to be found the genuine traits of the 
British character : whoever is desirous of seeing this in its ori- 
ginal, national colours, must search for it among the humble cots 
of the peasantry, and draw it forth from its recesses, where it is 
moulded into life by the homely, but true hand of Nature ; where 
art has not ventured to deck it out in extraneous ornaments, and 
rob it of its native beauty. He must not expect to find the 
object of his scrutiny amid the ranks of polished life, where the 
true metal lies concealed beneath a weight of dross, and deformed 
by a thousand fanciful incumbrances ; he will widely err, if he 
thinks he has recognized it in the halls of the opulent, or luxu- 
rious drawing-rooms of the great : he will carry off but a garbled, 
deceptive knowledge of its most prominent and striking features ; 
he will but have skimmed over the surface of the Landscape, not 
examined, or digested its beauties ; he will resemble a person 
who thinks to find, in the monotonous arrangement of a flower 
garden, embellished with its artificial waterfall and winding 
slope, the bold, striking, and majestic irregularity of Nature, 
studded with its cloud-capt mountains, and resounding with the 
broken foaming waters of the cascade. My readers must pardon 
me for the digression I have been led into by my partiality for the 
Country : and, the better to obtain their forgiveness, I will at 
once, without further preface, introduce them to a description of 
one of the Saturday Evenings I passed during my short visit to 
the worthy Rector. 
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It was on one of these evenings, which generally seem to be 
accompanied with no small degree of anxiety and bustle to the 
notable housewife and her good man, — as they now prepare to 
settle accounts for the week, and decide whether the last seven 
days have increased their comforts^ and added to their stock of 
pigs and poultry^ — that I strolled out towards the village, in the 
*' Nescio quid meditans** temperament of Horace, to pass away 
an idle hour, till tea time ; and, having reached the high road, 
found it enlivened by the joyous carols and noisy wit of the Pea- 
santSy returning home from the market in the neighbouring town, 
with light hearts, light baskets^ and those inspirers of mirth and 
festivity, heavy pockets. Followers of all trades were hastening 
home to their kitchen corners and evening repast ; from the thin, 
restless, impatient tinker, with his last brazen kettle on his arm, 
whose rapid short steps indicated the fermentations of his mind, 
speculating upon the next week's profit, up to the jolly sturdy 
farmer, in his shaggy pearl-buttoned coat and hob-nailed shoes, 
whose rosy bluff features seemed already distended in anticipation 
of his nightly jug of home-brewed. As he flourished his crab- 
stick, and thundered along the causeway, he seemed to enjoy, that 
happy temperament of mind which bespeaks that its possessor 
has always a blow for the proud oppressor, and a crust of bread 
for the needy supplicant. Parties of the fair sex were not want- 
ing to enliven and diversify the scene ; for I was occasionally 
overtaken by a junto of the village matrons, of whose approach 
there were generally very sure and certain forerunners in the 
loud and frequent peals of laughter I heard rising in succession 
behind me, or the shrill-toned pipe of one of the party drowning 
in triumphant squeaks the voices of her companions ; with cloaks 
and bonnets floating in the breeze. The substantial Dames, 
having disposed of their eggs and butter, came jogging on along 
the road-side, discussing the history of the village, from its 
founders to the present occupiers; and, could any per^n of 
ability have noted down their discourse, he might have compiled 
from it such an authentic, interesting history, as should yield the 
palm to Mr. Knickerbocker's *' New York" alone. Behind 
tliem might be seen their rosy-cheeked daughters, recounting the 
ribbons, cakes, or love-songs, each had received from her Ad- 
mirer ; and it was no small amusement to watch the black-eyed 
lasses returning the glance of the youthful passenger with hidden 
smile and dimpled lip, or passing their jokefs on some approach- 
ing Gallant, in hopes perhaps that he would take punishment for 
their ridicule by ravishing a kiss. The nearer I approached the 
village, the more visible became every instant the signs of 
Saturday Evening ; and, at the door of one of the first cottages, 
on a stone seat, overshadowed by jessamine and evergreens, sat 

3 D Q. _ 
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ibe contented owner of Aie humble dwelliBg^ puffing his pipe in 
listless ease, and watching the smoke that cUried in cheerful 
eddies over his bronzed features, with as much gravity eb a 
Philosopher eyes the jcloud passing over the fisce of the Moon. 
On the opposite side of the fragrant door-way was seated the 
Mistress oiT the Mansion, busily employed in adjusting her Sun- 
day's dress; and, in imagination, perhaps, already cutting no 
contemptible figure amongst her neighbours, and exulting over 
her little finery, which was arrayed in the very acm^ of country 
frshion: but I must not forget to observe that her sober Partner, 
as he occasionally shifted his tube, uttered several sagacious 
reflections on the folly of Vanity. This seemed to be at present 
the principal feature in all the cottages in the suburbs of this 
village; the honest countrymen were drowning their ccures in a 
refreshing tankard, or smoking them away in the newest tobacco; 
while their matrons were darning, or knitting, or dragging to bed 
some young bare-headed urchins ; who, casting a long and linger- 
ing look at Aeir playthings, chewed their grief and their bread 
and butter in silence. 

As I entered further into the middle of the village, I came up 
to its two most important points, where all die p^ection of its 
inhabitants was concentrated; — the village Ale-house, and die 
village Church-yard. From the former a eonfiieed heterogeneous 
found burst fetth through the silence of Even, which at first 
puadod nue as to its nature ; but, on my commg nearer, all 
became comparatively siknt for an instant; and in the next 
moment arose^ in simple, soothing hartnony> the squeaking of a 
^racked fiddle, accompanied by the powerful voice of its Modu- 
lator. I confess I was tempted to play the character of a spy 
for once in my life ; and, having fordiwith ensconced nsyself by 
tthe side of the tap-room window, began to indulge in a contem- 
^ plation of the choice spirits that composed this scene of festivity; 
who, sei^ted round a substantial oaken table, were plying &eir 
fustic nulleiy, or gaping with delight at the soul-dissolving mea- 
sures of their itinerant Musician. The landlord himsetf, a short, 
punch-bellied, little fellow, with a Bardolphian nose^ acted his 
{mrt extrenately well, as Master of the Ceremonies; 9»4 occa- 
sionally himself chiming in witii a convivial stave, or ret»liiig a 
story for the fiftieth time, seemed to bear a mosrt fatherly attach- 
ment to his own ale; for which, perhaps, an extrk item was added 
to the score of his guests; whoi, indeied, ought to pay Well for 
mane Host's amusing qualities. There were no other very strik- 
ing characters at the table ; they were alt sturtfy, joviri boors, 
whose distended grinning countenances bore witness ta tiieir 
Minds' happiness ; and that, for this evening at leasts Aey were 
^eontmtB^ ¥nA themsc^eft «\4 ^ tavaVLYod. But ^ naost iole^ 
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resting party \tt» a ^uarMto, seated apart from the oth(lr$, in a 
comer of ^ rbbth, consisting of the Eitciseman^ SchooUnaiiter^ 
and Clerk of iStie parish, \?ith mine host's Wife ; v^o were porid^ 
over some Newspapers of no short existence, and discUbsbig 
affairs of State in a niost voluble, if not luminous mann^». The 
Schoolmaster appeared to be the oracle of these politiciaUB ; aiid> 
with a most dignified, authoritative look, was uiumping on die 
table, as he explaiiied the various faults in our Constitution, aAd 
what he conceived to be the most admirable fbnn of government'; 
concluding with the consolatory affirmation, ttiat it was by iiatli 
tneahs alone England could arrive at the highest Huminit of gldty* 
The brilliance of his oratory seemed to have as much effect M 
his auditors, as his uplifted rod was accustomed to hAvt upon 
the rising generation. They listened and admired in In'eathlesd 
astonishment ; especially as he interspersed a few Btrtps of Greek 
and Latin amid me flowers of his rhetoric, which they took for 
granted were to the purpose ; and might also be said to be 
paralyzed at the forcible ardour of his declamation. It mttst be 
Confessed the Exciseman's eyes winked in a very siiikpiGiotttf 
manner, and that the Clerk had been wandering in thought, for 
he wound up the finish with an audible nasal Amen ; while, a€ 
the same time, jolly Boniface interrupted a delicious reverie Of 
his wife, with " Nan ! another Pot.** 

Leaving this scene of festivity and eloquence, I saunte¥6d 
towards the Church-yard, where a party of middle-aged rusttcd 
were amusing themselves with swinging on the gate^ labile a 
troop of riotous youngsters were playing at leap-frog over the 
tombstones, reckless of what was mouldering beneath their feet> 
and scampering over that turf which might be destined to bloom 
over their remains, as it had over the Patriarchs of the village ; 
who had faded away like their native oaks, and lived but in the 
remembrance of those who related their stories, and extolled their 
praises, with the same significant shake of the head, from genem-^ 
tion to generation. The Moon had just risen in all her splen-*- 
dor; and. When her pale gentle tight glimmered through the 
Church windows, or played over the ancient Gothic turrets, I 
felt an indescribable emotion pass rapidly over my mind, as I 
stayed to contemplate the short and simple annals of the poor, 
and mourned to think 

" For them no more the blazing beartb shall burn, 
Or busy housewife ply ber evening dare ; 
No children mn to lisp their Sire's return. 
Or climb bis knees Uie envied kiss to share.'' 

Nor could I refrain from an intruding thought on human vanity, 
when I beheld the merry youths sporting over the sepulchres of 
their ancestors, heedless of what to me a^i(ie«c«.d ^^<^ ^^Vsxs^dc^ 
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of the 8[>ot, and perhaps ridiculing my " brown stndy/' as I 
stedfastly contemplated their ivy-mantled Church ; and, ponder- 
ing over the narrow homes of the departed dead, forgot, for an 
instant, the world and its cares. 

I had scarcely shaken off the thoughts produced by my late 
contemplation, ere I came upon a scene that was little calculated 
to inspire lighter reflections, and will long remain vividly imprinted 
on my memory. Not many yards from the road, from which it 
was separated by a garden, laid out with the greatest taste, and 
arranged in the most beautiful, simple order, and close adjoining 
a path which led over the fields to the Rectory, appeared a hand- 
some little cottage, fancifully adorned with windows in the Gothic 
style, around which, and the whole front of the cottage, a large, 
full-blooming vine wound its tendrils, clustering with fruit, and 
bending beneath the weight of the grapes, that shed a purple hue 
all around them, as they were glanced upon by the moonbeam. I 
had often heard the inhabitants of this cottage mentioned with 
respect, and even with tender affection, by their neighbours, as 
being persons of the most amiable character, and who, in addition 
to this, had a strong claim upon the sympathy and solicitude of 
all who knew the tale of their sorrows and misfortunes, by which 
they appeared to have been reduced from a state of affluence to 
one almost of poverty. But lately they had been enabled, by the 
death of a wesJthy relation, to purchase this humble, yet delight- 
ful residence, which they had rendered still more beautiful by 
their own taste and industry, and were now gliding down the 
stream of life in calm tranquillity, that was unruffled except by an 
intrusive thought of the past. The family only consisted of an 
aged couple and one daughter : of the misfortunes of the former 
I had heard but an imperfect sketch ; to the mournful tale of the 
latter I had often listened with tears. Puring the sunshine of 
their prosperity, and while yet early in life, she had been betrothed 
to a young man of the most cultivated talents, and amiable dispo- 
sition, and, in short, to sum up his good qualities, he was well 
worthy the tenderest affection of one who doated on him like 
Maria Congreve. When he was a child, he had the misfortune 
to lose his beloved parent, the familiar friend of the family of his 
intended. His guardians were entirely subservient to the will of 
his mother, and objected, on this account, to his marrying till he 
came of age, of which but one year was wanting, merely because 
his mother, from some caprice, was averse to the connexion. It 
was but a short time to stay, but it was too long for his ardent, 
impetuous feelings ; he could not bear every day to be allowed to 
raise the cup to his lips, but forbidden to taste ; he could not 
endure to look upon his love, and still, still be unable to call her 
bis own. The suspense wat^ dte^d&\3\r^\A W \^^^VN^d to tear 
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himself from his tantalizing situation, and tranquillize his mind 
(if that were possible), by travelling. As die hour of separation 
drew nigh, he was almost tempted to give way to his foreboding 
fears, and give up the project. Would to Heaven he had ! Suffice 
to say, he at length summoned up courage to take leave of his 
Maria. It were impossible for me to describe that scene, which 
his mother beheld with calm indifference, while her son, wrung 
with agony as he parted from, and supported in his arms the 
fainting and dearest object of his soul, rushed from the house, 
and his native land, to return no more ; for, at some town, near 
the banks of the Wol^a, surrounded by foreigners, and far distant 
from any medical assistance, he fell a victim to an epidemical 
disease, common to those countries, and resigned his last breadi 
in the arms of a friend that accompanied him. The ship that 
was to have wafted him back to happiness and the arms of his 
Maria, vfjats the sad messenger of his death ; and the sun that was 
to have risen on her a blooming bride, beheld her thafday arrayed 
in the garb of bitterest woe. Few that were acquainted with 
Maria expected to see her much longer a survivor on earth ; but 
her understanding and fortitude enabled her to withstand the 
violence of the shock, and she still lived, though scarcely to this 
world ; she flitted before the eyes of men, like the shade of a 
beauteous angel : her thoughts, her soul, was with God, and widi 
him whom death had torn away for a short time, to unite to her 
again in Heaven. 

Such is the outline of the tale of Maria Congreve : it may not 
interest my readers, as described by my pen ; but it often has ^ 
drawn from me a tribute of sorrow, while related by her former 
friends ; and, as she this evening was sitting, with her parents, on 
the lawn, in front of the cottage, it were impossible not to view the 
groupe with feelings of the strongest emotion. The old man was 
reading in the Bible, with his daughter on one side of him, and 
her mother on the other. I was concealed by the hedge, but near 
enough to hear him, and catch the sound of his deeply impressive 
voice, which, breaking through the solemn silence that reigned all 
around, had an effect on me never to be forgotten ; it chained me 
to the spot like enchantment; and, as his care-worn, but yet highly 
interesting features were lit up with the pure, bright emanation 
of religious enthusiasm, which seemed to illumine his whole coun-» 
tenance with an etherial halo, I stood gazing on him as a being 
of a superior order, through whose lips breathed the true voice 
and spirit of the Deity; and I could have humbled myself at his 
feet, and worshipped his gray hairs. At this moment, his wife 
bestowed upon him a look of endearment expressive of the past, 
as if she recalled those days when they knew not sorrow or cala- 
mity ; and then, raising her eyes slowly uif to Ke«5(e^> ^j^^"w»A.^ 



394 4 ifffi^d^jf EfimiMg in iks Qoamtfjf' [No. 5. 

hf the treaiid0u» mptioa of her lips, to b^ uttering a short and 

lijinreat prayer oS luppUcatiqa for her husbaBd and daughter. I 

ti(tesitate4> as I turned a tremhlii^ glance on that lavely si^erer ; 

\^t that ghmcje nvetted my enchantment ; the air of meek, gentle 

7e0i|^aUQi4 that heavied in mellowed softness oiver the most beauti- 

M« il^terestiBg features^ever allotted to woman, savoured not of earth. 

She was dressed with perfect simplicity and neatnessji but without 

ff^ omameait : her long unconfined hair flowed in graceful ringlets 

^vcHf her shoulders, and divided m front, partly discovered a fb^rdoead 

of qp^owy whiteoess ; the rest was cio^cealed by her hand,^ on which 

k^ head rested, as ahe east a pensive vacant glance upon the 

fiawsitenance of her father* On a sudden he unconsciously read 

% pe^sage that touched upo^ die string of her sorrows; her 

IjiMder iraiM trembled for a moment,, and then, gently sliding one 

hapd intQ her boscm^ she dcew from^ Ihe^ace a portrail. I was 

nAt hMKg in €09Jectiuring whoae that pcurtrait couU be, as due 

laMt oyer it at ^M wm iatensej^ but melaAdvoly debght ; a^ 

tkfi»^ widit scarcely a perceptibte motion^ pressed it to her lips ; 

Ihsn Wqked a^ it agaw, and apipeared loat to aU around her,, while 

aihsorbed in the contemiplaibon of his feature, who ia fancy stood 

before her^ At this aiojvaent a hoUow blasi rustled durough the 

trees, and tbe. soiuid of approaching, thunder was heard dy^ 

Mray m the di^anee* Hie old man hasl:9y shut his book ; and, 

liMmn^ round to summon his daughter,, beheld her gaadng on the 

portrait. He instantly checked himself, and became miile as 

death.: but it was too late; his movement had broken the chain 

<lf her thou^hia ; the dream of her imagination was over ; she 

Mfie fioi^ kissed those beloved features,, and then, replacii^;. the 

pairtait ki her bosons sank down in prayer, with her hands 

dbsped in patient devotion oite^ her bosom, wd her still bright 

fQFe auffua^ wijth the riaing tear, that aU h^ fortitude could not 

auppjresA. The old, man msenaUily kneeled dovrn by the side of 

htm ; but it: was toa hear^ending a. soene- to view any^ longer :r— 

I di»wi my hat <Dver my eyes^ wd hastily; retmrped hqmeviuuxk; 

And ne^MiU n^erwitt tbati Salurdan £]Kening^ fade from the gbcqI- 
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Teb. 5,f— Traoaicribed some lines from an Elegy which I have 
had ifi my drawer for some time, and from which I intended to 
have made an Extract in my last Scrap-Book. 

In vain for me the flow'ret rears its head, , 
The warbling linnet pours her song in vain ; 

1 shall not pluck the floweret from its bed, 
I shall not listen to the song agaiu. 

In vain mild Spring dispels the wintry blast. 
In vain the streams in babbliug murmurs flow ; 

I am not what I was, — the die is cast, 
And there is nothing left to me — but woe. 

Grief comes around me in mine early years, 

Yet smiling faces round my hearth I see. 
And merry voices echo in mine ears — 

Bat what are these — what is the world to me ? 

O. J. 

Feb. 10. — Received a letter from Baldwin^ soliciting the co- 
operation of the Cluby in the event of the discontinuance of 
" The Etonian." Shall be happy to oblige Mr. Baldwin, as far 
as I am concerned; but Montgomery is band and glove vdth Mr. 
Christopher North ; ajjid. Sir Francb and Sjterling are severally 
under engagements to the ildinburgh and Quarterly. 

]Feb. 12.^*— Received some stanzas " on Whistling," from ^ S, 
I am quite puzzled by the extraordinary character of the lines^ and 
hfdf suspect that the author is only bamming us. Il^owever, .there 
is something singular in the composition, and my readers shajQ 
therefore have a specimen. The verses are as wild as their 
subject : — 



What I bkuoe thee, cbUd, 

Of the woodland wUd, 
Y9ho chernpest now so cneerily ? 

Ofal warble again 

Tour artless strain, 
That plays on my heart so merrily. 



A crown I'll entwine 

Of eglantine. 
On your little brown head to glisten; 

Its pearl shall be dew, 

And ruddy its hue, 

For,my bard of the grove FU pluck it for y4Mi, 
E'er the Sun be awake and risen. 



And bright though it be 

V?^hen I give it to thee. 
Sweet child of content simplicity ! 

Itiblush will lorn 

As the Moon at dawn, 
At the burst of thy soul's felicity. 



Feb. 14. — Valentine's Day. Surprised that I have not re- 
ceived any darts and flames. Still more surprised that I have not 
received any '* lilackguards " and "scoundrels.'' Had thoughts 
of writing a paper upon the custom of the day, but the subject is 
too trite. 

3 la 
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Two o*clockf P. 3f. — All college is in commotion. In Long 
Chamber there are consultations, and parties, and cabals. I saw 
a gownsman looking not complacently upon an unfolded paper; 
like Alexander, he '* sighed and looked, sighed and looked, sighed 
and looked, and sighed again.'' He became alternately as pale 
as the Bath post, and as black as the characters it bore. This is 
a noystery to me ! 

Feb. 15. — ^The mystery is unravelled. A young Gentleman is 
displeased at receiving a billet-doux. This is surprising. But it 
is still more surprising that he suspects " The Etonian '' of its 
manufacture. He threatens us with a quire of paper for the sake 
of the Postage. I hope it may be blank. I shall be angry if I 
am obliged to pay and read too. 

Feb. 17. — I hope my readers will be pleased with the fol- 
lowing Song : — 



Hark apon the passing gale 
Philomela's plaintive wail I 
Feelings how serene and tender 
Does the lonely mnsic render I 
Lady, lift thj downcast eye 
I^ila, Jove, and tell me why ? 



Mark the tints of silver, made 
By the Moon on yon cascade ; 
How those fleeting tints impart 
Consolation to the heart ! 
Why can Nature thus control; 
Leila, say, my secret soul ? 



'Tis that in the trembling notes 
Lovers pure spirit softly floats; 
'Tis that in the moonbeam's ray 
Love deli|^hts to hold bis play ; 
'Tis that m the world I see, 
I LeUa, nought but love, and thee. 

Feb. 19. — Received from Oxford a large parcel of prose and 
verse. I am very much pressed for room, nevertheless I am 
particularly requested by the Club (on the immediate suggestion 
of Rowley), to insert the two contributions with which we are 
most pleased. 

'* A Collar of Brawo, with M. B.'s compliments." 

" A Barrel of Sausages, with Lord N 's best wishes." 

Feb. 20. — ^The authorship of the abovementioned Valentine 
is fixed, I understand, upon Gerard Montgomery. Mr. Bellamy 
fancies himself suspected, and is rather alarmed for the conse- 
quences. He has purchased a smart little pistol, nailed a so- 
vereign to the wall of his apartment, and practises three hours a 
day. He says he is not much afraid, for '' he can hit George to 
a nicety." 

Feb. 25. — Martin Sterling slanged me for being satirical. AH 
the P. C. articles were attacked one after the other : — " Lovers' 
Vows," " Politeness and Politesse,'' '^ A Certain Age," " Not 
at Home." — Golightly came to my assistance. " Mr. Sterling," 
said he, " let me give you a little information. There is as little 
truth in your remarks as ^eieia 'wvliosct^' Vows : neither Polite- 
iwaa nor Po^tease canbew^ou wx^\oTi%«t\ w> qtbr ^w^^\aKi.>s. 
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style who is not of a Certain Age ; and if you persist in it, I 
1 recommend to Mr. Courtenay to give you a flat Not at 
ne." Mr. Hodgson remarked that Mr. Golightly was a flat, 
supposing that any thing flat could come from the President, 
ell laughed, and Oakley said '* Pshaw." 
eb. 26. — Transcribed a few stanzas by E. M. They were 
ten soon after the Lady's marriage. They were composed in 
ore tranquil moment, and breathe a more subdued spirit than 
le which were inserted in the Scrap-book, No. I. 

I do not weep — the grief I feel 

Is not the grief that dims the eye ; 
No accents speak, no tears reveal 

The inward pain that cannot die. 

Mary ! tboa koow'st not, none can know 

The silent woe that still must live ; 
I would not change that silent woe 

For all the joy the world can give. 

Yet, by thine hair so lightly flowing, 

And by thy smiling lips, I vow, 
And by thy cheek so brightly glowing, 

And by the meekness of thy brow, 

And by those eyes, whose tranquil beam 

So joyfally is wont to shine, 
As if thy bosom coald not dream 

Of half the woe that preys on mine, 

I do not marmur that another 
Hath gain'd the love I coald not wake ; 

I look on him as on a brother. 
And do not hate him — for thy sake. 

And, Mary, when I gaze on thee, 

I think not on my own distress. 
Serene — in thy serenity. 

And happy — in thine happiness. 

-eft. 27. — ^The King of Clubs has too much vanity to withhold 
[1 the world Miss Harrison's Valentine, although the habits 
>rocrastination in which the fair Authoress indulges (habits 
;he way in which his Majesty occasionally participates) have 
sed it to reach him much after its day. The time I am sure is 
far distant, when to the names of a Baillie, an Edgeworth, an 
bhald, and a Morgan, Criticism will add that of Fanny 
-rison. 

MISS HARRISON'S VALENTINE. 
*< Nee sum adeo Informk."— Virg. 

Hail to his Majesty of Clabs ! — all hail 

His manly figure, and his motley robe ! 
Hail to his face — althoagh it's mach too pale ; 

Hail to bis faolcbion, and bis belted globe 1 
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I loTe his look where fasoinations rove ; 

I loTo his crown, whatever Uls betide it ; 

I love the dab that Fate hath fix'd beside it, 
Like Robar squatting by the side of Jove ; 
^ I love his thin straight wig, and much I prize 

His great black eydb^Owtf, and his small white nose, 

His stunted beard, the buckles in his shoes, 
His round mustachios, and his pointed eyes. 
I love his tout entemble — e'en his crimes, 
His puns, his punch, his reasonings, and his rhymes! 

Feb* 28. — Gerard gave us, from a Cambridge correspondent, 
the following whimsical imitation, or rather parody, of Horace :— 

** Integer vita»«eelerisqiie pums,*' &c. Hor. 

The man, my Gerard, armM with native strength. 
And of his own wo^th conscioosi needs no aid 
Of venal critic^ or ephemeral puff 
Prelusive, or satiric quiver stor'd 
With poison'd shafts defensive : fearless he 
Sends forth his work, essay, or ode, or note 
On crabb'd Greek play, or squib political. 
Him nor the fierce Eclectic's foaming page 
Aught troubles, nor th' dncourteous Timely nor yet 
The Journal f which, misnam'd of Chnki, deals 
Its three-months' errors out. For me of late 
In Johnian walks sole wanderings while the thoughts 
Of Emily beyond tskf wonted bounds 
Drew me excursive, a reviewer stern 
Encountering, with kind words of courtesy 
Accosted bland^ and me^ though ill prepared 
For critic fight, assail'd not ; scribe, like whom 
Oak-crown'd Germania from her 'warlike shore 
Sent never, nor the realm of Wallace old, 
X Dry-nurse of critics. Place me on the earth's 
Far limit, where, o'er sluggish Muscovy, 
The winds blow frore, and mists of ignorance dark 
O'erhang the north side of the world : beneath 
Some Dey's stern nod, in torrid Barbary 
Place me, where books are none ! yet, fearless still, 
I'll sing Df'Emily, apd^ in fit strain. 
Record her tuneful voice and thrilling smiles. Wt 

To^^norrow our first Volume is to be launched .-^I remember, 
when I was last at Plymouth/ I was present at the laundh <At 
ship of war. It was a very fine sight : but our ** Etonian ^' will be 
much finer, rigged out in gaudy Morocco, or odorous Russia^ or 
unassuming calf. 

Success to our weak vessel ! She has an easy voyage to run : 
the breeze of hope sends her briskly forward, and smiling faces 
shine upon her as brightly as the sun on a July morning. 

Oflf she goes ! — Three cheers for " The Etonian ! 



» 



SrRiAT«ii.— Xa ^age ^S^ Wtk^W^ ^w Keonf «^^^ iMorf^ 






INDEX 



to THE 



FIRST VOLUME. 



i*-*i 



*4,* Thefigvrei wUHin parenihetes niark the variatiam which took pke^ in 

the Second Edition of No. J. 



Atcotint Af tiM proeeedingB whtek led to 
the publication of The EtoniaD," p. 3 

Adventure, e nij^ht/259 

Aite^ oil a itertata, m 

Alarming Discovery, «99 . 

Articles in prtparadon, S9« (26) 97| HO, 
247 

Asses'- Bridge, Sonnet on, 93 

Asyndeton, on tb« Fcactical, 178 

Ball, a Windsor, id^ 

Bathos, on the Practical, 69 (63) 

Battle, the Eve of, 35 (32) 

Bellamy, (Hon. C^rfclf) «hiUlM!tef df. 

Biography of a Boy*i Rmm, M 
Burton (John) cbaradef e9p i% ' 

» 
Castles in the Air, 263 
Certain Age, Remarks on. 225 
Christmas (an Eclogue), 174 
Coleridge, Remarks on his PMtry,307 
CoIiflBom, Lines oa tlie, fill 
Confessions of Don Carlos. 127 
Country, a Saturday Evening in, 388 
Country Wedding, 267 
Conrtenay (Peregrine) Character of, 13 

Despair, Ode to, 113 

Diana, Lines on the Temple of, at Ephe* 

sus, 73, (66) 
Drawing-Uoom, his Miyesty's, 165 

Edith, 58, (53) 
Elegy, 229 
Ellen, Lines to, 387 
Eve of BatUe, 35, (32) 

Fitzroy (Mary), Story of, 277 
Florence, Lines to, 271 



Genttts, 75, (68) 

Girotamo and Sylvestm, 251 

Godiva, 149 

GolighUv (Frederick) Character o^ S 

^ 8 Letter of Condolence, SO/i 
Good Fellow, Sir T. Ncsbit's OeMtl^n 
of, 144 ^^ 

Gowan, Morris, Letter from, 347 
Greeib Song, OXponor's, 343 
Gabbitt, Jeremy, PeUtUm ttoant fiSS 

Hai^4resslllg, Retaarlu m, 205 
Harrison^ Lines to Mte F., 906 
Hodgson (Richaird) Charaeter of, lA 

at a nephu ulfnt. 950 

Holidays, Miseries of Christmas, 121 

~ , on the Approach of, 256 

Horn Palndosa, No. I„ 290 

I was a Boy, S7S 

Julia, lines to, Preparing for her first 

Seasoa in Town, lifo 
Julio, lines to, on his coming of Age, 187 
Juvenile Friendship, Essay on, 53, (47) 

King of Clubs, 3, 85, 165, 245, 326 
Knight and the Knave, 349 

^^> (Charles,) Remarks oo his Poetry, 

336 
Lapland Sacrifice, 111 
Laura, 59 (54) 
Le Blanc (Allen) Character of, 6 

turned Poet, 249 

's Sober Essay on Love, 843 

Letter, GoUghtly's, of Condolence, 30t 

from Morris Gowan, 347 

Lines, on leavinsr LtandcMro, SIO 



400 



INDEX TO VOL. I. 



Uaei to Flof«oee,J71 

to MiH F. HArrliOD, 906 

to EDen, S87 

Lover, The Contooted, 183 

Loirenr Y owi, 147 

Losell (Joiepli) Character of, 15 

^*8 Eaiay on the Art of my fay ^TMi*' 

105 

M'Farlaiie (Alennder) Character of, 14 

fifad-qaite Bfad, 9B3 

Marioi amldit th« Rnlu of Carthace, 

866 
Blartln StertfavMi Principle, 391 
MootMnery, (Hon. Gerard) Character 

• , Unparalleled imnlt to, 170 

Bfootfomeriana, Somnia, Ko. I. 377, 
No. II. 379 

O'Conaoriann, 339 



Mnsmve ( Rohert) Character of, 14 

My Brother*! Grave, ( 77 ) 

Nesbit (SirThomai) Character of, 90 

^'g Inauc^uration Ceremony, 9S 

's Definition of a Good Fellow, 

lU 
Nicknamei, Remarks on, 76, (69) 
**• No," Oakley's Easay on the Art of say- 
ing, 105 
Not at Home, 975 

Oaldey (Michael) Character of, 15 

^B Essay on the Art of sayine 

•«No,'*105 
O'Connor ( Patrick) Character of, 14 

^-— '• Inancnration Ode, 334 

O'ConnorivMS, MOBse, 339 
Opening of the Green Bag, 86 

Pererrine*B Scrap-Book, No. I., 838; 

No. II., 318; No. III., 395 
Petition from Jeremy Gobbing, 233 
Politeness and Politesse, 134 
Principle, Martin Sterling on, 291 

Rawsdon-Conrt, a Peepi nto, 194 



ReflectioaB on Whiter, 296 
Reminiicenies of my xooth. No. I.,^ 
Rhyme and Reason, 35, (28) 
Rowley (William) Character of, 15 



SatordajEventog in the Country, 388 
Scrap.»M>k, Peregrine's, No. !•, S38; 

No.IL,318$ No. III., 395 
Signs, Remarks on, 183 
Silent Sorrow, 277 
Solitude in a Crowd, 129 
Somnia Montgomeriana, No. L, S77( 

No. II., 379 
Sonnets >-• 

Written on the last leaf of Shakspeare, 
67, (60} 

Written from Hartland Point, ib. 

Dnnster Hermitage, 68, (61) 

Barle-Edge Abbey, ib. 

On the Asses'-Bridge, 93 

On the State of Spain, April, 1820, S90 
Sterling (Martin) Character of, 11 
Swinburne (Matthew) Letter from, 131 
■■■■ . — ■ ■ ■ Character of, 328 



Tea, Oakley's avowed Predilection Ar, 

89 
Turn Out, 115 



Van Nickerneuchf s Philofophical Rer 

signation, 249 
Vistt to Eton, 48,(42) 



Wedding, a Country, 267 
Wentworth (Sir Francb) Character of, 9 
What shall I do ? 268 
Windsor Ball, 138 
Winter, Reflections on, 236 
Wordsworth, Remarks on his Poetry, 99, 
217 

Tes and No, 105 

'' Yes," Lozell's Essay on the Art of Say- 
ing, 105 



END OF VOL. I. 



Chailea Kifi|!tt»lNVA«,^W«w, 



^ 



■ 



.1 



i 



.1 



